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UNCLE SILAS. 


BY J. 8. LE FANU, 


CHAPTER TI. 
AUSTIN RUTHYN, OF KNOWL, AND HIS DAUGHTER. 


Ir was winter—that is, about the second week | 
in November—and great gusts were rattling in 


very cheerful fire blaz- 


ing, a pleasant mixture 


the windows, and wail- 

TM mI 
of good round coal and | 
spluttering dry wood, i 


ing and thundering Tm 
le il 
A 
in a genuine old fire- 


among our tall trees 
and ivied chimneys; a 
place, in a somber old Hii (i } : 
room. Black wainscot- | i ! ic 
WAAL 
a 
i i 


very dark night, and a 
ing glimmered up to the 
ceiling. in, small ebony 
panels; acheerful clump 
of wax candles on the 
tea-table; many old por- 
traits, some grim and 
pale, others pretty, and 
some very graceful and 
charming, hanging from 
the walls. Few pictures, 
except portraits long 
and short, were there. 
On the whole, L think 
‘ou would have taken 
he room for our parlor. 
It was not like our mod- 
ern notions of a draw- 
ing-room. It was along 
room’ too, and every 
way page, but ir- 
regularly shaped. 
girl of a little more 
than seventeen, loging 
I believe, younger stil 
slight and rather tall 
with a great deal of 
golden hair, dark gray- 
eyed, and with a coun- 
tenance rather sensitive 
and melancholy, wassit- 
ting at the tea-table, in 
a reverie. I was that 
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girl. 

The only other person 
in the room—the only 

rson in the house re- 
ated to me—was my 
father. He was Mr. 
Ruthyn, of Knowl, so 
called in hiscounty, but 
he had many other 
places; was of a very 
ancient lineage, who 
had refused a baronet- 
age often, and it was 
said even a viscounty, 
being of a proud and 
defiant spirit, and think- 
ing themselves higher 
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pointed in Parliament, where it was his ambi- 
ion to succeed, Though a clever man, hé failed 


there, where very. inferior men did extremely | 


well. Then he went abroad, and became a con- 
noisseur and a collector; took a part, on his re- 
turn in literary and’ scientific institutions, and 


also in the foundation and direction of some | 


charities. But he tired of this mimic govern- 
ment, and gave himself up to a country life— 
not that of a sportsman, but rather that of a 
student, staying sometimes at one of his places 
and sometimes at another, living a secluded life. 


| 


| 


in station and purer of 
blood than two-thirds of 
the nobility into whose 
ranks, it was said, they 
had been invited to en- 
ter. Of all this family lore I knew but little 
and vaguely—only what is to be gathered from 
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the fireside talk of old retainers in the nursery. | to his care. This bereavement, 
I am sure my father loved me, and I know I | changec him—made him more odd and taci- | 


loved him. With the sure instinct of childhood 


MAUD EXPLORING BARTRAM-HAUGH. 
Rather late in life he married, and his beauti- 
ful young wife died, leaving me, their only child, 
I have been told, 


turn than ever, and his temper also, except to 


I apprehended his tenderness, although it was | me, more severe. There was also some disgrace 


never expressed in common ways. 


But my | about his younger brother—my uncle Silas— 


father was an oddity. He had beenearly disap- | which he felt bitterly. 
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He was now walking up and down this spa- 
} cious old room, which, extending round an an- 
gle at the far end, was very dark in that.quar- 
ter. Tt was his wont to walk up and down 
| thus, without speaking—an exercise which used 
to remind me of Chateaubriand’s father in the 
great chamber of the Chateau de Combourg. 
| At the far end he nearly disappeared in the 
| gloom, and then returning, emerged for a 
| few minutes, like a portrait) with a back- 
| ground of shadow, and then ‘again in ‘silence 
| faded nearly out of view. 

This monotony and si= 
lence would have been 
terrifying to a person 
less accustomed to it 
than lk As it was it had 
its effect, I have known 
~'s father to pass a 
whole day without once 
speaking tome. Though 
L loved him very much I 
was also much inawe of 
him. 

While my father paced 
the floor, my thoughts 
were employed about 
the events of a month 
before. So few things 
pr ope at Know] out 
of the accustomed rou- 
tine, that a very triflin 
occurrence was enoug’ 
to set people wondering 
and conjecturing in that 
serene household. My 
father lived in remarka- 
ble seclusion; except for 
a ride, he hardly ever 
left the grounds of 
Knowl, and I don’t 
think it happened twice 
in the year that a visi- 
tor sojourned among us. 
There wasnoteven that 
mild religious bustle 
which sometimes besets 
the wealthy and moral 
recluse. My father had 
left the Church of Eng- 
land for some odd sect, I 
forget itsname, and ulti- 
mately became, IL was 
told, a Swedenborgian. 
But he did not care to 
trouble me upon the 
subject. So the old car- 
riage brought my goy- 
erness, when I had one, 
the old housekeeper, 
Mrs. Rusk, and myself 
to the parish church 
every Sunday. And mv 
father, in the view of 
the honest rector who 
shook his head.over him 
a cloud without 
water, carried about of 
winds, and a wanderin 
star to whom is reserve 
the blackness of dark- 
ness”-correspondedwith 
the “minister” of his 
church, and was provok- 
ingly contented with his 
own fertility and illumi- 
nation; and Mrs. Rusk 
who was a sound and 
| bitter Churchwoman, said he fancied he saw 
visions and talked with angels like the rest of 
| that ‘‘ rubbitch.” C 
T don’t know that she had any better foundation 
| than analogy and conjecture for charging m 
| father with supernatural pretensions; and in 
points where her orthodoxy was not concerned, 
| she loved him and was a loyal housekeeper, 
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THE FIRESIDE LIBRARY. 


Vou. IL 


I found her one morning superintending prep- 
arations for the reception of a visitor, in the 
hunting-room it was called, from the pieces of 
tapestry that covered its walls representing 
scenes, a la Wouvermans, of falconry, and the 
chase, dogs, hawks, ladies, gallants, and pages 
in the midst of whom Mrs, Rusk, in black silk 
was rummaging drawers. counting linen. and 
issuing orders. 

“Who is coming, Mrs, Rusk?” 

Well, she only knew his name. It was a Mr, 
Bryerly. My papa expected him to dinner, and 
to stay for some days. ‘ 

‘*T ‘guess he’s one of those creatur’s, dear, for 
I mentioned his name just to Dr, Clay (the rec- 
tor), and he says there is a Doctor Bryerly, a 
great conjurer among the Swedenborg sect— 
and that’s him, I do suppose.” - 

In my hazy notions of these sectaries there 
was mingled a suspicion of necromancy and a 
weird freemasonry that inspired something of 
awe and antipathy. 

Mr. Brierly arrived time enough to dress at 
his leisure before dinner. He entered the draw- 
ing-room—a tall, lean man, all in ungainl 
black, with a white choker, with either a black 
wig, or black hair dressed in imitation of one, 
a pair of spectacles, and a dark, sharp, short 
visage, rubbing his large hands together, and 
with a short, brisk nod to me, whom he plainly 
regarded merely as a child, he sat down before 
the fire, crossed his legs, and took: up a maga- 
zine, 


This treatment was mortifying, and I remem- 
ber very well the resentment of which he was 
quite unconscious. 

His stay was not very long; not one of us di- 
vined the object of his visit, and he did not pre- 
possess us favorably. He seemed restless, as 
men of busy habits do in country houses, and 
took walks, and a drive, and read in the library, 
and wrote half a dozen letters. 

His bedroom and dressing-room were at the 
side of the gallery, directly opposite to my 
father’s, which had a sort of anteroom en suite, 
in which were some of his theological books. 

The day after Mr. Bryerly’s arrival, I was 
about to see whether my father’s water caraffe 
and glass had been duly laid on the table in this 
anteroom, and in doubt whether he was there, I 
knocked at the door. 

I suppose they were too intent on other mat- 
ters to hear, but, receiving no answer, I entered 


the room. My father was sitting in his chair, — 


with his coat and waistcoat off, Mr. Bryerly 
kneeling on a stool beside him, rather facing 
him, his black scratch wig leaning close to my 
aa — oe ee was a large — 
of their divinity lore. su , open on the 
tablo close by.» The lank Black of ‘Mr, 
Bryerly up, and he concealed so. 
quickly in the breast of his coat. — 

My father stood up also, looking paler, I 
think, than I ever saw him till then, and he 
pointed grimly tothe door, and said ‘‘Go.” 

Mr. Bryerly pushed me gently back with his 
hands to my shoulders, and smiled down from 
his dark fea with an expression quite unin- 
telligible to me. 

recovered myself in a second, and with- 
drew without a word. The last thing I saw at 
the door was the tall, slim eo in black, and 
the dark, significant smile following me; and 
then the door was shut and locked, and the two 
Swedenborgians were left to their mysteries. 

I remember so well the kind of shock and dis- 
co I felt in the certainty that I had surprised 
them at some, perhaps, debasing incantation—a 
suspicion of this. Mr. Br erly, of the ill-fitting 
black coat and white choker, and a sort of fear 
came upon me, and I fancied he was assertin, 
some kind of mastery over my father, whi 
ve yamciod all ms of da in the enigmati- 

ci sorts of dangers in the e - 
cal smile of the lank high-priest. The image of 
my father, as I had seen ens it might be, con- 
fessing to this man in black, who was I knew not 
what, haunted me with the disagreeable uncer- 
tainties of a mind very uninstructed as to the 
limits of the marvelous. é 

I mentioned it to no one, But I was im- 
mensely relieved when the sinister visitor took 
his departure the morning after, and it was upon 
this occurrence that my mind was now em- 


ovea 

mé one said that Doctor Johnson resembled 
a ghost, who must be spoken to before it will 
speak. But my father, in whatever else he may 
have resembled a ghost, did not in that particu- 
lar; for no one but I in his household—and I 
very seldom—dare to address him until first ad- 
dressed by him. I had no notion how singular 
this was until I began to 
friends and relations, and 5 tee no such rule in 
foree anywhere else. 

AsI leaned back in my chair Sg this 
phantasm of my father came, and turned, and 
vanished with a solemn regularity. It was a 
oe figure, strongly made, thick-set, with a 

ace large and very stern; he wore a loose black 
velvet coat and waistcoat. It was, however, the 
figure of an elderly rather than an old man— 
though he was then seventy—but firm, and 
with no sign of feebleness, 

Iremember the start with which, not suspect- 
ing that he was close by me, I li my eyes, 


out a little among | 


| ernesses they 


and saw that large, rugged countenance looking 
fixedly on me from less than a yard away. 

After Isaw him he continued to regard me 
for a second or two; and then, taking one of the 
heavy candlesticks in his gnarled hand, he beck- 
oned me to follow him, which in silence and 
wondering I accordingly did. 

He led me across the hall, where there were 
lights burning, and into a lobby by the foot of 
the back stairs, and so into his library. 

It is along, narrow room, with two tall, slim 
windows at the farend, now draped in dark cur- 
tains, Dusky it was with but one candle; and 
he paused near the door, at the left-hand side of 
which stood, in those days, an old-fashioned 

ress or cabinet of carved oak. In front of this 

e stopped. 

He had odd, absent ways, and talked more to 
himself, I believe, than to all the rest of the 
world put together. 

“She won’é understand,” he whispered, look- 
ng at me inquiringly. ‘No, she won’t. Will 
she?” 

Then there was a pause, during which he 
brought forth from his vest pocket a small 
bunch of some half dozen keys, on one of which 
he looked frowningly, every now and then bal- 
ancing it a little before his eyes, between his fin- 
ger and thumb, as he deliberated. 

I knew him too well, of course, to interpose a 
word. 

“They are easily frightened—ay, they are. 
I'd better do it another way.” 

And pausing, he lookedin my face as he might 
upon a picture. ' 

“They are—yes—I had better do it another 
way—another way; yes—and she'll not suspect 
—she’ll not suppose,” 

Then he looked pepe upon the key, and 
from it to me, suddenly lifting it up, and said 
abruptly, ‘* She, child,” and after a second or 
two, ‘‘ Remember this key.” 

It was oddly shaped, and unlike others. 

“Yes, sir.” [ always called him “sir.” 

‘Tf opens that,” and he tapped it sharply on 
the door of the cabinet. ‘In the daytime it is 
always here,” at which word he dropped it into 
his pocket again, ‘‘ You see?—and at night un- 
der my pillow—you hear me?” 

sir 


“You won't forget this cabinet—oak—next 
the door—on your left—you won't forget?” 
sir. 


No, sir. 
‘* Pity she’s a girl, and so youn y, a girl 
and cg Sele sense—giddy. ou say yowl 


remember ?” 

“ Yes, sir. ” 

“Tt behooves you.” 

He turned round and looked full upon me, 
like a man who has taken a sudden resolution; 
and Ithink for a moment he had made up his 
mind to tell me a great dealmore. Butif so, he 
¢ d it again, and after another pause he 
said slowly and sternly: 

“You will tell nobody what I have said, under 
pain of my displeasure. ! 

**Oh no, sir. 

** Good child!” 

“ Hecept,” he resumed, ‘ under one contin- 
gency t is, in case I should be absent, and 

octor Bryerly—you recollect the thin gentle- 
man, in spectacles and a black wig, who spent 
three days here last month—should come and 
inquire for the key, you understand, in my ab- 
sence.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

So he: kissed me on the forehead, and said, 
“Tet us return,” which accordingly we did, in 
silence, the storm outside, like a dirge ona great 
organ, accompanying our flitting. 


CHAPTER It, 
UNCLE SILAS. 

WHEN we reached the drawing-room, I re- 
sumed my chair, and my father his slow and 
regular walk to and fro in the great room. Per- 
haps it was the uproar of the wind that disturb- 
ed the ordinary tenor of his thoughts; but, 
whatever was the cause, certainly he was un- 
usually talkative that night. 

After an interval of nearly half an hour he 
drew near again, and sat down in a high-backed 
arm-chair beside the fire, and nearly opposite to 
me, and looked at me steadfastly for some time, 
as was his wont, before speaking: and said he, 
“This won’t do; you must have a governess.” 

In cases of this kind I merely set down my 
book or work, as it might be, and adjusted my- 
self to listen without speaking. 

“Your French is pretty well, and your Ital- 
ian; but you have no German. Your music 
may be pretty ein no judge—but your 
drawing might tater ladle he rhine ieve 
there are_ accom ies—i gov- 
them—who undertake more 
than any other teacher would have professed in 
my time, and do very well. She can RB iesrys 5 

ou, and next winter, then, you shall visit 

ance and Italy, where you may be accom- 
plished as highly as you please.” 

“Thank you, sir.” : Sie 

“You shall. It is nearly six months since 
Miss Ellerton left you—too long without a 
eaten tcliowgd biztntncyal 

‘Then followed an interval. 

“Dr, Bryerly will ask. you about that key, 


and what it opens; you show all that to him, 
and no one else.” 

“But,” I said, for Lhad a great terror of dis- 
obeying him in ever'so minute a matter, ‘‘ you 
25 then be absent, sir; how am I to find the 
cey?? 

He smiled on me suddenly—a bright but win- 
try smile; it seldom came, and was very transi- 
tory, and kindly, though mysterious, 

f True, child; I’m glad you are so wise; that 
you will find, I have provided for, and you shall 
snow exactly where to look. You have re- 
marked how solitarily I live. You fancy, per- 
haps, I have not got a friend, and you’ are 
nearly right—nearly, but not altogether. I 
have a very sure friend—one—a friend whom I 
once misunderstood, but now appreciate.” 
aa wondered silently whether it could be Uncle 

ilas. 

‘| He’ll make me a call some day soon—I’m 
not oe sure when. I won’t tell you his name; 
yowll hear that soon enough, wre I don’t want: 
it talked of; and I must make a little journe 
with him. You'll not be afraid of being left 
alone for a time?” 

‘‘And have you promised, sir?’ I answered, 
with another question, ay curiosity and anxiety 
overcoming my awe. e took my questioning 
very good-humoredly. 

*“Well—promise ?—no, child; but I’m under 
condition; he’s not to be denied. I must make 
the.excursion with him the moment he calls. I 
have no choice; but, on the whole, 1 rather like 
it—remember, I say, I rather like it.” 

And he smiled again, with the same meanirg, 
that was at once stern and sad. ' The exact pur- 
port of these sentences remained fixed in my 
mind, so that even at this distance of time I am 
quite sure of them. 

A person quite unacquainted with my father’s 
habitually abrupt and odd way of talking would 
have fancied that he was possibly a little disor- 
dered in his mind. But no such suspicion for a 
moment troubled me. I was quite sure that he 
> stra of a real person who was coming, and 
that his journey was something momentous; 
and when the visitor of whom he spoke did 
come, and he departed with him upon that mys- 
terious excursion, I perfectly understood his lan- 
guage, and his reasons for saying so much and 
yet so little. 

You are not to suppose that all my hours 
were d in the sort of conference and isola- 
tion of which I have just a you a specimen; 
and singular and even awful as were sometimes 
my tete-a-tetes with my father, I had grown so 
accustomed to his strange ways, and had so un- 
bounded a confidence in his affection, that they 
never a or agitated me in the manner 
you might have supposed. I had a great deal 
of quite a different sort of chat with good old 
Mrs. Rusk, and ve een talks with Mary 
Quince, my somewhat ancient maid; and, be- 
sides all ¢ is, I had now and then a visit of a 
week or so at the house of some one of’ our coun- 
y neighbors, and occasionally a visitor—but 

is, I must own, very rarely—at Knowl. 

There had come now a little pause in my 
father’s revelations, and my ce wandered 
away upon a ie cf discovery. Who, I again 
thought, could this intending visitor be, who was 
to come, armed with the prerogative to makemy 
stay-at-home father forthwith leave his house- 
hold gods—his books and his child—to whcm he 
clung, and set forth on an unknown knight-er- 
rantry? Who but Uncle Silas, I thought—that 
mysterious relative whom I had never seen— 
who was, it had in old times been very darkly 
hinted to me, unspeakably unfortunate or un- 
speakably vicious—whom I had seldom heard 
my father mention, and then in a hurried way, 
and with a pained, thoughtful look. Once only 
he had said anything from which I could gather 
my father’s opinion of him, and then it was so 
ages and enigmatical that I might have filled 
in the character very nearly as ¢ leased. 

It happened thus. One day Mrs. Rusk was 
in the oak-room, I being then about fourteen. 
She was removing a stain from a tapestry chair, 
and I watched the precess with a childish inter- 
est. She sat down to rest herself—she had been 


.stooping over her work—and threw her head 
back, 


, for her neck was weary, and in this posi- 
tion she fixed her eyes on a portrait that hung 
before her. : 

It was a full-length, and represented a singu- 
larly handsome young man, dark, slender, ele- 

nt, in a costume then quite obsolete, though I 

lieve it was seen at the beginning of this cen- 
tury—white leather pantaicons and top-hoots, a 
but waistcoat, and a chocolate-colored coat, 
and the hair long and brushed back. 

There was a remarkakle elegance and delicacy 
in the features, but also a character of resohi- 
tion and ability that quite took the portrait cut 
of the ee do of mere fops or fire men. When 
people looked at it for the first time, I have so 
often heard the exclamation, ““ What a wonder- 
fully handsome man!” and then, “ Whata clever 
face!” An Italian grayhound stood by him, 
and some slender columns and a rich drapery 
in the background. But, though the accessories 
were of the luxurious sort, pee | the beauty, as'I 
have said, refined, there was a masculine force 
in that slender oval face, and a fire in the large. 


shadowy eyes, which were very peculiar, and : 


sm, 
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UNCLE SILAS. ° 


quite redeemed it from the suspicion of effemi- 


‘*Is not that, Uncle Silas?” said I. 

“Yes, dear,” replied Mrs. Rusk, looking, with 
her resolute little face, quietly on the portrait. 

‘He must be a very handsome man, Mrs, 
Rusk. Don’t you think so?” I continued. 

“He was, my dear—yes; but it is forty years 
since that was Nee aye the date is there in the 
corner, in the shadow that comes from his foot, 
and forty years, I can tell you, makes a change 
in most of us;” and Mrs. Rusk laughed in cyn- 
ical good-humor. 

There was a little pause, both still looking on 
the handsome man in top-boots, and I said; 

“ And why, Mrs. Rusk, is papa always so sad 
about Uncle Silas?” 

“What's that, child?” said my father’s voice 
very near. I looked round with a start, and 
flushed and faltered, receding a step from him. 

“No harm, dear, You have. said nothing 
wrong,” he said, gently, observing my alarm. 
“You said I was always sad, I think, about Un- 
cle Silas. ‘Well, I don’t know how you gather 
that; but if I were, I will now tell you, it would 
not be unnatural. Your uncle is a man of great 
talents, great faults, and great wrongs. _ His 
talents have not availed him; his faults are long 
ago repented of; and his wrongs I believe he 
foels less than I do, but they are deep. Did she 
say any more, madam?” he demanded abruptly 
of Mrs, Rusk. 

‘t Nothing, sir,” with a-stiff little courtesy, an- 
swered Mrs. Rusk, who stood in awe of him. 

** And there is no need, child,” he continued 
addressing himself. to me, ‘“ that you should 
think more of him at present. .Clear your head 
of Uncle Silas. One day, perhaps, ‘ou will know 
him—yes, very well—and understand how vil- 
lains have injured him.” 

ee my father retired; and at the door he 
said: 

“Mrs. Rusk, a word, if you please,” beckon- 
ing to that lady, who trotted after him to the 
library. 

I think he then laid some injunction upon the 
housekeeper, which was transmitted by her to 
Mary Quince, for from that time forth I could 
never lead either to talk with me about Uncle 
Silas. Legh let me talk on, but were reserved 
and silent themselves, and seemed embarrassed, 
and Mrs, Rusk sometimes pettish and angry, 
when I pressed for information. * 

Thus curiosity was piqued; and round the 
slender portrait in’ the leather pantaloons and 
top-boots gathered many-colored circles of mys- 
tery, and the handsome features seemed to smile 
down upon my baffled curiosity with a provok- 
ing significance. 

res is it that this form of ambition—curiosi- 
ty—which entered into the temptation of our 
first. parent, is so specially hard to resist? 
Knowledge is power, and power of one sort or 
another is the secret lust of human souls; and 
here is, beside the sense of exploration, the un- 
definable interest of a story, and, above all, 
something forbidden, to stimulate the contuma- 
cious appetite. 


CHAPTER Ii. 
A NEW FACE. 

I THINK it was abouta fortnightafter that con- 
versation in which my father had expressed his 
ts) ag 5 and given me the mysterious charge 
about the old oak cabinet in his library, as al- 
seaey detailed, that I was onenight sitting at the 
great drawing-room window, lost in the melan- 
choly reveries of night, and in admiration of the 
moonlighted scene. I was the only occupant of 
the room; and the lights near the fire, at its fur- 
pet end, hardly reached to the window at which 

sat. 


The shorn grass sloped gently downward from 
the windows till it met eg all level on which 
stood, in clumps or solitarily scattered, some of 
the noblest timber in England. Hoar in the 
moonbeams stood those graceful trees, casting 
their moveless shadows upon the grass, and in 
the background crowning the undulations of the 
distance, in masses, were piled those woods 
among which lay the solitary tomb where the 
remains of my beloyed mother rested. 

The air was still. The arene vapor hung 
serenely on the far horizon, and the frosty stars 
blinked brightly.. Every one knows the. effect 
of such ascene on a mind already saddened, 
Fancies and regrets float mistily in the dream, 
and the scene affects us with a strange mixture 
of memory and anticipation, like some sweet old 
air heard in the distance. As my eyes rested on 
those, to me, funereal but glorious woods which 
formed the background of the picture, my 
thoughts recurred to my father’s mysterious in- 
timations and the image of the approaching 
visitor; and the thought of the unknown jour- 
oe saddened me. 

all that concerned. his religion, from very 
early association, there was to me something of 
the unearthly and al. 

When my dear mamma died I was not nine 
faa old; and I remember, two days before the 
thin Little man: with ner nere she died, a 

3] ack e vi 
grave, dark face yes, and a very 
was shut up a good deal with my dear fa- 
ther, who was in deep affliction; and Miss; Rusk 


used to say, ‘‘It is rather odd to see him pray- 
ing with that little scarecrow from London, and 

good Mr. Clay coy f at call, in the village; 
much good that little bl 


do him! 

With that little black man, on the day after 
the funeral, I was sent out, for some reason, for 
a walk; my governess was ill, I know, and there 
was confusion in the house, and I dare say the 
maids made as much of a holiday as they could. 

I remember feeling a sort of awe of this little 
dark man; but I was not afraid of him, for he 
was gentle, though sad, and seemed kind. He 
led me into the garden—the Dutch garden we 
used to call it—with a balustrade, and statues 
at the further front, laid outin a carpet-pattern 
of brilliantly colored flowers. We came down 
the broad flight of Caen stone steps into this, 
and we walked in silence to the balustrade. The 
base was too high at the spot where we reached 
it for me to see over; but, holding my hand, he 
said, ‘Look through that, my child. Well, you 
can’t; but Ican see beyond it—shall. I tell you 
what? Isee eversomuch. I see a cottage with 
a steep roof, that looks like gold in the sunlight; 
there are tall trees throwing soft shadows round 
it, and flowering shrubs, I can’t say what, onl 
thecolors are beautiful, growing by the wails 
and windows, and two little children are playing 
emong the stems of the trees, and we are on our 
way there, and in a few minutes shall)be under 
those trees ourselves, and talking to those little 
children. Yet now to me it is but a picture in 
7A ADs and to you_but a story told by me, 
whi 
in 


ack whipper-snapper will 


ch you believe. Come, dear, let us i go- 


_8o we descended the steps at the right, and 
side by side walked along the grass lane between 
tall trim walls of evergreens. The way was in 
deep shadow, for the sun was near the horizon; 
but suddenly we turned the left, and there we 
stood in rich sunlight, among the many objects 
he had deseribed, 

“Ts this your house, my little men?” he asked 
of the children—pretty little rosy boys—who 
assented; and he leaned with his open hand 
against the stem of one of the trees, and with a 
graye smile he nodded down to me, saying: 

‘You see now, and hear, and feel for yourself 
that both the vision and the story were quite 
true; but come on, my dear; we have further 


to Bo. ” 

d, relapsing into silence, we had a lo 
ramble through the wood, the same on which 
was now looking in the distance, Every now 
and then he made me sit down to rest, and he 
in a musing, solemm sort of way would relate 
some little story, reflecting, even to my childish 
mind, a strange suspicion ofa spiritual meaning 
but different from what honest Mrs. Rusk use 
to expound to me from the Parables, and, some- 
how, startling in its very vagueness. 

Thus entertained, though a little awfully, I ac- 
companied the dark, mysterious little ‘‘ w! BPE 
snapper” through the woodland glades. e 
came, to me quite unexpectedly, in the deep sil- 
van shadows, upon the gray pillared temple, 
four-fronted, with a slanting pedestal of lichen- 
stained steps, the lonely sepulcher in which I 
had the morning before seen poor mamma laid. 
At the sight the fountains of my grief reopened, 
and I cried bitterly, repeating, “Oh! mamma, 
mamma, little mamma!” and so went on weep- 
ing and calling wildly on the deaf and silent. 
There was a stone bench some ten steps away 
from the tomb. 

“Sit down beside me, my child,” said the 
grave man with the black eyes, very kindly and 
gently. ‘Now, what do you see there?’ he 
asked, pointing horizontally with his stick toward 
the center of the opposite structure, 

‘Oh, that—that place where poor mamma is?” 

“Yes; a stone wall with pillars, too high for 
either you orme to see over, But—” 

Here he mentioned a name which I think 
must have been Swedenborg, from what I after- 
ward learned of his tenets and revelations; I 
only know that it sounded to me like the name 
of a magician in a fairy tale; I fancied he lived 
in the wood which surrounded us, and I began 
to srow frightened as he proceeded. 

“But Swedenborg sees beyons it, over, and 
through it, and has told me all that concerns us 
to know. He says your mamma is not there,” 

“She is taken away!” I cried, starting up, 
and with streaming eyes, gazing on the building 
which, though I stamped my feet in my distrac- 
tion, I was afraid to approach, . ‘‘Oh, is mam- 
ma taken away? Where is she? Where have 
they brought her to?” 

I was ee oe Cpccesciotaay. very nearly the 
question with which , in the gray of that 
wondrous morning in which she stood by the 
prpcae sepulcher, accosted the figure standing 


“Your mamma is alive, but too. far away to 
see or hear us; but. Swedenborg, standing here, 
can see and hear her, and tells me all he sees, 


just as I told you in the garden about the little 


oys and the cottage, and the trees and. flowers 


which you could not see, but believed in when I 
told you. So I can tell you now as I did then; 


3 


I was very much frightened, for I feared that 


when he had done his narrative we were to walk 
on through the wood into that place of wonders 
and of shadows where the dead were visible. 

He leaned his elbow on his knee, and his fore- 
head on his hand, which shaded his downcast 
eyes, and in that attitude described to me a 
beautiful landscape, radiant with a wondrous 
light, in which, rejoicing, my mother moved 
along an airy path, ascending among mountains 
of fantastic hight, and peaks meee in celes- 
tial coloring into the air, and peopled with hu- 
man beings translated into the same image. 
beauty, and splendor. And when he had ended 
his relation, he rose, took my hand, and smilin, 
gently down on my ey wonderin, face, he sai 
the same words he had spoken before, ‘“ Come, 
dear, let us be going:” 

4 Oh, no, no, no—not now,” I said, resisting, 
and very much frightened. 

“Home, I mean, dear. We cannot walk to 
the place I have described. We can only reach 
it throught the gate of death, to which we are 
all tending, young and old, with sure steps.” 

“And where is the gate of death?” I asked, in 
a sort of whisper, as we walked together, hold- » 
ing his hand very fast, and looking stealthily. 
He smiled sadly and said: - 

“When, sooner or later, the time comes, as 
Hagar’s eyes were opened in the wilderness, and 
she held. the fountain of water, so shall each 
of us see the door open before us, and enter in 
and be refreshed.” 

For a long; time after this walk I was very 
nervous, the more so for the awful manner in 
which Mrs, Rusk received my statement—with 
stern lips and upturned hands and eyes, and an 
angry expostulation: ‘“‘I do wonder at you, 
was | Quince, letting the child walk into the 
Ww with that limb of darkness. It is a mercy 
he did not show her the devil, or frighten her 
out of her senses, in that lonely place! 

Of these Swedenborgians, indeed, T know no 
more than I might learn from good Mrs, Rusk’s 
very inaccurate talk... Two or three of them 
crossed in the course of my early life, like magic- 
lantern figures, the disk of my very circumscrib- 
ed observation, All outside was and is darkness, 
I once tried to read one of their books upon the 
future state—heaven and hell; bnt I grew after 
a day or two so nervous that I laid itaside, It 
is enough for me to know that their founder 
either saw or fancied he saw amazing visions, 
which, so far from superseding, confirmed, an 
interpreted the language of the Bible; and as 
dear papa accepted their ideas, I am happy in 
thinking that they did not conflict with the su- 
preme authority of holy writ. 

Leaning on my hand, I was now pokiag Upon 
that solemn wood, white and shado th 
moonlight, where, for a long time after that 
ramble with the visionary, I fancied the gate of 
death, hidden only by a strange glamour, and 
the dazzling land of ghosts, were situate; and I 
suppose these early associations gave to my 
reverie about my father’s coming visitor a 
wilder and a sadder tinge. 


CHAPTER IV. 
MADAME DE LA ROUGIERRE. 
On a sudden, on the grass before me, stood an 
—a very woman in gray draper- 
por sores white under the moon, courtes 
extraordinarily low, and rather fantastically, 
I stared in something like a horror upon the 
large and rather hollow features which I did not 
know, smiling very unpleasantly on me; and the 
moment it was plain that I saw her, the gra 
woman began gobbling and crackling shrilly— 
could not distin ir Sa what through the win- 
dow—and. gesticulating oddly with her long 
hands and arms. 

As she drew near the window I flew to the 
fireplace, and rung the bell frantically, and see- 
ing her still there, and fearing that she might 
break into the room, I flew out of the door, very 
much is iy and met Branston, the butler, 
in the lobby. Pe 

“There’s a woman at the window!” I gasped; 
“turn her away, please.” 

If I had said a man, I suppose fat Branston 
would have summoned and sent forward a de- 
tachment of footmen. As it was, he bowed 
gravely, with a_“ Yes ’m—shall ’m,” and with 
an air of authority approached the window. 

I don’t think that he was Plena impress- 
ed himself by the first sight of our visitor, tor he 
stopped short some steps of the window, and de- 
manded rather sternly, ‘‘What ye doin’ there, 
woman?” 

To this summons, her answer, which occupied 
a little time, was inaudible to me, But Bran- 
ston replied, “‘I wasn’t aware, ma’am; 1 heerd 
nothin’; if you'll go round that way, you'll see 
the hall-door ste: and Pll speak to the master, 
and do as he shall order.” : m 

Tue Seine said something and po 
d ee 
00: 


inted. 
that’s it, and ye cant miss of the 


And Mr. Branston returned slowly down the 
long room, and halted with out-turned p 
and a grave inclination before me, 


and as we are both, I hope, walking on to the | faintest amount. of in the an- 

same place, just as we did to the trees and cot- nouncement, ‘‘ Please *m, says she’s the 

tage, you will surely see with your own eyes | governess.” 

how true is the description which I give you,” “The governess! What governess?” 
eae Ta - 


THE FIRESIDE. LIBRARY. 
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Branston was too well-bred to smile, and he 
said thoughtfully, “‘ P’raps, ’m, ’'d best ask the 
master?” 

To which I assented, and away strode the flat 
pumps of the butler to the library. 

I stood breathless in the hall.” Every girl at 
my age knows how much is involved in such an 
aavent. LT also heard Mrs. Rusk, in a minute or 
two more, peed 34 I suppose from the study. 
She walked quickly, and muttered eT to 
herself—an evil trick, in which she indulged 
when much ‘put about.” I should have been 
glad of a word with her; but I fancied she was 
vexed, and would not have talked satisfactorily. 
She did not, however, come my way, merely 

. crossing the hall with her quick, energetic step. 

Was it really the arrival of a governess? Was 
that apparition which had impressed me so un- 
pleasantly to take the command of me—to sit 
alone with me, and haunt me perpetually with 
her sinister looks and shrilly gabble? 

I was just making up my mind to go to Mary 
Quince, and learn something definite, when I 
heard my father’s step approaching from the 
library, but with an anxious and throbbing 

‘heart. < 

When he came in, as usual, he patted me on 
the head gently, with a kind of smile, and then 
began his silent walk up and down the room. I 
was yearning to question him on the point that 
just then engrosséd me so disagreeably, but the 
awe in which I stood of him forbade. 

After a time he stopped at the window, the 
curtain of which I had drawn, and the shutter 
partly opened, and he looked out, perhaps with 
associations of his own, on the scene I had been 
contemplating, 

It was not for nearly an hour after that my 
father suddenly, after his wont, in a few words, 
apprised me of the arrival of Madame de la Rou- 
gierre to be my governess, highly recommended 
and perfectly qualified. My heart sunk with a 
sure presage of ill. I already disliked, distrust- 
ed and feared her. 

I had more than an apprehension of her tem- 

r and fear of possibly abused authority. The 
large-featared; smirking phantom, saluting me 
so oddly in the moonlight, retained ever after 
its peculiar and unpleasant hold upon my 
nerves. . 

“Well, Miss Maud, dear, I hope you'll like 
your new governess, for it’s more than J do, just 
at present, at least,” said Mrs. Rusk, sharply— 
she was awaiting me in my room. “TI hate 
them Frenchwomen; they’re not natural, I 
think. I gave her her wey sd in my room. She 
eats like a wolf, she does, the great raw-boned 
hannimal.. I wish you saw her in bed, as I did. 
I put her next the clock-room; she’ll hear the 
hours betimes, ’'m thinking. ou néver saw 
such a sight. The great long nose and hollow 
cheeks of her, and, oogh! such a mouth! TI felt 
a’most like little Red Riding-Hood—TI did, 


Here honest Mary Quince, who enjoyed Mrs. 
Rusk’s satire, a weapon in which she was not 
herself strong, ee outright. 

“Turn down the bed, Mary. She’s very 
agreeable—she is; just now—all new-comers is; 
but she did not get many compliments from me, 
miss—no, I rayther think not. I wonder why 
honest English girls won’t answer the gentry for 
governesses, instead of them gaping, scheming, 
wicked furriners?) Lord forgi’ me, I think 
they’re all alike.” 2 ; 

ext morning I made acquaintance with Ma- 
dame de la Rougierre. She was tall, masculine, 
a little ghastly perhaps, and draped in purple 
silk, with a lace cap, and great bands of black 
hair, too thick and lack, perhaps, to correspond 
uite naturally with her bleached and sallow 
skin, her hollow jaws, and the fine but grim 
wrinkles traced about her brows and eyelids, 
She smiled, she nodded, and then for a good 
while she scanned me in silence with a steady, 
cunning eye, and a stern smile. 

“And how is she named—what is mademoi- 
selle’s name?” said the tall stranger. 

“ Maud, madame.” A 

“Maud! what pretty name. Eh bien! I am 
very sure my dear Maud she will be very good 
little girl—is not so?—and I am sure I shall love 
you vary moche, And what’av’ you been learns 
ing, Maud, my dear cheaile—music, French, 
German, eh?” ; 

“Yes, a little; and I had just begun the use 
of the globes when my governess went away. 

I nodded toward the globes, which stood near 
her, as I said this. 
xe Obl eae globes ;” 
them with her great hand. 
querai tout cela a fond.” 

Madame de Ja Rougierre, I found; was always 
quite ready to explain everything ‘‘a fond;” 
but somehow her “‘explications,” as she termed 
them, were not very intelligible, and when 
pressed her temper woke up, so that I preferred, 
after a while, accepting the expositions just as 
they came. 

e@ was on an unusually large scale, a 
circumstance which made some of her traits 
more startling, and altogether rendered her, in 
her strange way, more awful in the eyes of a 
nervous child, I may say, such as I was. She 
used to look at me for a long time sometim 
with the peculiar smile I have mentioned, an' 


and she spun one of 
“Je vous expli- 


her great finger upon her lip, like the Eleusinian 
priestess on the vase. ; 

She would sit, too, sometimes for an. hour to- 
gether, looking into the fire or out of the win- 
dow, plainly seeing nothing, and with an odd, 
fixed look of something like triumph—very near- 
ly a smile—on her cunning face. 

She was by no means a pleasant gowvernante 
for a nervous girl of my years. Sometimes she 
had accesses of a sort of hilarity which fright- 
ened me still more than her graver’ moods, and 
I will describe these by-and-by. 


CHAPTER V. 
SIGHTS AND NOISES, 

THERE is not an old house in England of 
which the servants and young people who live 
in it do not cherish some traditions of the ghost- 
ly. Knowl has its shadows, noises, and marvel- 
ous records. Rachel Ruthyn, the beauty of 
Queen Anne’s time, who died of grief for the 
handsome Colonel Norbrooke, who was killed in 
the Low Countries, walks the house by night, 
in crisp and sounding. silks, She is not seen, 
only heard. The tapping of her high-heeled 
shoes, the sweep and rustle of her brocade, her 
sighs as she pauses—in the galleries near the 
bedroom doors, and sometimes, on stormy 
nights, her sobs. 

here is, besides, the ‘“link-man,” a lank, 
dark-faced, black-haired man, ‘in a sable suit, 
with a link or torch in his hand. It usually 
only smolders, with deep red glow, as he visits 
his beat. The library is one of the rooms he 
sees to. Unlike ‘*Lady Rachel,” as the maids 
called her, he is seen only, never heard. His 
steps fall noiseless as shadows on floor and car- 
pet. The lurid glow of his smoldering torch 
imperfectly lights his figure and face, and, ex- 
cept when much perturbed, his link never 
blazes. On those occasions, however, as he goes 
his rounds, he ever and anon whirls it round his 
head, and it bursts into a dismal flame. This 
isa fearful omen, and always portends some 
direful crisis or calamity. It occurs, however, 
only once or twice in a century. 

I don’t know whether madame had heard any- 
thing: of these phenomena, but she did report 
what very much frightened me and Mar 
Quince. She asked us who walked in the gal: 
lery on which her bedroom opened, making a 
rustling with her dress, and going down the 
stairs, and breathing long breaths here and 
there. Twice, she said, she had stood at her 
door in the dark, listening to these sounds, and 
once she called to know who it was. There was 
no answer, but the person plainly turned back 
and hurried toward her with an unnatural 
speed, which made her jump within her door 
and shut it. 

When first such tales are told they excite the 
nerves of the young and the ignorant intensely. 
But the ial effect, I have Found) soon wears 
out, and the tale simply takes its place with the 
rest. So it was with madame’s narrative. 

About a week after its relation I had my ex- 
ee of a similar sort. Mary Quince went 

own-stairs for a night-light, leaving me in bed, 
a candle burning in the room, and there, bein 
tired, I fell asleep before her return. When 
awoke the candle had been extinguished. But 
T heard a stepsoftly approaching. I pomped up 

uite forgetting the ghost, and thinking only 
of hairy Quince—and opened the nyt a ten 
ing to see the light of her candle. In , all 
was dark, and near me I heard the fall of a bare 
foot on the oak floor. It was as if some one had 
stumbled. I said “Mary,” but no answer 
came, only a rustling of clothes and a breathing 

at the other side of the gallery, which passed off 
toward the upper staircase. I turaed into my 
room, freezing with horror, and clapped to my 
door. The noise wakened Mary Guinos, who 
had returned and gone to her bed half an hour 
before. 

About a fortnight after this, Mary Quince, a 

very veracious bee siad! reported to me that, 
having got up to fix the window, which was rat- 
tling, at about four o’clock in the morning, she 
saw a light shining from the library window. 
She could swear to its being a stron: light, 
streaming through the chinks of the shutter. 
and moving, as no doubt the link was wave 
about his head by the angry “ link-man.” 
_ These strange occurrences ke ae I think, 
just then to make me nervous, and pre; the 
way for the odd sort of ascendency which, 
through my sense of the mysterious and super- 
natural, that repulsive Frenchwoman was grad- 
ually, and it seemed without effort, establishing 
over me. 

Some dark points of her character speedil 
emerged from the prismatic mist with whic 
she had envelo) ib 

Mrs. Rusk’s observation about the agreeability 
of new-comersI found to be true, for as madame 
began to lose that character, her good-humor 
abated very perceptibly, and she began to show 
gleams of another sort of temper, that was lurid 
and dangerous. 

Notwithstanding this, she was in the habit of 
always having her Bible open ‘by her, and was 
austerely attentive at morning and evening 
services, and asked my father, with great hu- 
mility, to lend her some translations of Sweden- 
borg’s books, which she laid much to heart. 


When we went out for our walk, if the weath- 
er were bad we generally made our promenade 
up and down the broad terrace in front of the 
windows, Sullen and malign at times she used 
to look, and as suddenly she would pat me on 
the shoulder caressingly, and’ smile with a gro- 
tesque benignity, asking tenderly, ‘“‘Are you fa- 
tigue, ma chere?” or ‘‘Are you cold-a, dear 

aud?” 

At first these abrupt transitions puzzled me, 
sometimes half frightened me, savoring, I fan- 
cied, of insanity. The key, however, was ac- 
cidentally supplied, and I found that these ac- 
cesses of demonstrative affection were sure to 
supervene whenever my father’s face was vis- 
ible through the library windows. 

I did not know well what to make of this 
woman, whom I feared with a vein of supersti- 
tious dread. I hated being alone with her after 
dusk in the school-room. She would sometimes 
sit for half an hour at a time, with her wide 
mouth drawn down at the corners, and a scowl, 
looking into the fire. If she saw me looking at 
her she would change all this on the instant, 
affect a sort of languor, and Jean her head upon 
her hand, and ultimately have recourse to her 
Bible. . But I fancied she did not read, but pur- 
sued her own dark ruminations, for I observed 
that the open book might often lie for half an 
hour or more under her eyes, and yet the leaf 


never turned. 

I should have been glad to be asstired' that she 

pra ed when on her knees, or read when that 

was before her; I should have felt that she 
was more canny and human, As it was, those 
external pieties made a suspicion of a hollow 
contrast with realities that helped to scare me; 
yet it was but a suspicion—I could not be certain. 

Our rector and the curate, with whom she was 
very gracious, and anxious about my collects 
and catechism, had an exalted opinion of her, 
In public places her affection for me was always 
demonstrative. 

In like manner she contrived conferences with 
my father. She was always making excuses to 
consult hin’ about my reading, and to confide in 
him her sufferings, as I learned, from my contu- 
macy and temper. The fact is, I was altogeth- 
er quiet and submissive. But 1 think she had a 
wish to reduce me to a state of the most abject 
bondage. She had designs of domination and 
subversion regarding the entire household, I now 
believe, worthy of the evil spirit I sometimes 
fancied her. 

My father beckoned me into the study one 
day, and said he: 

“You ought not to give poor madame so 
much pain. She is one of the few persons who 
take an interest in you: why should she have so 
often to complain of your ill-temper and dis- 
obedience? why should she be compelled to ask 
my permission to punish you? Don’t be afraid; 
I won’t concede that. But in so kind a person 
it argues much. Affection I can’t command— 
respect and obedience I may—and I insist on 
your rendering both to madame.” 

* But, sir,” I said, ‘roused into courage b: 
the gross injustice of the charge, “‘I have al- 
ways done exactly as she bid me, and never 
said one disrespectful word to madame.” 

“T don’t think, child, you are the best judge 
of that. Go, and amend;” and with a displeased 
look he pointed to the door. My heart swelled 
with the sense of wrong, and asI reached the 
door I turned to say another word, but I could 
not, and only burst into tears. 

*“There—don’t cry, little Maud—only let us 
do better for the future. There—there—there 
has been enough.” 

And he kissed my forehead, and 
me out and closed the door. 

In the school-room I took courage, and with 
some warmth upbraided madame. 

“Wat wicked cheaile!” moaned madame, de- 
murely. ‘‘ Read aloud those three—yes, those 
three chapters of the Bible, my dear Mana. ” 

There was no special] fitness in those ete 

and when they were ended she 
tone, ‘‘ Now, dear, you must com- 


gently put 


lar chapters 
said, ina sad st 
mit to memory this pretty priaire for ’umility of 
art. 

It was along one, and in a state of profound 
irritation I got through the task. 


Mrs. Rusk hated her. She said she stole wine 
and brandy whenever the gy eee offered— 
that she was always asking her for such stimu- 
lants, and pretending pains in her stomach, 
Here, perhaps, there was exaggeration: but I 
knew it was true that I had been at different 
times dispatched on that errand and pretext for 
brandy to Mrs, Rusk, who at last came to her 
bedside with pills and a mustard blister only, 
and was hated irrevocably ever after. 

T felt all this was done to torture me, But a 
day is a long time to a child, and they forgive 

uickly. It was always with a sense of danger 
that T heard madame say she must go and see 
Monsieur Ruthyn in the library, and I think a 
jealousy of her growing influence was an ingre- 
dient in the detestation in which honest 
Rusk held her, . 


CHAPTER VI. 
..,, 4 WALK IN THE WOOD. 
Two little pieces of by-play in which I de- 
tected her confirmed my unpleasant suspicion, 
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From the corner of the gallery I one day saw 
her, when she thought I was out and all quiet, 
with her ear at, the keyhole of papa’s study, as 
we used to call the sitting-room next his bed- 
room. Her.eyes were turned in the direction of 
the stairs, from which only she apprehended sur- 


prise. Her great mouth was open, and her eyes 


absolutely goggled with eagerness. She was de- 
vouring all that was passing there. I drew back 
into the shadow with a kind of disgust and hor- 
ror. She was transformed into a great gaping 
reptile. I felt that I could have thrown some- 
thing at her; but a kind of fear made me recede 
again toward my room. Indignation, however, 
quickly returned, and I came back, treading 
briskly as I did so. When I reached the angle 
of the gallery again, madame, I suppose, had 
heard me, for she was half-way down the stairs. 

“Ah! my dear cheaile, I am‘so glad to find 
you: and you are dress to come out. We shall 

ave so pleasant wall.” 

At that moment the door of my father’s study 
opened, and Mrs. Rusk, with her dark, energetic 
face very much flushed, stepped out in high ex- 
citement. 

“The master says you may have the brandy- 
bottle, madame, and I’m glad to be rid of it—I 
am % 


Madame. courtesied with a great smirk, that 
was full of intangible hate and insult, 

“Better your own brandy, if drink you 
must!” exclaimed Mrs, Rusk. ‘‘ You may come 
to the store-room now, or the butler can take 
it,” And off whisked Mrs. Rusk for the back 
stair-case. 

There had been no common skirmish on this 
occasion, but a pitched battle, 

Madame h made a sort of pet of Anne 
Wixted, an under-chambermaid, and attached 
her, to her interest economically by persuading 
me to make her presents of some old dresses an 
other things. Anne was such an angel! 

But. Mrs. Rusk, whose eyes were about her, 
detected Anne, with a brandy-bottle under her 
apron, stealing up stairs. Anne, in a panic, de- 
clared the truth. Madame had commissioned 
her to buy it in the town, and. convey it to her 
bedroom, Upon this, Mrs. Rusk impounded the 
flask, and, with Anne beside her, rather preci 
itately appeared _ before ‘‘the master.” e 
heard, and summoned madame. Madame was 
cool, frank and fluent. The brandy was purely 
medicinal. She produced a document in form 
of a note. Doctor Somebody presented his com- 
pliments to Madame de la Rougierre, and or- 
dered her a tablespoonful of brandy and some 
drops of laudanum whenever the pain of stomach 
returned. The flask would last a whole year, 
perhaps two. She claimed her medicine. 

Man’s estimate of woman is higher than wom- 
an’s own. Perhaps in their relations to man 
they are generally more. trustworthy—perhaps 
woman’s is the juster, and the other an appoint- 
ed illusion. I don’t know; but.so it is ordained. 

Mrs. Rusk was recalled, and I saw, as you are 
aware, madame’s procedure during the inter- 
view. 

It was a great battle—a gree victory. Ma- 
dame was in high spirits. The air was sweet— 
the landscape. charming—I so. good—every- 
thing so beautiful! Where should we go? this 
way? 

I had made a resolution to speak as little as 
possible to madame, I was so incensed at the 
treachery I had witnessed; but such resolutions 
do not last long with very young people, and by 
the time we had reached the skirts of the wood 
we were falling: protty much as usual. + 

““T don’t wish to go into the wood, madame.” 

** And for what?” 

‘*Poor mamma is buried there.” 

“Ts there the vault?” demanded madame, ea- 

f assented. 

“My faith, curious reason; you say because 
poor mamma is buried there you will not ap- 
proach! Why, cheaile, what would good Mon- 
sieur Ruthyn say if he heard such thing? You 
are surely not so unkain’, and I am with you. 
Allons. et us come—even a little part of 


way.” 

aa so I yielded, though still reluctant. 

There-was a grass-grown road, which we 
easily reached, leading to the somber building, 
and we soon arrived before if. 

Madame dela Rougierre seemed rather curi- 
ous. She sat down on the little bank Spposite, 
in her most languid pose—her head leaned upon 
the tips of her fingers. 

“How very sad—how solemn!” murmured 
madame. ‘What noble tomb! How triste, 
ma dear cheaile, your visit ’ere it must. be, re- 
membering a so sweetmaman. There is new 
inscription—is it not new?’ And so, indeed, it 
a be ill read it aloud 

am fatigue; ma’ ou will read it alow 
to me slowly an pee my dearest Maud?” 

As I approached I happened to look, I can’t 
tell why, suddenly over my shoulder; I was 
startled, for madame was grimacing after me 
with a vile derisive distortion, She pretended 
to be seized with a fit of coughing. Butit would 
not do; she saw I had detec her, and she 
laughed aloud. 

“Come here, dear cheaile. I was just reflect- 
ing how foolish is all this thing—the tomb—the 


epitaph. I think I would ’av’ none—no, no 
epitaph. We regard them first for the oracle of 
the dad, and find them after only the folly of 
the living. So I despise. Do you think your 
house of Knowl down there is what you call 
haunt, my dear?’ 

‘““Why?? said I, flushing and growing 
again. I felt quite afraid of madame, and 
founded at the suddenness of all this, 

‘Because Anne Wixted she says there is 
ghost. How dark is this place, and so many of 
the Ruthyn family they are buried here—is not 
so? How high and thick are the trees all round, 
and nobody comes near,” 

And madame rolled her eyes noe as if 
she expected to see something unearthly, and, 
indeed, looked very like it herself. 

“Come away, madame,” I said, growing 
frightened, and feeling that if I were once, by 
any accident, to give way to the panic that was 
gathering round me I should instantaneously 
lose all control of myself. ‘‘Oh, come away! 
—do, madame, I’m frightened.” 

“No; on the contrary, sit here by me. It is 
very odd you will think, ma chere—un gout bi- 
zarre vraiment!—but I love very much to be 
near to the dead people—in solitary place like 
this. I am not afraid of the dead people, nor 
of the ghosts. Av’ you ever see a ghost, my 
dear?” 

+ Do, madame! pray speak of something 
else. 

‘“ Wat little fool! But no, you arenot afraid. 
T’av’ seen the ghosts myself. I saw one, for ex- 
ample, last night, shape like a monkey, sitting 
in the corner, with his arms round his knees; 
very wicked, old, old man his face was like, and 
white eyes so large.” 

““Come away, madame; you are trying to 
frighten me,” said, in the childish anger 
which accompanies fear. 

Madame laughed an ugly laugh, and said, 
‘¢Th bien! little fool! I will not tell the rest if 
you are really frightened; let us change to some- 
thing else.” 

“Yes, yes; oh, do—pray do.” 

“ W’at good man is your father!” 

“Very—the kindest darling. I don’t know 
why it is, madame, I am so afraid of him, and 
never could tell him how much I love him.” 

This confidential talking with madame, 
strange to say, implied no confidence; it result- 
ed from fear—it was deprecatory. I treated 
her as if she had human sympathies, in the hope 
that they might be cueeeen somehow, 

“Was there not a doctor from Loadon with 
him a few months ago?—Doctor Bryerly I think 
they call him.” 

“Yes, a Doctor Bryerly, who remained a few 
days, Shall we begin to walk toward home, 
madame? Do, pray.” 

“Immediately, cheaile; and does your father 
suffer much?’ 

““No, I think not.” 

“ And what, then, is his disease?” 

‘* Disease! he has no disease. Have you heard 
any thing about his health, madame?” I said, 
anxiously. 

“Oh no, ma foi, I have heard nothing; but 
if the doctor came it was not because he was 
quite well.” 

“But that doctor is a doctor in theology, I 
fancy. I know:he is a Swedenborgian; and 
papa, is so well he could not have come as a 
physician.” 

“Tam very glad, ma chere, to hear; but: still 
you know your father is old man to have so 
young cheaile as you. Oh, yes—he is old man, 
and so uncertain life is, "As he made his will, 
my dear? Every man 60 rich as he, especially 
so old, ought to ’av’ made his will.” 

“There is no need of haste, madame; it,is 
grits time enough when his health begins to 

ail 


pale 
con- 


‘ But has he really compose no will?” 

“T really don’t know, madame.” 

“ Ah! little rogue, you will not tell; but you 
are not such fool as you feign yourself. No, no, 
you know everything. Come, tell me all about 
—it is for your advantage, you know. tis 
in his will, and when he wrote?’ 

‘‘ But, madame, I really know nothing of it, 
T can’t say whether there is a will or not. Let 
us talk of something else.” 

“ But, cheaile, it will not kill Monsieur Ruthyn 
to make his will; he will not come to lie here a 
day sooner by cause of that, but if he make no 
wi you may lose a great deal of the property. 
Would not that be pity?” 

“T really don’t know anything of his will. 
If papa has made one, he has never spoken of it 
to me, I know he loves me—that is enough.” 

»‘Ah! you are not such little goose—you do 
know everything, of course. Come, come, tell 
me, little obstinate, otherwise I will break your 
little finger. Tell me everything.” 

I know nothing of papa’s will. You don’t 
know, madame, how you pain me. Do let us 
speak of something else.” 

‘You do know, and you must tell, petite dur- 
tete, or I will break-a ‘your little finger;” with 
which words she seieed that joint, and laugh- 
ing spitefully, she twisted it suddenly back. I 
screamed; she continued to laugh. 

“ Will you tell?” 

““Yos, yes! let me go,” I shrieked. 


She did not release it, however, immeédiately, 
but continued her torture and discordant laugh- 
ter, At last, however, she did release my finger. 

‘So she is going to be good cheaile, and to tell 
everything to her affectionate gouvernante. 
What do you cry for, little fool?” 

““You’ve hurt me very much—you have broken 
my finger,” I sobbed. 

‘Rub it, and blow it, and give it a kees, little 
fool! What cross girl! I will never play with 
you again—never. Let us go home.” 

Madame was silent and morose all the way 
home. She would not answer my questions, and 
affected to be very lofty and offended. 

This did not last very long, however, and she 
soon resumed her wonted ways. nd she re- 
turned to the question of the will, but not so di- 
rectly, and with more art. @ 

Why should this dreadful woman’s thoughts 
be vapnet so continually upon my father’s will? 
How could it concern her? 


CHAPTER VII. 
CHURCH SCARSDALE. 


I THINK all the females of our household, ex- 
cept Mrs. Rusk, who was at open feud witli her, 
and had only room for the fiercer emotions, 
were more or less afraid of this inauspicious for- 
eigner. 

‘Mrs. Rusk would say in her confidences inmy 
room, ‘‘ Where does she come from? Is she a 
French or a Swiss one, or is she a Canada wo- 
man? I remember one of thenv when I was a 
girl,‘and a nice limb she was, too? And who did 
she live with? Where was her last: family? Not 
one of us knows nothing about her, no more 
than a child—except, of course, the master; I 
do suppose he made inquiry. She’s always at 
hugger-mugger with Ann Wixted. Ill pack 
that one about her business if she don’t mind. 
Tattling and whispering eternally, It’s not 
about her own business she’s a-talking, Madame 
de la Rougepot J call her. She does know how 
to paint some the ninety-nines—she does, the 
old cat. I beg your pardon, miss, but that she 
is—a devil, and no mistake, I found her out 
first by her thieving master’s gin, that the 
doctor ordered him, and filling the decanter w 
with water—the old villain; but she’ll be foun 
out yet, she will; and all the maids is afraid on 
her. She’s not right, they think—a witch or a 

host—I should not wonder. Catharine Jones 
ound her in her bed asleep in the morning after 
she sulked with you, you know, miss, with all 
her clothes on, whatever was the meaning; and 
I think she has frightened po miss, and has you 
as nervous as any think—I do,” and so forth. 

It was true—I was nervous, and growing rath~ 
er more so; and I think this cynical woman per- 
ceived and intended it, and was pleased.. I was 
always afraid of her concealing herself in my 
room, and emerging at night to scare me. She 


‘began sometimes to mingle in my dreams, too— 


always awfully: and this nourished, of course, 
the kind of ambiguous fear in which, in waking 
hours, I held her. 

I dreamed one night that she led me, all the 
time whispering something so very fast. that I 
could not understand her, into the library, hold- 
ing a candle in her other hand above her head, 
We walked on tiptoe, like criminals at the dead 
of night, and steppe before that old oak cabi- 
net which my father had indicated in so odd a 
way to me. I felt,.that we were about some con~ 
traband practice. There was a key in the door, 
which I experienced a guilty horror at turning, 
she whispering in the same unintelligible way, 
all the time, at my ear. I did turn it; the door 
opened quite softly, and within stood my father, 
his face white and malignant, and glaring close 
inmine. He cried ina terrible voice, ‘‘ Death!” 
Out went madame’s candle, and atthe same mo- 
ment, with a scream, I waked in the dark, still 
fancying myself in the library; and for an hour 
after I continued in a hysterical state. «.. 

Every little incident about madame furnished 
a topic of eager discussion among the maids. 
More or less covertly, the poguly hated and 
feared her. They fancied that she was making 
good her footing with the ‘‘master;” and that 
she would. then oust Mrs. Rusk—perhaps usurp 
her place—and so make a clean sweep of them 
all.. Ifancy the honest little housekeeper did 
not discourage the suspicion. 7 

About this time I recollect a peddler, an odd 
gipsified-looking man, called in at Knowl. I 
and Catharine Jones were in the court when he 
came and set down his pack on the low balus- 
trade beside the door, 

Allsorts of commodities he had—ribbons, cot- 
tons, silks, stockings, lace, and even some bad 
jewelry; and just as he began his display—an 
interesting matter in. a quiet. country-house— 
madame came upon the ground. He grinned a 
recognition, and ho ‘“madamasel” was well, 
and “did not look to.see her here.” 

“Madamasel” thanked him — ‘‘ Yes, vary 
well,” and looked. for the first time decidedly 
of put out.” 

_“* What-a prt things!? she said. ‘ Catha- 
rine, run and tell Mrs. Rusk. She wants scis- 
sors and lace, too—I heard her say.” 

So Catharine, with a lingering look, departed ; 
and madame said, “ Will you, dear cheaile, be 
so kind to bring here my purse? I forgot on the 
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table in my room; also, I advise you, bring 
your.” 

Catharine returned with Mrs. Rusk. Here 
was a nan who could tell them something of the 
old Frenchwoman at last! Slyly they dawdled 
over his wares, until madame had made her 
market, and departed with me. But when the 
coveted opportunity came, the peddler was quite 
impenetrable. He forgot everything—he did 
not believe as he ever saw the lady before. He 
called a Frenchwoman, all the world over, 
madamasel—that wor the name on ’em all. He 
never see’d her in partiklar afore, as he could 
bring to mind. He liked to see ’em always, 
cause they make the young uns buy. 

This reserve and oblivion were very provok- 
ing, and neither Mrs. Rusk nor Catharine Jones 
spent sixpence with him; he was a stupid fel- 
low, or worse. 

Of course madame had tampered with him. 
But truth, like murder, willout some day. Tom 
Williams, the groom, had seen her, when alone 
with him, and pretending to look at his stock. 
with her face always buried in his silks an 
Welsh linseys, talking as fast as she could all 
the time, and slipping money, he did suppose, 
under a piece of stuff in his box. 

In the mean time, I and madame were walk- 
ing over the wide, peaty sheep-walks that lie be- 
tween Knowl and Church Scarsdale. Since 
our visit to the mausoleum in the wood, she had 
not worried me so much as before, She had 
been, indeed, more than usually thoughtful, ver 
little talkative, and troubled me hardly at all 
about French and other accomplishments. A 
walk was a; partof our daily routine. I now 
carried a tiny basket in my hand, with a few 
sandwiches, which were to furnish our luncheon 
when we reached the pretty scene, about two 
miles away, whither we were tending. 

We had started a little too late; madame 
grew unwontedly fatigued, and sat down to 
rest on a stile before we had got half-way, and 
there she intoned, with a dismal nasal cadence, 
a quaint old Bretagne ballad, about a lady with 
@ pig’s head: 

“ This lady was neither Rig nor maid, 

And so she was not of human mold; 

Not of the living nor the dead. 

Her left hand and foot were warm to touch; 

Her right as cold as a corpse’s flesh! 

And she would sing like a funeral bell, with a ding- 

dong tune, 

The pigs were afraid, and viewed her aloof, 

And women feared her and stood’afar. 

She could do without sleep for a year and a day; 

She could sleep like a —— for a month and more, 

No one knew how this lady fed— 

On acorns or on flesh, 

Some say that she’s one of the swine possessed, 
That swam over the Sea of Genesaret. 
A mongrel body and demon soul. 
Some — she’s the wife of the Wandering Jew, 
And broke the law for the sake of pee 
And a swinish face for a token doth bear, 

her sb is now and her punishment com- 


And ‘so it went on, in a jingling rigmarole, 
The more anxious f seemed to go on our way, 
the more likely was she to loiter. I therefore 
showed no signs of impatience, and I saw her 
consult her watch in the course of her ugly 
minstrelsy, and slyly glance, as if expecting 
something, in the direction of our destination. 

When she had sung to her heart’s content, up 
rose madame, and began to walk onward silent- 
ly. Isaw her glance once or twice, as before, 
toward the village of Trillsworth, which lay in 
front, a little to our left, and the smoke of 
which hung in a film over the brow of the hill. 
I think she observed me, for she inquired, 
‘Wat is that—a smoke there?” 


“hat is Trillsworth, madame; there‘is a rail- |. 


way station there.” 

“Oh, le chemin de fer, so near! I did not 
think. ‘Where it goes?” 

I told her, and silence returned. 

Church le is a very pretty and odd 
seene. The slightly Se eae di 
suddenly into a wide glen, in the lap of which, 
by @ bright, winding rill, rise from the sward 
the ruins of a small abbey, with afew solemn 
trees scattered round. The crows’ nests hung 
untenanted in the trees; the birds were foraging 
far away from their roosts:' The very cattle 
had forsaken the place. « It was solitude itself. 

e drew a long breath and smiled. 

*“Come'down, come down, cheaile—come 
down to the church-yard.” 

As we descended the slope which shut out the 
surrounding world, and the scene grew more sad 
and lonely, madame’s spirits seemed to rise. 

“See ’ow many grave-stones—one, two hund- 
red. Don’t you love the dead, cheaile? Iwill 
teach you to love them. Yow shall see me die 
here to-day, for half an hour, and be among 
them. That is what I love.” 

We were by this time at the little brook’s side, 
and the low church-yard wall with a stile, reach- 
ed by a couple of stepping-stones, across the 
stream, immediately at the other side. _ 

“Come, now!” cried madame, raising her 
face, as if to sniff the air; ‘we are close to them. 
You will like them soon as I. You shall see 
five of them. Ah, ca ira, ga ira, ga ira! Come 
cross quickly! Iam Madame la Morgue—Mrs. 


Deadhouse! I will t you my friends, Mon- 
Sieur Cadavre sank Mownbsine Squelette. Come, 


come, leetle mortal, let us play. Ouaah!” and 
she uttered a horrid yell from her enormous 
mouth, and pushed her wig and bonnet back, so 
as to show her great bald head. She was laugh- 
ing, and really looked quite mad. 

“No, madame, I will not go with you,” I said, 
disengaging my hand with a violent effort, re- 
ceding two or three steps. 

“Not enter the church-yard! Ma foi—w’at 
mauvais gout! But see, we are already in shade. 
The sun he is setting soon—where weel you re- 
main, cheaile? I will not stay long.” 

“Tl stay here,” I said, a little an 
was angry as well as nervous; and through my 
fear was that indignation at her extravagances 
which mimicked lunacy so unpleasantly, and 
were, I knew, designed to frighten me. 

Over the we ae pulling up her dress, 
she skipped with her long, lank legs, Tike a witch 
joining a Walpurgis. Over the stile she strode, 
and I saw her head wagging, and heard her sin; 
some of her ill-omened rhymes, as she capere 
solemnly, with many a grin and courtesy; among 
the graves and head-stones toward the ruin. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE SMOKER. 

THREE years later I learned, in a way she 
probably little expected, and then did not much 
eare about, what really occurred there, I learn- 
ed even phrases and looks; for the story was re- 
lated by one who had heard it told, and there- 
fore I venture tonarrate what at the moment I 
neither saw nor suspected. While I sat, flushed 
and nervous, upon a flat stone by the bank of 
the little stream, madame looked over her shoul- 
der, and perceiving that I was out of sight, she 
abated her — and turned sharply toward the 
ruin which lay at her left. It was her first visit, 
and she was merely exploring; but now, with a 
perfectly shrewd and business-like air, turning 
the corner of the building, she saw, seated upon 
the edge of a grave-stone, arather fat and flash- 
ily equipped young man, with large light whis- 
kers, a jerry hat, green cutaway coat with gilt 
buttons, and waiscoat and trowsers rather strik- 
ing than elegant in pattern. Hewas smoking a 
short pipe, and made a nod to madame, without 
either removing it from his lips or rising, but 
with his brown and rather good-looking face 
turned up, he eyed her with something of the 
impudent and sulky expression that was habit- 
ual to it. 

‘Ha, Deedle, you are there! an’ look so well, 
I am here, too, quite alon; but my friend, she 
wait outside the church- ard, by side the leetle 
river, forshe must not think I know you—so I 
am come alon.” 

‘You're a quarter late, and I lost a fight by 
you, old girl, this morning,” said the gay man, 
and spat on the ground; ‘and I wish you would 
ot me Diddle. ll call you Granny if you 

0. 

“Eh bien! Dud, then. She is vary nice— 
w’at youlike. Slim waist, w’ite teeth, vary nice 
eyes—dark—w’at you say is best—and nice leetle 
foot and ankle.” 

Madame smiled leeringly. 

Dud smoked on. 

“Go on,” said Dud, with a nod of command. 

“‘T am teach her to sing and play, she has 
such sweet voice.” 

There was another interval here. 

“Well, that isn’tmuch good. I hate women’s 
screechin’ about fairies and flowers.. Hang her! 
there’s a scarecrow as sings at Curl’s Divan, 
Such a caterwauling upon a stage! Id like to 
put my two barrels into her.” 

By this time Dud’s pipe was out, and he could 
afford to converse. 

“You shall see her and decide. You will 
walk down the river, and pass her by.” 

“That's as may be; howsoever, it would not 
do, nohow, to buy a pig in a poke, you know, 
And s’pose I shouldn’t like her arter all?’ 

Madame sneered, with a patois ejaculation of 
derision. 

“Vary good! Then some one else will not 
be so ’ard to please—as you will soon find.” 

‘Some one’s bin a-lookin’ arter her, you 
mean?” said the young man, with a shrewd un- 
aa glance on the cunning face of the French 


ily—for I 


OT mean precisely—that which I mean,” re- 
yer the lady, with a teasing pause at the break 

have marked. 

“Come, old ‘un, none of your d—d old chaff, 


if you want me to stay here listening to you. 
Speak out, can’t you? There’s any chap as has 
bin a-lookin’ arter her—is there?” 

‘Eh bien! I suppose some.” 

“ Well, you suppose, and I suppose—we may 
all suppose, I guess; but that does not make a 
thing as wasn’t before; and you tell me as 
how the lass is kep’ private up there, and will be 
till yow’re done educating her—a precious go 
un that is!” And he laughed a little lazily. 
with the ivory handle of his cane on his lip, an 
eying madame with indolent derision. 

Madame laughed, but looked rather danger- 
ous. 
“Tm only chaffin’, you know, old girl. You'y® 
bin chaffin'\—w’y shouldn’t J? But I don’t see 
why she can’t wait a bit; and what's allthe d—d 
hurry for? /’m in no hurry. I don’t wanta 
wife on my back for a while. There’s no fellow 


marries till he’s took his bit o’ fun, and seen life 
—is there? And why should I be driving with 
her to fairs, or to church, or to meeting, by jingo? 
—for they say she’s a Quaker—with a babb on 
each knee, only to please them as will be dead 
and rotten when J’m only beginning?” 

“Ah! you are such charming fellow—always 
the same—always sensible. So I and my friend 
we will walk home again, and you go see Mag- 
gie Hawkes, Good-a-by, Dud—good-a-by.” 

“Quiet, you fool! can’t ye?” said the young 

entleman, with the sort of grin that made his 
ace vicious when a horse vexed him. ‘Who 
ever said I wouldn’t go look at the girl? Why, 
you know that’s just what I come here for— 
don’t you? Only when I think a bit, and a no- 
tion comes across me, why shouldn’t 1 k out? 
I’m not one o’ them shilly-shallies, If I like the 

irl I'l not be mug in and mug out about it. 
Only, mind ye, I'll judge for myself. Is that 
her a-coming?” 

* No; it was a distant sound.” 

Madame peeped round the corner, No one 
‘was ap’ roaching, 

“Well, you go round that a-way, and you 
only look at her, you know, for she is such a fool 
—so nairvous.” 

“Oh, is that the way with her?” said Dud, 
knocking the ashes out of his pipe on a tomb- 
stone, and ened the Turkish utensil in his 

ocket. ‘‘ Well, then, old lass,» good-by,” and 

e shook her hand. ‘And, do ye see, don’t ye 
come up till I pass, for I’m no hand at play-act- 
ing; an’ if you called me ‘sir,’ or was coming it 
dignified and distant, you know, I'd. be sure to 
laugh, a’most, and let all out. So good-by, d’ye 
see ane if you want me again be sharp to time, 
mind. 

From habit he looked about for his dogs, but 
he had not brought one. He had come unosten- 
tatiously by rail, obi ‘in a third-class car- 
riage, for the advantage of Jack Briderly’s com- 
pany, and getting a world of useful wrinkles 
—— the steeple-chase that was coming off next 
week, 

So he strode away, cutting off the heads of 
the nettles with his cane as he went; and ma- 
dame walked forth into the open space amon 
the graves, where I might have seen her, had 
fs up, looking with the absorbed gaze of an 
artist on the ruin. it 

In a little while, along the path, I heard tha 
clank of a step, and the gentleman in the green 
cutaway coat, sucking his cane, and eying me 
with an offensive familiar sort of stare the 
while, passed me by, hesitating as he did so. 

I was glad when he turned the corner in the 
little hollow close by, and disappeared. I stood 
up at once and was reassured by a sight of ma- 
dame, not very many yards away, looking at 
the ruin, and apparently restored to her right 
mind. The last beams of the sun were ‘by this 
time touching the uplands, and [ was lon to 
recommence our walk home. I was’ hesitatin: 
about calling to madame, because that lady h 
a certain spirit of opposition within her, and to 
disclose a small wish of any sort was genaraly, 
if it lay in her power, to prevent its accomplish- 
ment. 

At this moment the gentleman in the green 
coat returned, approaching me with a slow sort 
of swagger. : 

“T say, miss, I ei oe a glove close by here. 
May you have seen it?” 

“No, sir,” I said, drawing back a little, and 
ng I dare say, both frightened and offend- 


“Tdo think I must ‘a’ dropped it close by 
your foot, miss.” . : 

**No, sir,” I repeated. 

“No offense, miss; but you’re sure you didn’t 
hideit?) 

6 was beginning to grow seriously uncomfort- 
able. 

“Don’t be frightened, miss; it’s only a bit 0’ 
chaff. I’m not going to search.” 

I called aloud, “Madame, madame!” and he 
whistled through his fingers, and shouted, ‘* Ma- 
dame, madame,” and added, ‘‘ she’s as deaf as a 
tomb-stone, or she’ll hear that. -Gi’e her my 
compliments, and say I said you’re a beauty, 
miss;” and with a laugh anda leer he strode off. 

Altogether this had not_been a very pleasant 
excursion. Madame gobbled up our sandwich- 
es, commending them every now and then to 
me. But I had been too much excited to have 
any appetite left, and very tired I was when we 
reached home, \ 

“So, there is a lady co 
madame, who knew eve ig. 
name? I forget.” 

“Lady Knollys,” 1 answered. 

“Lady Knollys—w’at odd name! She is very 
young—is she not?” 

“ Past fifty, I think.” 2 

e’s very old then. Ts she rich?” 

3 | don’t know. She has a place in Derby. 
shire. 

“Derbyshire—that is one of your English 
comitias- ts it not?” va € 

“Oh, yes, madame,” I answered, laughing. 
“T have said it to you twice since you came;” 
and I gabbled through the chief towns and riv- 
ers as catalogued in my geography. ; 

“Bah! to be sure—of course, cheaile. And is 
she your relation?” : 


to-morrow?” said 
“Wat is her 


‘f 
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‘*Papa’s first cousin.” 
iis Won't you present-a me, pray? I would so 

e. 

Madame had fallen into the English way of 
liking people with titles, as perhaps foreigners 
would if titles implied the sort of power they do 
generally with us. 

“ Certainly, madame.” 

You will not forget?” 

“ Oh, no,” , 

Madame reminded me twice, in the course of 
the evening, of my promise, She was very ea- 
ger on this point. But it is a world of Ceapponye 
ment, influenza, and rheumatics, and next 
morning madame was prostrate in her bed, and 
careless of all things but flannel and James’ 
powder. 

Madame was desolee; but she could not raise 
her head. She only murmured a question. 

“For ’ow long time, dear, will y Knollys 
remain?” 

eA vere few days, I believe.” 

‘“‘Helas! ’ow onlucky! maybe to-morrow I 
shall be better. Ouah! my ear. The laudanum, 
dear cheaile!” 

And so our conversation for that time ended 
and madame buried her head in her old red 
Cashmere shawl. 


CHAPTER IX. 
MONICA KNOLLYS. 

PunotuaLiy Lady Knollys arrived. She was 
accompanied by her nephew, Captain Oakley. 

They arrived a little before dinner—just in 
time to get to their rooms and dress. But Mary 
Quince enlivened my toilet with eloquent deé- 
scriptions of the youthful captain whom she had 
met in the gallery, on his way to his room, with 
the servant, and told me how he stopped to let 
her pass, and how ‘he smiled so ’ansom’,” 

I was very young then, you know, and more 
childish even than my years; but this talk of 
Mary Quince’s interested me, I must confess, 
considerably. I was painting all sorts of por- 
traits of this heroic soldier, while affecting, [am 
afraid, ah critical indifference to her narra- 
tion, and I know I was very nervous and pains- 
taking about my toilet that evening. hen I 
went down to the drawing-room Lady Knollys 
was there, talking xolubly to my father as I en- 
tered—a woman not really old, but such as very 
young people fancy —energetic, bright, 
saucy, dressed handsomely in purple satin, with 
a good deal of lace, and’ a rich point—I know 
not how to call it—not a cap, a sort of head- 
dress—light, and simple, but grand withal over 
her grayish silken hair. 

Rather tall, by no means stout, on the whole 
a good firm figure, with something kindly in her 
look, She got up quite like a young person, 
and coming quickly to meet me witha smile, 
“My young cousin!” she cried, and kissed me 
on both cheeks. ‘‘ You know whol am? Your 
Cousin Monica—Monica.. Knollys—and very 
glad, dear, to see you, though she has not set 
eyes on, you since you were no longer than that 
paper-knife. Now come here to the lamp, for I 
must look at you. Who is she like? t me 
see. L.ke your poor mother, I think, my dear; 
but, you’ve the Aylmer nose—yes—not a bad 
nose either; and come! very gi eyes, upon my 
life—yes, certainly—something of her poor moth- 
er—not,a bit like you, Austin.” 

My father gave her a look asnear a smile as I 

seen there for a long time, shrewd, cynical, 
but kindly too, and said he, ‘So much the bet- 
ter, Monica, eh?” 
“it was not for me. to say; but you know, 
Austin, you always were an ugly creature. How 
shocked and indignant the little girl looks!, You 
must not be vexed, you loyal little woman, with 
Cousin Monica for telling the truth. Papa was 
and will be ugly all his days. Come, Austin, 
dear, tell her—is not it so?” ui 

‘What! depose against myself! That’s not 
English law, Monica.” 

“Well, maybe not; but if the child won’t be- 
lieve her own eyes, how is she to believe me? 
She has long, pretty hands—you have—and very 
nice feet too. How old is she?” 

“‘ How old, child?’ said my father to me, trans- 
ferring the question. 

She recurred again to my eyes, 

“That is the true gray—large, oer Ste 
very uliar. es, Gear, very pretty—lon 
laghesr and such bright tints, You'll be inthe 
Book of Beauty, my dear, when you come out, 
and have all the poet people writing verses to 
the tip of your nose, and a very pretty little 
nose it is!” ae 

I must mention here how striking was the 
change in my father’s, spirit while talking and 
listening to his odd and voluble old Cousin Mon- 
ica. Reflected from bygone associations, there 
had come a eee of something, not gayety, 
indeed, but like an appreciation of gayety. The 
gloom and inflexibility were gone, and there 
was an evident encouragement and enjoyment 
of the incessant sallies of his bustling visitor. | 

How morbid must have been the tendencies 
of his habitual solitude, I think, appeared from 
the evident thawing and brightening that accom- 
panied even this transient gleam of human s0- 
ciety, 1 was not a companion—more childish 
than most girls of my age, and trained in all his 
whimsical ways, never to interrupt a silence, or 


force his thoughts by unexpected question or re- 
mark out of their monotonous or painful chan- 
nel. 

Iwas as much surprised at the good-humor 


with which he submitted to his cousin’s saucy | 


talk; and, indeed, just then those black-paneled 
and pictured walls, and that quaint, misshapen 
room, seemed to have exchanged their stern and 
awful character for something wonderfully 
pleasanter to me, notwithstanding the unpleas- 
antness of the personal criticism to which the 
plain-spoken lady chose to subject me. 

Just at that moment Captain Oakley joined 
us. He was my first actual vision of that awful 
and distant world of fashion, of whose splendors 
I had already read something in the three-vol- 
umed gospel of the circulating library. 

Handsome, elegant, with features almost femi- 
nine, and recom | black hair, whiskers, and 
mustache, he was altogether such a knight as I 
had never beheld, or even fancied, at Knowl—a 
hero of another species, and from the region of 
the demigods. did not then perceive that 
coldness of the eye, and cruel curl of the volu 
tuous lip—only a suspicion, yet enough to indi- 
cate the profligate man, and savoring of death 
unto death, 

But I was young; and had not yet the direful 
knowledge of good and evil that comes with 
years, and he was so very handsome, and talked 
in a way that was so new to me, and was so 
much more charming than the well-bred con- 
verse of the humdrum county families with 
whom I had occasionally sojourned for a week 
at.a time, 

If came out incidentally that his leave of ab- 
sence was to expire the day after to-morrow. A 
Lilliputian pang of disappointment followed this 
announcement. Already I was sorry to lose 
him, So soon we begin to make a property of 
what pleases us. 

I was shy, but not awkward. I was flattered 
by the attention of this amusing, perhaps rather 
Marina ting young man of the world, and he 
plainly addressed himself with diligence to 
amuse and please me. I dare say there was 
more effort than I fancied in bringing his talk 
down to my humble level, and interesting me 
and making me laugh about people whom I had 
never heard of before, than I then suspected. 

Cousin Knollys meanwhile was talking to 
papa. It was just the conversation that suited 
a man so silent as habit had, made him, for her 
frolic fluency left him little to supply. It was 
totally impossible, indeed, even in our taciturn 
household, that conversation should ever flag 
while she was among us. 

Cousin Knollys and I went into the drawing- 
room together, leaying the gentlemen—rather 
ill-assorted, I fear—to entertain one another for 
a time. 

“Come here, my dear, and sit. near me,” said 
Lady Knollys, dropping into an easy-chair with 
an energetic little aa “and tell me how you 
and your an get on, I can remember him 
quite a cheerful man; once, and rather amusing 
—yes, indeed—and now you see what a bore he 
is—all by shutting ‘himself up, and nursing his 
Pi and fancies.. Are those your drawings, 

ear? 

““Yes—very bad, I’m afraid; but there are a 
few, better I think, in the portfolio in the cabi- 
net in the hall.” 

“They are by no;means bad, my dear; and 
you Play, of course?’ 

‘“ Yes-—that is, a, little—pretty well, I hope.” 

“T dare say. I must hear you by-and-by ; 
and how does your papa amuse you?. You look 
bewildered, dear. Well, I dare say, amusement 
is not a frequent word in this house. But you 
must not turn into a nun, or worse, into a Puri- 
tan, What is he? A Fifth-Monarchy-man, or 
something—I forget; tell me the name, my 
dear.” 

“ Papa is a Swedenborgian, I believe.” 

“Yes, yes—I forgot the horrid name—a Swe- 
denborgian, that is it. I don’t know exactly 
what they think, but every one knows they are 
a sort of pagans, my, dear, He’s not making one 
of you, dear—is he?” 

“T eo to church every Sunday,” 

“Well, that’s a mercy ; Swedenborgian. is 
such an ugly name; and, besides, they are all 
likely to be damned, my dear, and that’s a seri- 
ous consideration. I really wish poor Austin 
had hit on something else; I'd much rather 
heve no religion, and enjoy life while I’nvin it 

n choose one to worry me here and bedevi 
me hereafter. But some people, my dear, have 
a taste for being miserable, and. provide, like 
poor Austin, for its gratification in the next 
world as well as here, Ha ha, ha! how grave 
the little woman. looks! Don’t you think me 
very wicked?, You know. you do; and very 

ely you are right. Who makes your dr 
my dear? You are such a re of fun!” 


usk, I think, ordered, tis dress, I 
and Mary Quince planned it. I thought it very 
nice. © all like it very well.” 


There was somethin , [dare say, very. whim- 
sical about it, probably ver ee ok jad d at 
least. by the canons of fashion, and old usin 
Monica Knollys,.in whose eyes the London fash- 
ions were always fresh, was palpably. struck by 
itasifit had been some. enormity against ana- 
tomy, for she certainly laughed very heartily ; 


et a ee ee 


| indeed there were tears on her cheeks when she 
had done, and I am sure my aspect of wonder 
and dignity, as her hilarity proceeded, helped 
to revive her merriment again and again as it 
was subsiding. 

“There, you mustn’t be vexed with old Cousin 
Monica,” she cried, jumping up, and giving me 
a little hug, and ere a hearty kiss on my 
forehead, and a jolly little slap on my cheek. 
‘ Always remember your Cousin Monica is an 
outspoken, wicked old fool, who likes you, and 
never be offended at her nonsense. A council 
of three—you all sat upon it—Mrs, Rusk, you 
said, and Mary Quince, and your own wise self, 
the weird sisters; and Austin stepped_in, as 
Macbeth, and s id, ‘What is’t ye do? you all 
made answer together, ‘A something or other 
without a name!’ Now, seriously, my dear, it 
is quite. unpardonable in Austin—your papa I 
mean—to hand you over to be robed and bediz- 
ened according to the whimsies of these wild old 
women—aren’t they old? If they know better, 
it’s positively fiendish, I'll blow him up—I wil 
indeed, my dear. You know you're an heiress, 
and ought not te appear as a jack-pudding.” 

“Papa intends to send me to London with 
madame and Mary Quince, and is going with me 
himself, if Doctor beyeriy me be e may make 
the journey, and then I am to have dresses and 
every thing.” 

“Well, that is better. And who is Doctor 
Bryerly?. Is your papa ill?” 

“Til! oh, no; he always seems just the same, 
You don’t think him ill—looking ill, I mean?” 
Tasked, very eagerly and frightened. 

‘No, my dear, he looks very well for his ume 
of life; but why is Doctor What’s-his-name here? 
is he a physician, or a divine, or a horse-doctor, 
and why js his leave asked?” 

“T—T really don’t understand.” 

is Is, he a what d’ye call ’°em—a Swedenbor- 
gian? 

‘‘T believe so,” 

“Oh, I see; ha, ha, ha! And so poor Austin 
must ask leave go up to town. Well, go he 
shall, whether his doctor likes it or not, for it 
would not do tosend you there in charge of your 
Frenchwoman, my dear. _What’s her name?” 

‘* Madame de la Rougierre.” 


CHAPTER X. 
LADY KNOLLYS REMOVES A COVERLET, 

Lapy KNo.Ltys pursued ber inquiries. 

“And why does not madame make your 
dresses, my dear? I wager a guinea the woman’s 
a milliner. Did not she engage to make your 
dresses?” 

**I—I really don’t know; I rather think not. 
She is my governess—a finishing governess, Mrs. 
Rusk says.” 

“Finishing fiddle! Hoity-toity ! and my 
lady’s too grand to cut out your dresses. and 
help to sew them? And what does she do? I 
venture to'say she’s fit to teach nothing but dev- 
ilment—not that she has taught you much, my 
dear—yet atleast. ll see her, my dear; where 
is she? Come, let us visit madame. I should so 
like to talk to her a little.” 

“ But she is ill,” I answered, and all this time 
I was ready to cry for vexation, Me ah my 
dress, which must be very absurd to, elicit so 
much unaffected laughter from my experienced 
relative, and I was only longing to get away 
and hide myself before that dsome captain 
returned, 

“Til! is she? what’s the matter?’ 

‘* & cold—feverish and rheumatic, she says.” 

“Oh, a cold; is she up or in bed?” 

‘In her room, but notin bed,” 

‘‘T should so like to see her, my dear. It is 
not mere curiosity, Lassure you, ‘In fact, curi- 
osity has nothing on earth to do with it, A 
governess may be a very useful or a very useless 
person, but she may also be about the most per- 
nicious inmate imaginable. She may teach you 
a bad accent, and. worse manners, and heaven 
knows what beside, Send the housekeeper, my 
dear, to tell her that I am going tosee her.” 

“T had better go myself, perhaps,” I said, 
fearing a collision between Rask and the 
bitter, Frenchwoman, 

“Very well, dear.” 

And away Lran, not sorry somehow to escape 
before Captain Oakley returned, 

As I went along the passage I was thinking 
whether my dress could be so very ridiculous as 
my old cousin thought it, and trying in vain to 
recollect any evidence of a similar contemptuous 
estimate on the ie of that beautiful and gar- 
rulous dandy. I could not—quite the reverse, 
indeed. Still, 1 was uncomfortable and fever- 
ish: girls of my then age will. easily conceive 
how miserable, under, similar circumstances, 
such a misgiving would make them. 

It was a long way to madame’s room. I meti 
Mrs. Rusk bustling along the passage with a 
hoyesnield. 

ow is madame?” T asked. 

“Quite well, I believe,” answered the -house- 
keeper, dryly, ‘‘ Nothing the matter that J 
know of. “She eat enoug for two to-day. qT 
wish J could sit in my room doing nothing.” 

Madame was sitting, or rather reclining in a 
low arm-chair when I entered the room, close 
to the fire, as was her wont, her feet extended 
near to the bars, and a little coffee equipage be- 
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side her. She stuffed a book hastily between 
her dress and the chair, and received me in a 
state of languor which, had it not been for Mrs. 
Rusk’s comfortable assurances, would have 
frightened me. 

““T hope you are better, madame,” I said, ap- 
proaching: 

“ Better than I deserve, my dear cheaile—suf- 
ficiently well. The people are all so good, try- 
ing me with every little thing, like a bird; here 
is caffe—Mrs. Rusk-a, poor woman, I try toswal- 
low a little, to please her.” 

* And your cold, is it better?” 

She shook her head languidly, her elbow rest- 
ing on the chair, and three finger-tips support- 
ing her forehead, and then she made a little sigh, 
looking down from the corners of her eyes in an 
interesting dejection. 

“Je sens des lassitudes in all the members— 
but I am quaite ’appy, and though I suffer | am 
console and oblige des bontes, ma chere, que 
vous avez tout pour moi,” and with these words 
she turned a languid glance of gratitude on me 
which pate Has on the ground. 

‘‘Lady Knollys wishes very much to see you, 
only for a few minutes, if you couldadmit her.” 

“Vous savez les malades see never visitors,” 
she replied, with a startled sort of tartness and 
amomentary energy. ‘ Besides, I cannot con- 
verse; je sens de temps en temps des douleurs 
de tete—of head, and of the ear—the right ear, 
it is parfois agony absolutely, and now it is 
here.’ 

And she winced and moaned, with her eyes 
closed and her hand pressed to the organ af- 
fected. 

Simple as I was, I felt instinctively that ma- 

ie was shamming. She was over-acting; her 
transitions were too violent, and besides she for- 
got that I knew how well she could speak En- 
lish, and must perceive that she was highten- 

g the interest of her helplessness by that pret- 
ty tesselation of foreign idiom. I therefore said 
with a kind of courage which sometimes helped 
me suddenly: 

“Oh, madame, don’t you really think you 
might, without much inconvenience, see Lady 
Knollys for a very few minutes?” 

“Cruel cheaile! you know I have a pain of the 
ear which makes me ’orribly suffer at this mo- 
ment, and you demand me whether [ will not 
converse with strangers. I did not think you 
would be so unkain, Maud; but it is impossible, 
<= must see—quaite impossible. I never, oe 

ow, refuse to take trouble when I am able— 
never—never.” 

And madame shed some tears, which always 
came at call, and with her hand pressed to her 
ear, said very faintly: ‘‘ Be so good to tell your 
friend how you see me, and how I suffer, and 
leave me, Maud, for I wish to lie down fora 
asc since the pain will not allow me to remain 

longer. 

So with a few words of comfort which could 
not well be refused, but I dare say betraying my 
suspicion that more was made of her sufferings 
than need be, I returned to the drawing-room. 

“Captain Oakley has been here, my dear, and 
fancying, I suppose, that you had leftus for the 
evening, has gone to the billiard-room, I think,” 
said Lady Knollys, as I entered. 

That, then, accounted for the rumble and 
peg k of balls which I had heard as I passed the 


rr. 

‘““T have been telling Maud how detestably she 
is got up.” 

Very thoughtful of you, Monica!” said my 
father. 

“Yes; and really, Austin, it is quite clear you 
ought to marry; you want some one to take this 
gir out, and look after her, and who's to do it? 

he’s a dowdy—don’t you see? Such a dust! 
and it is really such a pity; for she’s a very 

retty creature, anda clever woman could make 
er quitecharming.” —— 

My father took Cousin Monica’s sallies with 
the most wonderful good-humor. She had al- 
ways, I fancy, been a privileged person, and my 
father, whom we all feared, received her jolly 
attacks as I fancy the grim Fron-de-Booufs of 
old accepted the humors and personalities of 
their jesters. 

‘‘Am I to accept this as an overture?” said 
my father to his voluble cousin. ; 

Yes, you may, but not for myself, Austin— 
I'm not worthy. Do you remember little Kitt 
Weadon that 1 wanted you to marry eight-and- 
twenty years ago, or more, with a hundred and 
twenty thousand pounds? Well, you know, she 
has got ever so much now, and she is really a 
most amiable old thing, and though you would 
not have her then, she had her second hus- 
band since, I can tell you.” ; 
pos I’m glad I was not the first,” said my fa- 

er. 

“Well, they really say her wealth is absolute- 
ly immense. Her last husband, thé Russian 
merchant, left her every boris She has not 
a human relation, and she is in the best set.” 

“You were always a match-maker, Monica,” 
said my father, soy {sh putting his hand 
kindly on hers. “ But it won’t do. No, no, 
Monica; we must take care of little Maud some 
other way.” ‘ 

I was relieved. We women have all an in- 

ive dread of second marriages, and think 


fib See a 
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that no widower is quite above or below that 
danger; and I remember, whenever ‘my father, 
which indeed was but seldom, made a visit to 
town or anywhere else, it was a saying of Mrs. 
Rusk, ‘‘1 sha'n’t wonder, neither need you, — 
dear, if he brings home a young wife’ wit 


So my father, with a kind look at her, and a 
very tender one on me, went silently to the li- 
brary, as he often did about that hour. 

I could not help resenting my Cousin Knol- 
lys’ officious recommendation of matrimony. 

Nothing I dreaded more than a stepmother. 
Good Mrs. Rusk and Mary Quince, in their sev- 
eral ways, used to enhance, by occasional anec- 


dotes and frequent reflections, the terrors of such | 


an intrusion. I suppose they did not wish a 
revolution and all its consequences at Knowl, 
and thought it no harm to excite my vigi- 
lance. 

But it was impossible long to be vexed with 
Cousin Monica. 

‘““You know, my dear, your father is an oddi- 
ty,” she said. ‘‘I don’t mind him—I never did, 
you must not. Cracky, my dear, cracky—de- 
cidedly cracky!” 

And she tapped the corner of her forehead 
with a look so sly and comical that I think I 
should have laughed if the sentiment had not 
been so awfully irreverent. 

‘© Well, dear, how is our friend the milliner?” 

“Madame is suffering somuch from pain in 
her ear, that she said it would be quite impossi- 
ble to have the honor—” 

“ Honor—fiddle! I want to see what the wo- 
man’s like. Pain in her ear, you say? Poor 
thing! Well, dear, I think I can cure that in 
five minutes. Ihave it myself now and then. 
Come to my room and we'll get the bottles.” 

So she lighted her candle in the lobby, and 
with a light and agile step she scaled the stairs, 
I following; and having found the remedies, we 
approached madame’s room together. 

t think, while we were still at the end of the 
gallery, madame heard and divined our ap- 
proach, for her door suddenly shut, and there 
was a fumbling at the handle. But the bolt was 
out of order. 

Lady Knollys tapped at the door, saying, 
“We'll come in, please, and see you. I’ve 

‘m sure will do’ you 


some remedies, which I 
ood.” 


There was no answer; so she opened the door, 
and we both entered. Madame had rolled her- 
self in the blue coverlet, and was lying on the 
bed with her face buried in the pillow, and en- 
velo in the covering. 

“Perhaps she’s asleep?” said Lady Knollys, 
getting round tothe side of the bed, and stoop- 
ing over her. 

adame lay still asa mouse. Cousin Monica 
set down her two =a Tear tes table, i 
stoopin, in over the m n ve en 
swith her! rp ers to lift the coverlit inal powered 
her face. adame uttered a slumbering moan, 
and turned more upon her face, clasping the 
coverlet faster about her. 

‘Madame, it is Maud and Lady Knollys. We 
have come to relieve your ear, Pray let'me see 
it. She can’t be asleep, she’s holding the clothes 
so fast. Do, pray, allow me to see it.” 


CHAPTER XT. 
LADY KNOLLYS SEES 'THE FEATURES. 

PerHaps if madame had murmured, “It is 
quite well—pray permit me to sleep,” she would 
have escaped an awkwardness. But having 
adopted the role of the exhausted slumberer, 
she could not consistently at the moment; 
neither would it do, by main force, to hold the 
coverlet about her face; and’ so her presence of 
mind forsook her, and cousin’ Monica drew it 
back, and hardly beheld the profile of the suf- 
ferer, when her good-humored face was lined 
and shadowed with a dark curiosity and a sur- 
abe by no means’pleasant; and she stood erect 

ide the bed, wi 
drawn down at the corners, in a sort of recoil 
— looking’ down upon the pa- 
ent. 

‘So, that’s” Madame devla Rougierre?”’ at 
length exclaimed nae: Knollys, with a very 
stately disdain. It I never saw any one 
look more shocked. 

Madame sat up very flushed. No wonder, for 
she had been wrap so close in the coverlet. 
She did not look quite at Lady Knollys, but 
— before her, rather downward, and very 
uridly. 

I was very much frightened and amazed, and 
felt on the point of bursting into tears. 

“So, mademoiselle, you have married, it 
seems, since I had last the honor of seeing you? 
I did not recognize mademoiselle under her new 
name.” “ 

“Yes—I am married, Lady Knollys; I 
thought every one who knew me had heard of 
that. Very respectably married for a person of 
my rank. Ishall not need aoe: the life of a 
governess. “There is no harm, I hope?” 

“JT hope not,” said Lady Knollys, dryly, a 
little pale, and still looking with a k mi th of 


wonder upon the flushed face and forehéad of | 


the governess, who was looking downward, 


cer 


her mouth firmly shut and | 


nh before her, very sulkily and discon- 


“T suppose you have explained everythin 
satisfactorily to Mr. Ruthyn, in whose house 
find you?” said Cousin Monica. 

“Yes, certainly—everything he requires—in 
effect, there is nothing to explain. .Iam ready 
to answer to any question. Let him demand 


*| me.” 


“Very good, mademoiselle.” 

‘* Madame, if you please.” 

“T forgot—madame—yes. I shall apprise him 
of everything.” 

_ Madame tnrned upon her a peaked and ma- 
lign look, smiling askance with a stealthy 
scorn. 

“For myself, I have nothing to conceal. I 
have always done my duty. What fine scene 
about nothing absolutely—what charming rem- 
edies for a sick person—ma foi! how much 
oblige I am for these so amiable attentions.” 

‘* So far as I can see, mademoiselle—madame 
I mean—you don’t stand very much in need of 
remedies. Your ear and head don’t seem to 
trouble you just now. I fancy these pains may 
now be dismissed.” 

Lady Knollys was now speaking French. 

‘“*Mi ladi has diverted my attention for a mo- 
ment, but that does not prevent that I suffer 
frightfully. Iam, of course, only poor govern- 
ess, and such people perhaps ought not to have 
pain—at least to show when they suffer. It is 
permitted us to die, but not to be sick ” 

“Come, Maud, my dear, let us leave the in- 
valid to her repose and to Nature. I don’t 
think she needs my chloroform and opium at 
present.” 

“Mi ladi is herself a Eva which chases 
many things, and powerfully affects the ear. I 
would wish to sleep, notwithstanding, and can 
but gain that in silence, if it pleases mi ladi.” 

“Come, my dear,” said Lady Knollys, with- 
out again glancing at the scowling, smiling, 
swarthy face in the bed; ‘‘let us leave your in- 
structress to her comforts.” 

“The room smells all over of brandy, my 
dear—does she drink?” said Lady Knollys, as 
she closed the door a little sharply. 

Tam sure I looked as much amazed as I felt 
at an imputation which then seemed to me so 
entirely incredible. 

‘Good little simpleton!” said Cousin Monica, 
smiling in my face, and bestowing a little kiss 
on my cheek, ‘such a thing as a tipsy lady has 
never been dreamt of in your philosophy. Well, 
we live and learn. Let us have our tea in my 
room—the gentlemen, I dare say, have retired.” 

I assented, of course, and we had tea very 
cosily by her bedroom fire. 

‘“How long have you had that woman?” she 
asked suddenly, after, for her, a very loug ru- 
nvitfibe cutheinctidedbegitut f February: 

e e in the ning of Fe _ 
nearly ten months ago Guots Lad 

‘© And who sent her?” 

“T really don’t Len ge a tells me so little; 
he arranged it all himself, I think.” 

Cousin Monica made a sound of acquiescence; 
ate lips closed, and a nod, frowning hard at thi 

ars. . 

“Tt is very odd,” she said, “‘how people can 
besuch fools!” Here there came a ifttle pause, 
ee what sort of person is she—do you like 

er? 

“Very well—that is, pretty well. You won’t 
tell? but she rather frightens me, I’m sure she 
does notintend it, but somehow I am very much 
afraid of her.” 

“She does not beat you?” said Cousin Mon- 
ica, with an incipient frenzy in her: face that 
made me love her. 

“Oh no!” 

7 We i oH 

tte ill use you in any way? 

‘*Upon your honor and word, Maud?’ 

“No, upon my honor.” 

‘* You know I won’t tell her any thing you say 
to me; and I only want to know, that I may put 
an end to it, my poor little cousin.” 

“Thank you, Cousin Monica, very much; but 
really and truly she does not ill-use me,” 

“ Nor threaten you, child?” 

‘Well, no—no, she does not threaten.” 

a ns how in the plague doesshe frighten you, 
child? 

“Well, I really—I’m half ashamed to tell you 
you'll laugh af me—and I don’t know that she 
wishes to frighten me. But there is something, 
is not there, ghosty, you know, about her?” 

“‘@hosty—is there? Well, tm sure T don’t 
lmow, but I suspect there issomething devilish— 
I mean, she seems pe oe not she? And 
I really think she has had neither cold nor pain 
but has just been shamming sickness to keep out 
of my way.” 

I perceived plainly enough that Cousin Mon- 
ica’s damnatory epithet referred to some retro- 
spective knowledge, which she was not going to 
disclose to me. 

“You knew madame before,” I said. “Who 
is she?” - 

‘She assures me she is Madame de la Rou- 
gierre, and, I suppose, in French phrase she so 
calls herself,” answered Lady Knollys, with a 
laugh, but uncomfortably I thought. 

“Oh, dear Cousin Monica, do tell me—is she 
—is she very wicked? I am so afraid of her.” 

““How should I know, dear Maud? But I do 
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remember her face, and I don’t very much like 
her, and you may depend on it I will speak to 
your father in the morning about her, and don’t, 
darling, ask me any more about her, for I really 
have not very much to tell that you would care 
to hear, and the fact is, I won’t say any more 
about her—there!” And Cousin Monica laughed, 
and gave me a little slap on the cheek, and then 
a kiss. 

“Well, just tell me this—” 

“Well, | wort tell you this, nor anything— 
not a word, curious little woman. The fact is, 


T have little to tell, and I mean tospeak to your | 


father, and he, I am sure, will do what is right; 
so don’t ask me any more, and let us talk of 
something pleasanter.” 
_, There was something indescribably winning, 
it seemed to me, in Cousin Monica. Old as she 
was, She seemed to me so girlish, compared with 
those slow, unexceptioneble young ladies whom 
Thad met in my few visits at the country houses. 
By this time my shyness was quite gone, and I 
was on the most intimate terms with her. 

“You know a great deal about her, Cousin 
Monica, but you won’t tell me.” 

“Nothing I should like better, if I were at | 


“T never heard, Some one a hundred yéars 
ago, I dare say. But there is a picture down- 
stairs I am so anxious to ask you about.” 

“Oh!” murmured Lady Knollys, still gazing 
| dreamily on the crayon. 

“Tt is the full-length picture of Uncle Silas 
—want to ask you about him.” 

Atmention of his name my cousin gave me 
a look so sudden and odd as to amount almost 
to a start. 

“Your Uncle Silas, dear? It is very odd; I 
was just thinking of him;”’ and she laughed a 
little. 

“\ Wondering whether that little boy could be 
he. 

And up jumped active Cousin Monica, with a 
candle in her hand, upon a chair, and scruti- 
nized the border of the sketch for a name or a 


date. 

“Maybe on the back?” said she. 

And so she unhung it, and there, true enough, 
not on the back o the drawing, but of the 
frame, which was just as good, in pen-and-ink 
round Italian letters, hardly distinguishable now 
from the discolored wood, we traced: * Silas 
Aylmer Ruthyn, Avtate viil., 15 May, V779.” 


liberty, little rogue; but you know, after all, I 
don’t really say whether I do know anything 
about her or not, or what sort of knowledge it is. 
But tell me what you mean by ghosty, and all | 
about it.” 

So I recounted my experiences, to which, so 
far from laughing at me, she listened with very 
special gravity. 

‘* Does she write and receive many letters?’ | 

I had seen her write letters, and supposed, 
though I could only recollect one or two, that 
she received in proportion. 

“Are you Mary Quince?” asked my lady 
cousin. . 

Mary was arranging the window-curtains, 
and turned, dropping a courtesy affirmatively: | 
toward her. 

“You wait on my little cousin, Miss Ruthyn, | 
don’t you?” 

‘Yes, ’m,” said Mary, in her genteelest way. 

“Does any one sleep in her room?” 

“Yes, ’m, J—please, my lady. 

“ And no one else?” 

**No, ’m—please my lady.” 

“ Not even the governess, sometimes?” 

**No, please, my lady.” 

“Never, you are quite sure, my dear?” said 
Lady Knollys, transferring the question to me. 

**Oh, no, never,” I answered. 

Cousin Monica mused gravely, I fancied even 
anxiously, into the grate; then stirred her tea 
and sipped it, still looking into the same point 
of our cheery fire. 


“T like roe face, Mary Quince; I’m sure you 
area good creature,” she said, suddenly turning 
toward her with a pleasant countenance. “I’m 
very glad you have got her, dear. I wonder 
whether Austin has gone to his bed yet!” 

“T think not. I am certain he’ is either in 
the library or in his private room—papa often 
reads or prays alone at night, and—and he does 
not like to be interrupted. 

“No, no, of course not—it will do very well 
in the morning.” : 

Lady Knollys was thinking deeply, as it 
seemed to me. y 

And so you are afraid of goblins, my dear,” 
she said at last, with a faded sort of smile, turn- 
ing toward me; “well, if J were, I know what 
I should do. So soon as I and d Mary 
Quince, here, had got into my bedchamber for 
the night, I should stir the fire into a good blaze, 
and bolt the door—do you see, Mary Quince?— 
bolt the door, and keep a candle lighted all 
night. You'll be very attentive to her, Mary | 
Quince, for I—I don’t think she is very strong, | 
and she must ‘not grow nervous; so get to bed 
early, and don’t leave her alone—do you see?— 
and—and remember to bolt the door, M 
Quince, and T shall be sending a little Chris' 
mas-box to my cousin, and I sha’n’t forget you. 
Good-night.” 

And, with a pleasant courtesy, Mary  flut- 
tered out of the room. 


CHAPTER XII. 
A CURIOUS CONVERSATION. 
We each had another cup of tea, and were 
silent for a while. 
“We must not talk of ghosts now. You are 


“Tt is very odd I should not have been told 
or remembered who it was. 


do recollect this picture, though, I am nearly 
certain. What a singular child’s face!” 

And my cousin leaned over it, with a candle 
on each side, and her hand shading her eyes, as 
if seeking by aid of these fair and half-formed 
lineaments to read an enigma. 

The childish features defied her, I suppose; 
their secret was unfathomable, for after a good 


portrait, and sighed. 

“A very singular face,” she said, softly, as a 
person might who was looking into a coffin. 
‘‘ Had we not better replace it?” 

So the pretty oval, containing the fair golden 
hair and large eyes, the pale, unfathomable 
sphinx, remounted to its nail, and the funeste 
and beautiful child seemed to smile down orac- 
ularly on our conjectures. 

“So is the face in the large portrait—very 
singular—more, I think, than that—handsomer, 
too. This is a sickly child, I think; but the full- 
length is so manly, though so slender, and so 
handsome, too. 1 
a mystery, and they won’t tell me about him, 
and I can only dream and wonder.” 


to make of him. He is a sort of idol, you know, 


him mutch. His abilities were singular; so has 
been his misfortune. For the rest, my dear, he 
is neither a hero nor a wonder. So far as I 
know, there are very few sublime men going 
about the world.” 

‘You really must tell me all you know about 
him, Cousin Monica. Now, don’t refuse.” 

“But why should you care to hear? There is 
really nothing pleasant to tell.” 

‘« That is just the reason I wish it. If it were 
at all pleasant it would be quite commonplace; 
I like to hear of adventures, dangers and mis- 
fortunes, and, above all, I love a mystery. You 
know papa will never tell me, and I dare not ask 
him; not that he is ever unkind, but, somehow, 
T am afraid; and neither Mrs. Rusk nor M. 
Quince will tell me ee although I sus- 
pect they know a good deal.” { 

“‘T don’t see any good in telling you, dear, 
nor, to say the truth, any great harm either.” 

‘“No—now that’s quite true—no harm, There 
can't be, for 1 must know it all some day, you 
know, and better now; and from you, than per- 
haps from a stranger, and in a less favorable 

it is a wise little woman; 


re 4 
‘Upon my word, 
and, foally, that’s not such bad sense, after all. # 
So we poured out another cup of tea each, and 
sip! it very comfortably by the fire, while 
Lady 
helped the strange story. 
d It is not very much, afterall. Your Uncle 
Silas, you know, is living?” 
id On, yes, in Derbyshire.” j 
‘So [see you do know something of him, sl. 
girl! but no matter. You know how very ric 
your father is; but Silas was the younger broth- 
er, and had little more than a thousand a year. 


a superstitious little woman, you know, and you 
sha’n’t be frightened.” : : 
And now Cousin Monica grew silent Bpath, 
and, looking briskly around the room, like a 
in search of a subject, her eye rested on a ittall 
oval portrait, graceful, brightly tinted, in the 
French style, representing a pretty little boy, 
with rich golden hair, large, soft eyes, delicate 
features, and a shy, peculiar expression. 

_ “It is odd; I think I remember that pretty 
little sketch, very long ago. I think I was then 
myself a child; but that is a much older style 
of dress, and of wearing the hair too, than I ever: 
saw. Iam just forty-nine now. Oh, dear, yes; 
that is a good while before I was born. at 
a strange, pretty little hoy—a mysterious little 
fellow!” is he quite sincere, I wonder? What 


If he had not played, and did not caretomarry, 
it would have been quite enough—ever so much 


er sons of dukes often have; | . 
more than young’ ; Mechanded, against 
| county, and 


but he was—well, a mauvais sujet-—you know 
what that is. I don’t want to say any ill of him 


while she raised her head, still looking at the | 


IT always think him a hero and | 


“He has made more people than you dream | 
and wonder, my dear Maud. I don’t know what | 


| 
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dom of God or of the mystery of iniquity in a 
human being’s heart. 

“* Austin—your papa—was very kind to him 
—very; but then, you know, he’s an oddity, dear 


| —he is an oddity, though no one may have told 


I think if I had | 
| ever been told I should have remembered it. I 


of your father’s, and yet I don’t think he helps | 


Knollys talked on, and her animated face | 


—more than I really know—but he was fond of | 


his pleasures, I suppose, like other young men, 
gna he layed, and was always losing, and 
father for a long time paid great sums for 
I believe he was reall 
cious yor man; and 
that now, for they say he would change the past 
if he could.” ; 

T was looking at the pensive little boy in the 
oval frame, aged eight years, who was, a few 
springs later, “‘a most msive and vicious 


young man,” and was now a suffering and out- | pity, there was hope 


cast old one, and wondering from what a small 


rich golden hair! It is very clever—a French 
kd I should say. ‘And who is that little 
y 


the hemlock or the wallflower grows, and 
ow beginnings of the king 


how microscopic are the e 


you before—and he never forgave him for his 
marria Your father, I suppose; knew more 
about the lady than I did. I was young then; 
but there were various reports, none of them 
pleasant, and she was not visited, and for some 
time there was a complete estrangement between 
your father and your Uncle Silas; and it was 
made up, rather oddly, on the very occasion 
which some people said ought to have totally 
separated them. Did you ever hear anything 
a seraele very remarkable—about..your. un- 
cle? 

‘No, never; they would not tell me, though 
Iam sure they know. Pray go on.” 

‘* Well, Maud, as I have begun, I'll complete 
the story, though perhaps it might. have ‘been 
better untold. It was something rather shock- 
ing—indeed, very shocking; in fact, they insist- 
ed on suspecting him of having committed a 
murder,” 

I stared at my cousin for some time, and then 
at the little boy, so refined, so beautiful, so fu- 
neste, in the oval frame. 

‘Yes, dear,” said she, her eyes following 
mine; ‘‘who’d have suspected he could ever 
have—have fallen under so horrible a. suspi- 
cion?” 

‘*The wretches! Of course, Uncle Silas—of 
course, he’s innocent?” I said at, last. 

‘Of course, my dear,” said Cousin Monica, 
with an odd look; ‘ but Ph know there. are 
some things as bad almost to be suspected of as 
to have done, and the CTY entlemen chose 
to suspect him. They did not like him, you see. 
His politics vexed them; and he resented their 
treatment of his wife—though I really thin 
one Silas, he did not care a pin about her—an 
26 annoyed them whenever he could. Your 
papa, you know, is very proud of his family; he 
never had the slightest suspicion of your uncle.” 

mS no!” 1 pied A ee ” gai C 

at’s right, Mau uthyn, ‘ousin 
Monica, witha sad little smile and anod, “And 
your papa was, you may suppose, very angry.” 

‘‘ Of course he was,” I exclaimed, 

“You have no idea, my dear, how angry. He 
directed his attorney to prosecute, by wholesale, 
all who had said a word affecting your uncle’s 
character. But the lawyers were against it, and 
then your uncle tried to fight his way through 
it, but. the men would not meet him: He was 
quite slurred, Your father went up and saw the 
minister. He wanted to have him a deputy lieu 
tenant, or something, in his county. Your papa, 
you know, had_a very great influence with the 
zovernment. Besides his county influence, he 

ad two boroughs then. But the minister was 


| afraid, the feeling was so very strong... They of- 


fered him somet hing in the Colonies, but your 
father would not hear of. it—that would have 
been a banishment, you know, They would have 
i your father a peerage to make it up, but 

e would not accept it, and broke with the party. 
Except in that way, which, 58 know, was con- 
nected with the reputation of the family, I don’t 
think, considering his Feat wealth, he has done 
very much for Silas. Tosay truth, however, he 
was very liberal before his marriage. .Old Mrs, 
Aylmer says he made a vow then. that. Silas 
should never have more than five hundred a 
yom which he still allows him, I believe, and 

e permits him to live in the place. But they 
say it is in a very wild, neglected state,” 
.. ‘You live in the same county—have you seen 
it lately, Cousin Monica?” 

“No, not very lately,” said Cousin Monica, 
and began to hum an air abstractedly, 


CHAPTER XII. 
BEFORE AND AFTER BREAKFAST. 

Next morning early I visited my. favorite 
full-length portrait in the chocolate coat and 
top-boots. Reanty: as had been my Cousin Mon- 
ica’s notes upon this dark and eccentric biog- 
raphy, they were everything to me. .A soul 
had entered that enchanted form, Truth had 
pane by with her torch, and a sad light shone 

‘or a moment on that enigmatic face, 

There stood the roue—the duelist—and with 
all his faults, the hero too! In that dark, large 
eye lurked the profound and fiery enthusiasm 
of his ili-starre pageien. In the thin but ex- 
quisite lip I the courage of the paladin, 
who. would have “ fought his way,” though sin- 
1 the magnates of hi 
by ordeal of battle have purged the 
honor of the Ruthyns. There, in that delicate 
half-sarcastic tracery of the nostril, I detected 


ur the’ intellectual defiance which had politically 
|b ies to the 
a most expensive and vi- | 
I fancy he does not deny | 


isolated Silas Ruthyn and op’ i 
landed eigen of his county, whose retalia- 
tion had been a hideous slander. There, too, 
and on his brows and lip, I traced the patience 
of a gold disdain... Loo ney son as he 
was—the prodigal, the hero, e martyr. 
stood gazing on him with a girlish interest and 
admiration. There was tion, there was 
. Some day it might come 
as I was, mlabs, contribute 


to pass that I, v 
toward the vindication of that 


by word or d 


- | long-suffering, gallant, and romantic prodigal. 
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common, I fancy, to many girls. 

imagined how profoundly and strangely in- 

volved my uncle’s fate would one day become 

with mine. 

I was’ interrupted by Captain Oakley's voice 
at the witidow. He was leaning on the window- 
sill, and Jooking in with a smile—the window 
being open, the morning sunny, and his cap lift- 
ed in his hand. 

“ Good-morning, Miss Ruthyn: ~What a 
charming old place! quite the setting for a ro- 
mance; such timber, and this really beautiful 
house, I do so like these white and black houses 
—wonderful old things. By-the-by, you treat- 
ed us very badly last night—you did, indeed; 
upon my word, now, it really was too bad—run- 
ning away, and drinking tea with Lady Knol- 
lys—so she says. Ireally—I should not like to 
tell you how ‘very savage I felt, particularly 
considering how very short my time is.” — 

Iwas a shy, but not a giggling country miss. I 
knew I was an heiress; I knew I was somebody. 
I was not the least bit in the world conceited, 
but I think this knowledge helped to give me a 
eertain sense of security and self-possession, 
which might have been mistaken for dignity or 
simplicity. Iam sure I looked at him with a 
fearless inquiry, for he answered my thoughts. 

*T do’ really assure you, Miss Ruthyn, I am 
quite serious; ‘you have no idea how very much 
we missed you,” i 

There was a little pause, and, I believe, like a 
fool, [ lowered my eyes and blushed. 

“77 was thinking of leaving to-day; I am 
so unfortunate—imy leave is just out—it is so 
unlucky; but I don’t quite know whether my 
Aunt Knollys will allow me to go.” 

“ T? Certainly, my dear Charley, [don’t want 
ou atall,” exclaimed a voice—Lady Knollys’— 
riskly, from an open window close by; ‘what 

could put that in your head, dear?” 

And in went my cousin’s head, and the win- 
dow shut down. 

-“ She is such an oddity, poor dear Aunt Knol- 
lys,” murmured the young man, ever’ so little 
put out, aid he laughed. ‘I never know quite 
what she Wishes, or how to please her; but she’s 
so good-natured; and when she goes to town for 
the season—shé does not always, you know—her 
house is really very gay—you can’t think—” 

- Here again he was interrupted, for the door 
openéd, and Lady Knollys entered, ‘‘And you 
know, Charles,” she continued, ‘‘ it would not do 
to forget your visit to Snodhurst; you wrote, 
you know, and you have only to-night and to- 
morrow. You are thinking of nothing but that 
moor; I heard you talking to the gamekeeper; I 
know he is—is not’ he, Maud, the brown man 
with great whiskers, and leggins? Tm very 
sorry; you know, but I really must spoil your 
shooting, for they do expect you at Snodhurst, 
Charlie; and do not you think this window a lit- 
tlé too much for Miss Ruthyn? Maud, my dear 
the air is very sharp; shut it down, Charles; and 

‘ou’d better tell them to get a fly for you from 

he town after luncheon. Come, dear,” she said 
to me, “ Was not that the breakfast bell? Why 
does not your papa get a gong—it is so hard to 
know one bell from another?” 

I saw that Captain Oakley lingered for a last 
look, but I did not give it, and went out smiling 
with Cousin Knollys, and wondering why old 
ladies are so uniformly disagreeable. 

In the lobby she said, with an odd, good-na- 
tured look, ‘Don’t allow any of his lové-mak- 
ing, my dear. Charles Oakley has not a guinea, 
and an heiress'would be very convenient, of 
course, he has his eyes about him. Charles is 
not by any means foolish; and I should not be 
at all sorry to see him well married, for I don’t 
think he will do much good any other way; but 
there are degrees, and his ideas are sometimes 
very impertinent.” 

I was an admiring reader of the Albwms, the 
Souvenirs, the Keepsakes, and all that flood of 
Christmas present _ which yearly irrigated 
England, with pretty covers and engravings; 
mint $5088 ‘of dtazaby twaddle—the milk, not 
destitute of water, on which the babes of liter- 
ature were then fed. On this my genius 
throve. T had a little album, enriched with 
many aed of original thought and observation, 
which I jotted down in suitable language. Late- 
ly; turing over these faded leaves of rhyme 
rag tacts lighted, under this day’s date, upon 
the following sage reflection, with my name ap- 
pended: 

“Ts there not in the female h n ineradicable 
jealousy, which, if it sways pes of the 
young, rules also the advice of the aged? Do they 
not grudge to youth the sentiments (though Heaven 
knows how shadowed with sorrow) which they can no 
longer inspire, perhaps even experience; and pk not 
youth in turn, sigh oyer the envy which has power to 

light? MAup Ayimwer ROTHYN.” 

“ He has not been making’ love to me,” I said, 
rather tartly; ‘and he does not» seem to meat 
all impertinent, and I really don’t ¢are the least 
whether he goes or stays.” 

Cousin Beoribter lpckced ae my face with her odd 
“You'll understand those London dandies bet- 
ter some day, dear Maud; they are very well, 
‘but they like money—not to keep, of course— 

still they like it, and know its value. 


wi 


At bredkfast my father told Captain Oakley 
where he might have shooting, or, if he prefer- 
red going to Dilsford, only half an hour’s ride, 
he might have his choice of hunters, and find 
the dogs there that morning. 

The captain smiled archly at me, and looked 
at his aunt. There was a suspense. I hope I 
did not show how much I was interested; but it 
would not do. Cousin Monica was inexorable. 

“Hunting, hawking, fishing, fiddle-de-dee! 


You know, Charlie, my dear, it is quite out of | 


the question. He is going to Snodhurst this af- 
ternoon, and without quite a rudeness, in which 
I should be involved , he really can’t—you 
know you can’t, Charles! and—and he must go 
and keep his engagement.” 

So pape acquiesced with a poiite regret, and 
hoped another time: 

‘Oh, leave all that to me. When you want 
him, only write mea note, and T'll send him or 
bring him, if you let me. I always know where 
to find him—don’t I, Charlie?—and we shall be 
only too happy.” 

Aunt Monica’s influence with her nephew was 
special, for she “tipped” him handsomely ever 
now and then, anc had formed for himself 
agreeable expectations, besides, respecting her 
will. I felt rather angry at his submitting to 
this sort of tutelage, knowing nothing of its mo- 
tive; I was ‘also disgusted by Cousin. Monica’s 
tyranny. 

So soon as he had left the room, Lady Knol- 
lys, not minding me, said briskly to papa, ‘‘ Nev- 
er let that young man into’ your house again. I 
found him making os this: morning to lit- 
tle Maud here, and he really has not twopence 
in the world; it is amazing impudence—and you 
know'such absurd things do happen.” 

“Come, Maud, what compliments did he pay 
you?’ asked my father. 

I was vexed, and therefore spoke courageous- 
ly. “His ee Ne gee were not to me; they 
were all to the house,” I said, dryly. 

‘* Quite as it should be—the house, of course; 
it is that he’s in love with,” said Cousin Knollys. 


“Twas on a widow’s jointure land 
The archer, Cupid, took his stand.” 


“Hey! I don’t quite understand,” said my 
father, sly 
“Tut | 
nephew.” 

‘So I did,” said my father. 

“Therefore the literal widow in this case can 
have no interest in view but one, and that is 
yours and Maud’s. I wish him well, but he 
sha’n’t put my little cousin and her expectations 
into his empty pocket—not a bit, of it. And 
there’s another reason, Austin, why you should 
marry—you have no eye for these things, 
whereas a clever woman would see at.a glance, 
and prevent mischief.” 

“So she would,” acquiesced my father, in his 
gloomy, amused way. ‘‘ Maud, you must try 
to be a clever woman.” 

‘*So she will in her time, but that is not come 
yes and I tell you, Austin Ruthyn, if you won't 
ook about and marry somebody, somebody may 
possibly marry you.” 

“You were always an oracle, Monica, but 
here I am lost in total perplexity,” said my 
father. 

“Yes; sharks sailing round you, with keen 


ly; 
estizhs you forget. Charlie is my 


we and large throats; and you have come to | 
th 


e@ age precisely when men are swallowed up 
alive like Jonah.” 

“Thank you for the parallel; but you know 
that was not a happy union, even for the fish, 
and there was a separation in a few days; not 
that I mean to trust to that; but there’s no one 
to. throw me into the jaws of the monster, and 
I’ve no notion of jumping there; and the fact is, 
Monica, there’s no monster at all.” 

‘I'm not so sure.” 

‘* But Pm quite sure,” said, my father, a little 
dryly. “You forget how old Iam, and how 
long I’ve lived alone—I and little Maud;” and 
he smiled and smoothed my hair, and, 
thought, sighed. . 

“No one is ever too old to doa foolish thing,” 
began Lady Knollys. ; 

Nor to say a foolish thing, Monica, This 
has i on too long. Don’t you see that little 
Maud there is silly enough to be frightened. at 
your fun?’ .. 

So I was, but I could not divine how he 
guessed it, 

‘And: well or ill, wisely or madly, Tl never 
marry; so put that out of your head.’ 

This was addressed rather tome, I think, than 
to Lady Knollys, who smiled a little waggishly 
on me, and said,\“‘To be sure, Maud; maybe 

ou are right; a suaptome is a risk, and I ought 
te have asked ‘you first what you thought of it; 
and, upon my honor,” she: continued merrily 
but kindly, observing: that my eyes, I know not 
exactly from what feeling, filled. with tears, 
“Tl never again advise your papa to marry 
unless you first tell me you wish it, 

» This was a great deal from Lady Knollys 
who: had a taste for advising her friends and 
ing their affairs. 

“Pye a great respect for instinct, I believe. 
Austin, it is truer than ge aes yours and 
Maud’s are both against me, though I know I 
have reason on my side,” 


My father’s brief wintry smile answered, and 
Cousin Monica kissed me and said, ‘‘ I’ve been 
so long my own mistress that I sometimes forget 
there are such things as fear and jealousy; and 
are you going to your governess, Mand? 


CHAPTER XIV. 
; ANGRY WORDS. 

I was going to my governess, as Lady Knol- 
lys said; and so I went. The undefinable sense 
of danger that. smote me whenever I beheld that 
woman had deepened since last night’s oceur- 
rence, and was taken out of the region of in- 
stinct or prepossession by the strange though 


| slight indications of recognition and abhorrence 


| membrance had suddenly chilled her. 


Vi 


which I had witnessed in Lady Knollys on that 
occasion. 

The tone in which Cousin Monica had. asked, 
“Are you going to your governess?” and the 
curious, grave, and anxious look that. aecompa- 
nied the question, disturbed me; and there was 
something odd and cold in the tone, as if a re- 
The ac- 
cent remained in my ear, and the sharp, brood- 
ing look was fixed before me as I glided. up the 
broad dark stairs to Madame de la Rougierre’s 


| chamber. 


She had not come down to the school-room, 
as the scene of my studies was called. She had 
decided on having, a relapse, and accordingly 
had not made her appearance down-stairs that 
morning. The gallery leading to her room was 
dark and lonely, and I grew more nervous as I 
approached; I paused at the door, making up 
my, mind to knock. 

ut, the door opened suddenly; and, like a 
magic-lantern. figure, presented with a snap, ap- 
peared close before my eyes the great mufiled 
ace, with the forbidding smirk, of Madame de 
la Rougierre. 

“ W’at. you mean, my dear cheaile?” she in- 
quired, with a malevolent shrewdness in her 
eyes, and her hollow smile all the time discon- 
certing me more even than the suddenness of 
her appearance; ‘“‘w’at for you approach so 
softly? Ido not sleep, yousee; but you feared, 
perhaps, to have the misfortune of wakening 
me, and so you came—is it not so?—to leesten, 
and lookin very gentily; you want to know how 
Iwas. Vous etes bien aimable d’ayoir pense a 
moi. Bah!” she cried, suddenl bat rough 
her irony. ‘‘ W’y could not Lady Knollyscome 
herself and leesten to the keyhole to make her 
report? . Fidon, w’at is there toconceal? Noth- 
ing. Enter if you plese. Every one they are 
welcome!” and.she flung the door wide, turned 
her back upon me, and.with an ejaculation 
which I did mot understand, strode into the 
room. 

‘*L_ did not come with any intention, madame, 
to pry or to intrude—you don’t think so—you 
cawt think so—you can’t possibly mean to in- 
sinuate anything so insulting!” 

“T was very angry, and my tremors had all 

vanished now, 
_ “No, not for wom dear cheaile; [ was think- 
ing to Miladi ollys, who, without cause, is 
my enemy. Everyone has enemy; you will 
learn all. that so soon as you area little older, 
and without cause she is mine. Come, Maud, 
speak-a the truth—was it not Miladi Knollys 
who sent you here doucement, doucement, so 
quaite to my door—is it not so, little rogue?” 

Madame had confronted me again, and we 
were now standing in the middle of the floor, 

I indignantly repelled the charge, and search- 
ing me for a moment with her oddly-shaped 
cunning eyes, she said, “‘ That is good cheaile 
fe speak a so direct; I like that, and am glad 

hear; but, my dear Maud, that woman—” 

‘‘Tady Knollys is papa’s cousin,” I interposed, 
a little gravely. 

‘She does hate-a me so, you ’av’ no idea. She 
’as tryed to injure me several times, and would 
employ the most innocent person, unconsciously 
you know, my dear, to assist her malice.” 

Here madame wept a little. I had already 
discovered that she could shed tears whenever 
she pleased. I have heard of such persons, but 
I never met another before or since. 

Madame was unusually frank—no one ever 
knew better when to be candid. At present I 
suppose she concluded that Lady Knollys would 
certainly relate whatever she knew concerning 
her before she left Knowl, and so 1e’s re- 
serves, whatever they might be, were dissoly- 
ing, and she growing childlike and confiding. 

‘Et comment va monsieur votre pere au- 
jour@’ hui?” 

“Very well,” I thanked her. ; 

ne hot long Miladi Knollys’ her visit is 
likely to be?” 

“§ Toanld not say exactly, but for some days,” 

“Bh bien! my dear cheaile, I find myself bet- 
ter this morning, and we must return to our les- 
sons, Je veux m’habiller, ma chere Maud, you 
will wait me in the school-room,” 

By this time madame, who, though lazy, could 
make an effort, and was capable of getting into 
a sudden hurry, had placed aad before her 
dressing-table, and was ogling her discolored 
and bony countenance in the g! 

“Wat horror! I am so pale. Quel ennui! 
wat bore! ’Ow weak ’av’ I grow in two three 
days!” And she practiced some plaintive, in- 
d glances into the mirror. But ona en 
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there came a little sharp inquisitiye frown as 
she looked over the frame of the glass upon the 
terrace beneath, It was only a wane and she 
sat down languidly in her arm-chair to prepare, 
I suppose, for the fatigues of the toilet. ‘ 

My curiosity was sufficiently aroused to in- 
duce me to ask, ‘‘But why, madame, do you 
fancy that Lady Knollys dislikes you? 

“Tis not fancy, my dear Maud. Ah ha, no! 
Mais c’est toute une histoire—too tedious to tell 
now—some time maybe—and you will learn 
when you are little older, the most violent ha- 
treds often they are the most without cause, 
But, my dear cheaile, the hours they are run- 
ning from us, and I must dress. Vite, vite! so 
you run away to the, school-room, and I will 
come after.” 

Madame had her dressing-case, and her mys- 
teries, and palpably stood in need of repairs; so 
away 1 went to my studies. The room which 
we called the school-room was partly beneath 
the floor of madame’s bedchamber, and com- 
manded the same view; so, remembering my 
edad peering glance from her windows, 

looked out and saw Cousin Monica malting a 
brisk promenade up and down. the terrace-walk. 
Well, that was quite enough to account for it. 
I had grown yery curious, and I resolved, when 


our lessons were over, to join her and make an- } 


other attempt to discover the mystery. 

As Isat over my books, I fancied I heard a 
movement outside the door. I suspected that 
madame was listeni I waited for a time, ex- 
pecting to see the door open, but she did not 
come; so. [ opened. it suddenly myself, but ma- 
dame was not on the threshold nor on the lobby. 
I heard.a rustling, howeyer, and on the stair- 
case over the banister I saw the folds of her 
silk dress, as she descended, 

She is going, I thought, to, seek an interview 
with Lady Knollys. She intends to propitiate 
that dangerous lady; so I amused some eight or 
ten minutes in watching Cousin Monica’s quick 
march and right-about-face upon the parade- 
ground of the terrace. But no one joined her, 

“She is certainly talking to papa,” was my 
next and more probable conjecture. Having 
the profoundest. distrust of madame, I was 
naturally extremely jealous.of the confidential 
interviews in which deceit and malice might 


make their representations plausibly and with- | 


out answer. 

“Yes, (ll run down and see—see papa; she 
sha’n’t tell lies behind my back, horrid woman.” 

At the study door [ knocked, and forthwith 
entered. My father was sitting near the win- 
dow, his open book before him, madame stand- 
ing at the other side of the table, her cunning 
eyes, bathed in tears, and her pocket-handker- 
chief pressed to. her mouth. Her eyes glittered 
atealthily on. me for an instant: she was beget | 
—desole, in fact—that grim grenadier lady, an 
her attitude was exquisitely dejected and timid. 
But she was, notwithstanding, reading closely 
and craftily my father’s face. He was not look- 
ing ab her, but rather upward toward the ceil- 
ing, reflectively leaning on his hand, with an ex- 
pression not angry, but rather surly and an- 


noyed, 

“T ought to have heard of this before, ma- 
dame,” my father was saying as I eame in; ‘‘ not 
that it would have made any difference—not the 


least; mind that. But it was the kind of thing 
that I ought to have heard, and the omission 
was not strictly right.” 

Madame in a shrill and lamentable key opened 
her voluble reply, but was arrested by a nod 
from my father, who asked me if 1 wanted, any- 


thing. 

ms aig cine that I was waiting in the school- 
room for madame, and did not know where she 
was 


“ Well, she is here, yon see, and will join you 
up-stairs in a few minutes.” : 

_So back I went again, huffed, angry, and vu- 
rious, and sat back in my chair with a clouded 
countenance, thinking ey. little about lessons. 
_ When madame entered I did not lift my head 
or eyes. 

“ cheaile! reading,” said she, as she ap- 
proached briskly and reassured. 
“No,” I answered tartly, ‘not 


, nor a 
child either; ’'m not reading; any think- 


in; id 

Stes. bien!” she said, with an insufferable 
smile; ‘thinking is very good also; but you 
look unhappy—very, poor cheaile, Take care 
you are not grow jealous for poor madame talk- 
ingsometimes to your papa; you must not, little 
fool. It is only for-a your good, my dear Maud, 
and Thad no objection you should stay. 

“You! madame!” I said, loftily; I was very 
angry, and showed it through my dignity, to 
madame’s evident satisfaction. 

“No—it was your papa, Mr. Ruthyn, who 
weesh to speak ‘alone; for’ me T.do not’ care; 
there was something I wish to tell him. I don’t: 
care who know, but Mr, Ruthynhe is deeferent.” 


Pee 

me, leetle ou are not to be so 
cross; it will: be much Beiter you and I to be 
good friends together. Why should-a we quar- 
rel?—w’at nonsense! Do you imagine I would 
anywhere undertake the education of a, young 
person unless I could speak with her parent?— 


wat folly! Iwould like to be your friend, howe 
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ever, my poor Maud, if you would allow—you 
and T together—w’at you say?” 

‘People grow to friends. by liking, ma- 
dame, and liking comes of itself, not by bar- 
gain; I like every one who is kind to me.” 

‘“And so I, ou are like me in so man 
things, my dear Maud! Are you quaite we 
to-day? think you look fatigue, so I feel, 
too, vary tire, I think we weel put off the les- 
sons to to-morrow. Eh? and we will come to 
play le grace in the garden.” 

Madame was plainly in a high state of exul- 
iaracts 1 like oth 1 hin 
isfactory, and like other people, when thi 
went wal) her soul lighted up ane a sulpbdfotes 
good-humor, not very genuine nor pleasant, but 
still it was better than other moods. 

I was glad when our calisthenics were ended, 
and madame had returned to her apartment, ‘so 
that I had a pleasant little walk with Cousin 
Monica. 

We women are persevering when once our 
curiosity is roused, but she gayly foiled mine, 
and I think had a mischievous pleasure in doing 
so. As we were going in to dress for dinner, 
however, she said, quite gravely, ‘‘T am sorry, 
Maud, I allowed you to see that 1 have any un- 
Pesane impressions about that governess lady. 

shall be at liberty some day to explain all 
about it, and, indeed, it will be enough to tell 
your father, whom I have not been able to find 
all day; but really we are, spline making too 
much of the matter, and [ cannot say that I 
know anything against madame that is con- 
clusive, or—or, indeed, at all; but that’ there 
are reasons, and—you must not ask any more— 
no, you must not, 

That evening, while I was playing the over- 
ture to Cenerentola for the entertainment of my 
cousin, there arose from the tea-table, where she 


| and my father were sitting, a spirited and rather 
| angry harangue from Lady Knollys’ lips, T 


turned my eyes from the music toward the 
speakers, the overture swooned away with a 
ne! hesitating babble. into silence, and I list- 
ened. 

Their conversation had be, under cover of 
the music which I was. making, and now they 
were too much engrossed to perceive its discon- 
tinuance, The first sentence I heard seized my 
attention. My father had closed the book he 
was reading upon his finger, and was leanin 
back in his chair, as he used to do when at 
angry 5 his face was a little flushed, and I knew 
the fierce and’ glassy stare which expressed 


pride, pr and wrath, 

"Yes, dy Knollys, there’s an animus; I 
know the spirit you speak in—it does you no 
honor,” said my father. 

‘** And I know the spirit you speak in—the 
spirit of madness,” retorted Cousin Monica, just 
as much in earnest. “I can’t conceive how you 
can be so demented, Austin. _What has per- 
verted you? Are you blind?” 

“ You are, Monica; your own unnatural pre- 
judice—uniniatural prejudice, blinds you. at 
is it all?@—nothing. ere I to act as you say, I 
should be a coward and a traitor, I ste, IT do 
see, all that’s real. I’m no Quixote, to draw my 
sword on illusions.” 

‘‘There should be no halting ‘here. How can 
ou—do you ever think? | wonder you can 
reathe. I feel as if the evil one were in the 

house.” 

A stern, momentary frown was my father’s 
only answer as he looked ey at her, 

“People néed not nail up horséshoes, and 
mark their door-stones with charms to 4 the 
evil spirit out,” ran on Lady Knollys, who look- 
ed as pale and angry, in her way, “but you 
open. your door in the dark and inyoke un- 
known danger. How can you look at that 
obit tate she's be playing,” ‘said Lady 

ollys, abruptly stopping. s 

My Father Wea att ring to himself, and cast 
a lurid glance at me as he went in high displea- 
sure to the door. Cousin Monica, now flushed 
a. little, glanced also silently at me, biting the 
tip of her slender gold’ cross, and doubtful how 
much I had heard, ~ 

My father opened the door suddenly, which 
he had just closed, and looking in, said, in'a 
calmer tone, ‘‘ Perhaps, Monica, you would come 
for a moment to the study; I’m sure you have 
none but kindly feelings toward me and little 
Maud there, and I thank yon for your good- 
will; but you must see other things more réa- 
sonably, and [ think you will.” 

Cousin, Monica. got. up silently and followed 
him, only throwing up her eyes and hands as 
she did so. and I was left alone, wondering: and 
curious more than ever. 

CHAPTER XV. 
A WARNING. 

I sav still, listening and wondering, and won- 
dering and ming; but I ought to have known 
that no sound could reach me where I was from 
my father’s study, Five mintites 
they did not return, Ten, fifteen. T drew near 


the fire, and made myself comfortable ina great ’ 


arm-chair, pester on the embers, but not see 
all the seenery and dramatis persona of my 

life or future fortunes in shifting as 
people in romances usually do, but fan cas- 
tles and caverns in blood-red and golden glare, 


Her audience had. evic patly been sat- | 


ed, and) me, 


suggestive of dreamy fairy-land, salamanders, 
sunsets, and palaces of fire-kings, and all this 
partly shaping and partly shaped by my fancy, 
and leading my gai, Sens and drowsy senses 
off into dreamland. SoT nodded and dozed, 
and sunk into a deep slumber, from which I was 
roused by the voice of my Cousin Monica. On 
opening my an {saw nothing but Lady Knol- 
lys’ faee looking steadily into mine, and’ ex- 
panding into a good-natured Jaugh as she 
watched the vacant and lack-luster stare with 
which I returned her gaze; 

“Come, dear Maud: it is late; you ought to 
have been in your bed an hour ago,” 

Up I stood, and so'soon as I liad bhiuti tohear 
and see aright, it struck me that Cousin Monica 
— more grave and subdued than I had seen 

er. 

“Come, let us light our candles and ~ 
gether.” i aS a 

Holding hands, we ascended, I sleepy, she 
silent; and not a word was spoken ‘until we 
reached my room. Quince was in wait- 
ing, and tea made. 

“Tell her to come back in a few minutes; 
I wish to say a word to you,” said Lady 
Knollys. 

The maid accordingly withdrew, 

Lady Knollys’ eyes followed her til’ she 
closed the door behind her. 

“Ym going in the morning.” 

“So soon! 

“Yes, dear; I could not stay; in fact, Ishould 
have goné to-night; but it was too late, and I 
bed istead in the morning.” 
am 80 sorry—so very sorry,” I exclaimed. 
in honest disappointment, and the walls seemed 
to darken around mb,’ and the monotony of the 
oid routine loomed more terrible in prospect. 

“So am T, dear Maud.” 

sig ae can’t you stop a little longer—won’t 
you 

‘No, Maud, I’m vexed with Austin—v 
much vexed with your father;‘in short, T’ can 
conceive anything so entirely preposterous, and 
dangerous, and insane as his conduct, now that 
his eyes are quite opened, and I must say a 
word to you before I go, and it is just this: You 
must cease to be a mere child; you ine ee, 
and be a woman, Maud; now don’t be frigh 
ened or foolish, but hear'me out. That woman 
—whaf does she call herself—Rougierre? T have 
reason to believe is, in fact, from circumstances, 
must be your enemy; you will find her very, 
deep, datmg, and unscrupulous, 1 venture to 
say, and ‘you can’t be too much on 
Do you quite understand me, Maud 


fea 


gain 


“You have good, honest servants about you, 


and, th 


way, 
compro: 


Ido,” 
And—ani 
re 
onica gave me a pale 
ep et as ER Ae Te BP 
could’ only stare at her; and under m: 
breath T uttered an ¢ aculation o tefor Wo Oe 
‘Don’t be so frightened; you must not be so 
foolish; I only wish you to be upon your { 
Thave my suspicions, but I may be quite wrong; 
your father thinks I am a fool; perhaps I’ am— 
a not; maybe’ he may come to think as I 
. But you must not to'him on the sub- 
ject; he’s an odd man, and never did and never 
will act wisely, when his passions and his preju- 
Cleese rer eokhtitfted + ortina 
@ ever con any great crime?” 
I asked. feeling as if I were onthe poini fe 


ting. m4 
ws Now. dear Maud, I never said 


ant of 
the kind; don’t be so frightened: ; 
have formed, from something Pony sl, 


opinion’ of her} and an un eiploa 
under temptation, is capablé of a ¢ 

But Mety ber singly wae ed she’ may be, you 
ma Ts) Ale 1 Y 
e's acting with ap Bt ae er to be nae 
POTEUNIEY i gin lca 
usin Monica, don't, leave 
'“My dear 

we've 
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with me for a short visit, which I wished. It 
won't last, though; and I do assure you, my 
dear Maud, I am quite happy about you now 
that you are quite on your guard. Just act 
respecting that person as if she were capable of 
any treachery, without showing distrust or dis- 

ike in your manner, and nothing will remain in 
her power; and write to me whenever you wish 
to hear from ba eee if Ican be of any real use, 

I 


I don’t care, Pll come: so there’s a wise little 
woman; do as I’ve said, and depend upon it 
everything will go well, and Ill contrive before 
long to get that nasty creature away.” 

. Except a kiss and afew hurried words in the 
ppeakee when she was leaving, and a penciled 
farewell for papa, there was nothing more from 
Cousin Monica for this time. 

. Knowl was dark again—darker than ever. 
My father, gentle always to me, was now—per- 
haps it was contrast with his fitful return to 
something like the world’s ways, during Lady 
Knollys’ stay—more, silent, sad, and isolated 
than before. Of Madame de la Rougierre I had 
nothing at first particular to remark. Only, 
reader, if you happen to be a rather nervous and 
very young girl, lask you to conceive my fears 
and imaginings, and the kind of misery which I 
was suffering. Its intensity I can not now even 
myself fecal, But it overshadowed me perpet- 
ually—a care—an alarm. It lay down with me 
at night and got up with me in the morning, 
tinting and disturbing my dreams, and making 
my daily life terrible. I, wonder now that [ 
lived through the ordeal. The torment was se- 
cret_and incessant, and kept my mind in un- 
intermitting activity. 

Externally things went on at Know] for some 
weeks in the usual routine, me was, so far 
as her unpleasant ways were concerned, less tor- 
menting than. before, and constantly reminded 
me of “one leetle vow of friendship you remem- 
ber, dearest Maud!” and she would stand beside 
me, and look from the window with her bony 
arm round my waist, and my reluctant hand 
drawn round in hers, and thus she would smile, 
and talk affectionately, and even playfully; for 
at times she would grow quite girlish, and smile 
with her great carious teeth, and begin to quiz 
and babble about the young ‘ faylows,” and tell 
bragging tales of her lovers, all of which were 
dreadful to me. < 

She was perpetually ae yan too, to the 
charming walk we had had together to Church 
Scarsdale, and proposing a repetition of that 
delightful excursion, which, you may be sure, I 
evaded, having by no means so agreeable a rec- 
ollection of our visit. 

One, day, as I was dressing to go out for a 
walk, in came good Mrs. Rusk, the housekeeper, 
tomy room. _, 

‘* Miss Maud, dear, is not that too far for you? 
It is a long walk to Churcb Scarsdale, and you 
are not Looking very well.” 

“To Church Scarsdale?’ I repeated; ‘I’m 
not going to Church Scarsdale; who said I was 

Bay to Church Searsdale? There is nothing I 
ho d so much dislike.” 

fi Why, 


“Well, I never!” exclaimed she. 
there’s old madame’s been down-stairs with me 
for fruit and sandwiches, telling me you were 
longing to go to Church Scarsdale—” abe 


‘““Tt’s quite untrue,” I interrupted. 
knows I hate it.” 

“She does,” said Mrs. Rusk, quietly; “and 

ou did not tell her nothing about the basket? 
ell—if there isn’t a story! Now what may she 
be after—what is it—what is she driving at?’ 

“T can’t tell, but I won't go.” 

‘“No, of course, dear, you won't But you 
may be sure there’s some scheme in her old head. 
Tom Fowkes says she’s bin two or three times to 
drink'tea at Farmer Gray’s—now, could it, be 
she’s thinking to marry him?, And Mrs. Rusk 
sat down and laughed heartily, ending with a 
crow of derision. 

“To think of a young fellow like that, and his 
wife, poor thing, not dead a year—mayhbe she’s 
got money?” 

ae i dont know—I don’t care—perhaps, Mrs. 

k, you mistook madame. I will go down; 


Tam going out.” 
, Madame had a basket in her hand, She held 
pk cre by her capacious skirt, at the far side, 
ani € no allusion to the preparation, neither 
to the direction in which she proposed walking, 
and Lh go artlessly and affectionately she 
Ae by m side, 
we reac e sti the sheep-w: 

ahd tant ; tile at the p-walk, 
._.Now, madame, have not we gone far enough 
in this direction? Suppose we visit the pigeon- 
house in the park?” 

“'W'at folly! my dear-a Manud—you cannot 


walk so far. 

= me Poy ae been then.” 

‘And w’y not-a Way? We ’ave not 
walk’ enough, and Mr. Ruthyn he will not be 
pleased if you'do not take proper exercise. ‘Let 
nea on by the path, stop when you 


“Where do you wish to go, madame” 
P ay ae ae particular—come along’; don’t. be 
‘00! uu 
“26a veg MIASEAT wat éweot Blac (“Béla 
= w’at swee ace 
need n ea talke all the way to there,” . bs 
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“Td rather not walk outside the grounds to- 
day, madame.” 
“Come, Maud, you shall not be fool—w’at 


you mean, mademoiselle?” said the stalwart | 


ady, growing yellow and greenish with an an- 
ery mottling, and accosting me very pruftty. 

‘I don’t care to cross ihe stile, thank you, 
madame. I shall remain at this side.” 

“You shall do w’at I tell you!” exclaimed she. 

‘“Let go my arm, madame, you hurt me,” I 
cried. 

She had griped my arm very firmly in her 
great bony hand, and seemed preparing to drag 
me over by main force, 


“Let me go,” I repeated, shrilly, for the pain | 


increased. 

“‘ La!” she cried, with a smile of rage and a 
laugh, letting me go, and shoving me backward 
at the same time, so that I had a rather danger- 
bi — tumble. eee: ‘ 

stood up, a g' eal hurt, and very angry, 
notwithstanding my, fear of her. said 

“Tl ask papa if I’m to be so ill used.” 

“ Wat ’av’ I done?” cried madame, ae 
grimly from her hollow jaws; “I did all Tcoul 
to help you over—ow could I prevent you to 


pull back and tumble if you would do so? That | 


is the way w’en hy petites mademoiselles are 
papel and hurt yourself, they always try to 
make bericed ie a aes Tell-a w’at you like 
—you thi care? 

% Very well, madame,” 

“ Are-a you coming?” 

ce No. ” 


She looked steadily in my face and very wick- 
edly. I gazed at her as with dazzled eyes—I 
suppose as the feathered prey do at the owl that 
glares on them by night. Ineither moved back 
nor forward, but stared at her quite helplessly. 

‘““You are nice pupil—charming young, per- 
son! So polite, so obedient, so amiable! I will 
walk toward Church Scarsdale,” she continued, 
suddenly breaking through the conversational- 
ism of her irony, and accosting me in savage ac- 
cents. ‘‘ You weel stay behind if youdare. I 
tell you to accompany—do you hear?” 

Nore than ever resolved against following 
her, I. remained where I was, watching her as 
she marched fiercely away, swinging her basket 
as though in imagination knocking my head off 
with it. 

She soon cooled, however, and looking over 
her shoulder, and seeing me still at the other 
side of the stile, she paused, and beckoned me 
grimly to follow her. Seeing me resolutely 
maintain my position, she faced’ about, 
her head like an angry beast, and seemed un- 
certain for a while what course to take with 


me. 

She stamped and beckoned furiously again. 
I stood firm. I was very much frightened and 
could not'tell to what violence she might resort 
in her exasperation.. She walked toward me 
with an inflamed countenance and aslight an, 
wagging of the head; my heart fluttered, and 
awaited. the crisis in extreme trepidation. She 
came close, the stile only separating us, and 
stopped short, glaring and grinning like a 
French grenadier who has crossed bayonets, but 
hesitates to close. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
DOCTOR BRYERLY LOOKS IN. 


Wuart had I done to excite this ungovernable 
fury? We had often before had such small dif- 
ferences, and she had contented herself with 
being sarcastic, teasing, and impertinent. 

‘*So, for future you are gouvernante and I the 
cheaile for you to command—is not sot—and 

ou must direct where we shall walk. Tres 

ien! we shall see; Monsieur Ruthyn he shall 
know every thing. For me I do not care—not 
at all—I shall be rather pleased, on the contrary. 
Let him decide. If I shall be responsible for 
the conduct and the health of mademoiselle his 
daughter, it must be that I shall have authority 
to direct her w’at she must do—it must be that 
sheor I shall-obey. TI ask only witch shall com- 
mand for the fufure—voila tout!” 

i was frightened, but resolute; I dare say I 
looked sullen and uncomfortable. Atall rabeitee 
] eee to ais teed cet possibly Feajol 

y w eecing, #0 6 tried coaxing and cajol- 
ing, and pati my cheek, and predicted that I 
would be ‘a good cheaile,” and not ‘vex poor 
madame,” but do for the future “w’at she tell-a 
me. 


so particularly to-day?” 
he anewared my steady look with a contrac- 
ed and unpleasant frown, 

“Wy do I? Ido not understand you; there 
is no particular day—w’at folly! *y I like 
Church Scarsdale? Well, it is such” pretty 
place. There is all! W’at leetle fool! y sup- 


pose y keel-a you and bury 


you in the church-yard?” 


And she laughed, and it would not have been 
a bad laugh for a ghoul. 

“Come, my dearest Maud, you are not-a such 
fool to say, if you tell me go thees-a way, I weel 

that; and if you say go that-a way, I weel go 
thees; you are a reasonable leetle girl; come 
along—allons donc—we shall ay’ soche agreeable 
walk—weel-a you?” 

But Iwas immovable. It was neither obsti- 
nacy nor caprice, but a profound fear that gov- 
erned me. I was then afraid—yes, afraid. 
Afraid of what? Well, of going with madame 
de la Rougierre to Church Scarsdale that day. 
Fd was all. And I believe that instinct was 

rue. 

She turned a bitter glance toward Church 
Scarsdale and bit her lip. She saw that she 
must give iti be A shadow hung upon her drab 
features. A little scowl—a little sneer—wide 
lips compressed with a false smile, and a leaden 
shadow mottling all. Such was the countenance 
of the lady who only a minute or two before 
had been smiling and murmuring over the stile 
so amiably with her idiomatic “blarney,” as 
the Irish call that kind of blandishment. 

There was no mistaking the malignant disap- 
pointment that hooked and warped her features 
—my heart sunk—a tremendous fear over- 

wered me, Had she intended poi oning me? 

hat was in that basket? I looked in her 
dreadful face. I felt for a minute quite frantic. 
A feeling of rage with my father, with m 
cousin Monica for abandoning me to this dread- 
ful rogue took possession of me, and I cried, 
helplessly wringing my hands, ‘Oh! it is a 
shame—it is a shame—it is a shame!” 

The countenance of the gouvernante relaxed. 
I think she in turn was taecie, at my ex- 
treme agitation. It might have worked unfa- 
vorably with my father. 

“Come, Maud, it is time you should t 
control Pid temper. You shall not walk to 
Church Scarsdale if you do not like—I only in- 
vite. There! Tt is quite as you please, where 
we shall walk then 4 Here to the peegeon- 
house? I think you say. Tout bien! Param 
ber, I concede you every thing. Let us go.” 

We went, therefore, toward the pigeon-house, 
through the forest trees; I not speaking as the 
children in the wood did with their sinister con- 
ductor, but utterly silent and scared. She silent 
also, meditating, and sometimes with a s 


to 


| side-glance gauging my progress toward equa- 


nimity. Her own was rapid; for madame was 
a erat gc and 5 ge accommodated her- 
self to circumstances. e had not walked a 
quarter of an hour when every trace of gloom 
had left her face, which had assumed its cus- 
tomary brightness, and she began to sing with a 
spiteful hilarity as we walked forward, and, in- 

eed, seemed to be Sy Sot one of her wag- 
gish, frolicsome moods. But her fun in these 
moods was solitary. The joke, whatever it was, 
remained in her own keeping. When we ap- 
proached the ruined brick tower—in old timesa 
ats et ile grew quite frisky, and twirled 

er basket in the air, and capered to her own 


singing. 

Under the shadow of the broken wall and its 
ivy, she sat down with a frolicsome plump, and 
opened her basket, inviting me to partake, which 
I declined. Imustdoher justice, however, upon 
the suspicion of poision, which she quite disposed 
of by gobbling up, to her own share, every- 
thing which the basket contained. 

The reader is not to suppose that madame’s 
clfeerful demeanor indicated that I was forgiven. 
Nothing of the kind. One syllable more, on our 
walk home, she addressed not to me. And 
when we reached the terrace, she said, “You 
will please, Maud, remain for two—three min- 
utes in the Dutch garden, while I speak with 
Mr. Ruthyn in the study.” 

This was spoken with a high head and an in- 
sufferable smile; and I more haughtily, but 
quite, BrP iia sired withouy Gisputinig, aad He 
scende es 0 the quaint little en she 
had indicated, wi a er 

was surprised, and ve Jad to see my fa- 
ther there. Tran to Hitt ob began: % 

‘Oh, papa!” and then’ stopped short, adding 
only, ‘‘ may I speak to you now?” 

e smiled kindly and gravely on me. 

“Well, Maud, say your ap 2 

“Oh, sir, it is only this: I entreat that our 
walks, mine and e’s, may be confined to 


the grounds.” 
“ d why?” a 
“I—I'm afraid to go with her. 


“ Afraid!” he repeated, looking hard at me. 

i Have you lately had a letter from Lady Knol- 
or 

me No, papa, not for two months or more, 

There was a pause. : 

“ And why afraid, Maud?’ 

“She brought me one day to Church Scars- 
dale; you know what a solitary place it is, sir; 
and she frightened me so that I was afraid to go 
with her into the church-yard. But she went 
and left me alone at the other side of the stream, 


and an impudent man passing by sto and 
spoke to me, and seemed inclined to laugh at 
me, and altogether frightened me very much, 
and he did not go till madame happened to re- 


” 
TA Wnat kind of man—young or old?” 
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“A young man; he looked like a farmer’s 


son, but very srapacent, and stood there talking 
to me whether I would or not; and madame 
did not care at all, and laughed at me for being 


frightened; and, indeed, I am very uncomfort- | 


able with her.” 

He gave me another shrewd look, and then 
looked down cloudily and thought. 

“You say you are uncomfortable and fright- 
ened. How is this—what causes these feel- 
ings?” ‘ " 

“T don’t know, sir; she likes frightening me; 
I am afraid of her—we are all afraid of her, I 
think. . The servants, I mean, as well as I.” 

My father nodded his head contemptuously 
twice or thrice, and muttered: 

** A pack of fools!” 

‘* And she was so very angry to-day with me 
begause I would not. walk again with her to 
Church Scarsdale, I am very much afraid of 
her. I—” and quite unpremeditatedly I burst 
into tears. 

“There, there, little Maud, you must not ery. 
She is here only for your, good. you are 
afraid—even foolishly afraid—it is enough. Be 
it as you say; your walks are henceforth con- 
fined to the grounds; I'll tell her so.” 

I thanked him through my tears very earn- 
estly. 

«But, Maud, beware of prejudice; women are 
unjust and violent in their judgments. Your 
family has suffered in some of its members by 
such injustice. It behooves us to be careful not 
to practice it.” 

hat evening in the drawing-room my father 
said, in his usual abrupt way: 

“About my departure, Maud—lI’ve had a let- 
ter from London this morning, and I think I 
shall be called away sooner than I at first sup- 
posed, and for a little while we must manage 
apart from one another. Do not be alarmed. 

ou shall not be in Madame de la Rougierre’s 
charge, but under the care of a relation; but 
even so, little Maud will miss her old father, I 
think.” 

His tone was very tender, so were his looks; 
he was gy down on me with a smile, and 
tears were in his eyes. This softening was new 
to me. I felt a strange thrill of surprise, de- 
light and love, and, springing up, I, threw my 
arms about his neck and wept in silence. He, I 
think, shed tears also. 

“You said a visitor was coming—some one 
sou mean to go away with. Ah! yes, you love 
fim better than me.’ 

‘No, dear, no; but I fear him; and I am 
sorry to leave you, little Maud.” 

“Tt won’t be very long,” I pleaded. 

‘No, dear,” he answered, with a sigh. 

I was tempted almost to question him more 


closely on the subject, but he seemed to divine | 


what wes in my mind, for 
- aeer no more of it, but only bear in mind, 

aud, what I told you about the oak cabinet, 
the key of which is here,” and he held it up as 
formerly: ‘‘ you remember what you are to do 
in case Doctor Bryerly should come while I am 
away?” 

‘Yes, sir.” 

His manner had changed, and I had returned 
to my accustomed formalities. 

It was only a few days later that Doctor Bry- 
erly actually did arrive at Knowl, quite unex- 
pectedly, except, I suppose, by my father. He 
was to stay only one night. 

He was twice closeted in the little study up- 
stairs with my father, who seemed to me, even 
for him, unusually dejected, and Mrs. Rusk, in- 
veighing against “them rubbitch,” as she always 
termed the Swedenborgians, told me ‘they 
were making him quite shaky-like, and he would 
not last no time if that lanky, lean ghost of a 
fellow in black was to keep prowling in and out 
of his room like a tame cat.” 

I lay awake that night, wondering what the 
mystery might be that connected my father and 
Dr. Bryerly. There was something more than 
the convictions of their strange religion could 
account for. There was something that. pro- 
foundly agitated my father. It may not be rea- 
sonable, but so it is. The person whose pres- 
ence, though we know nothing of the cause of 
taat effect, is palpably attended with pain to 
any one who -is dear to us, grows odious, and I 
began to detest Doctor Bryerly. é 

t was a gray, dark morning, and in a dark 

ass in the gallery, near the staircase, I came 

Pall upon the ungainly doctor, in his glossy 
black suit, : 

I think, if my mind had been less anxiously 
excited on the subject of his visit, or if I hadnot 
disliked him so much, I should not have found 
courage to accost him as I did. There was 
something sly, I thought, in his dark, lean face, 
and he looked so low, so like a Scotch artisan in 
his Sunday clothes, that I felt a sudden pang of 
indignation at the thought that a great gentle- 
man like my father should have suffered under 
his influence, and I stopped suddenly, instead 
of passing him by with a mere salutation, as 
he expected, ‘‘May I ask a question, Doctor 
Bryer y?” 

“ Certainly.” 

‘‘ Are you the friend whom my father ex~ 
z 
‘“T don’t quite see.” 


he said, ‘‘ Let us 
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“The friend, I mean, with whom. he is to 
make an expedition to some distance, I think, 
and for some little time?’ 

“No,” said the doctor, with a shake of his 
head, 

** And who is he?’ 

sal realy have not a notion, miss,” 

“Why, he said that you knew,” I replied. 

The doctor looked honestly puzzled, 

*« Will he stay long away? pray tell me.” 

The doctor looked into my troubled face with 
inquiring and darkened eyes, like one who half 
reads another’s meaning, and then he said a 
little briskly, but not s arply, “Well, J don’t 
know, I’m sure, miss; no, indeed, you must have 
mistaken; there’s nothing that J know.” 

There was a little pause, and he added, ‘‘ No. 
He never mentioned any friend to me.” I fan- 
cied that he was made uncomfortable by_my 
question, and wanted to hide the truth. Per- 
haps I was partly right. 

‘Oh! Doctor Bryerly, pray, pray who is the 
friend and where is he going?” 

“T do assure you,” he said, with a strange 
sort of impatience, ‘‘T don’t know; it is all non- 
sense.” And he turned to go, looking, I think, 
annoyed and disconcerted. 

A terrific suspicion crossed my brain like 
lightning. 

‘‘ Doctor, one word,” I said, I believe, quite 
wildly; ‘‘do you—do you think his mind is at 
all affected?” 

‘Insane?’ he said, looking at me with a sud- 
den, sharp inquisitiveness, that brightened into 
asmile; ‘‘ pooh! h! Heaven forbid; not a 
saner man in England.” 

Then with a little nod he walked on, carry- 
ing, as I believed, notwithstanding his dis. 
claimer, the secret with him. In the afternoon 
Doctor Bryerly went away, 


CHAPTER XVII. 
AN ADVENTURE, ; 

For many days after our quarrel madame 
hardly spoke to me. As for lessons, I_ was not 
much troubled with them. It was plain, too, 
that my father had spoken to her, for she never 
after that day proposed our extending our walks 
beyond the precincts of Knowl. 

owl, however, was a very considerable ter- 
ritory, and it was possible for a much better 
destrian than I to tire herself effectually with- 
out passing its limits. So we took occasionally 
long walks. 

After some weeks of sullenness, during which 
for days at atime, she hardly spoke to me, and 
seemed lost in dark and evil abstraction, she 
once more, and somewhat suddenly, recovered 
her spirits, and grew quite friendly. _ Her gaye- 
ties and friendliness were not reassuring, and in 
my mind presaged approaching mischief and 
treachery. The days were shortening to the 
wintry span. The edge of the red sun had al- 
ready touched the horizon as madame and I, 
overtaken at the warren by his last beams, were 
hastening homeward. 

A narrow carriage-road traverses this wild 
region of the park, to which a distant gate gives 
entrance. On descending into this unfrequented 
road I was surprised to see a carriage standing 
there. A thin, sly postillion, with that pert, 
turned-up nose which the old caricaturist W ood- 
ward used to attribute to the gentlemen of 
Tewkesbury, was leaning on his horses, and 
looked hard at me as I passed. A lady who sat 
within looked out, with an extra-fashionable 
bonnet on, and also treated us to a stare, Very 
pink and white cheeks she had, very black glos- 
sy hair and bright eyes; fat, bold, and rather 
cross she looked; and in her bold way she ex- 
amined us curiously as we peer 

I mistook the situation, It had once happened 
before that.an intending visitor at Knowl had 
entered the place by that park road, and lost 
several hours in a vain search for the house, 

“Ask him, madame, whether they want to 

to the house; I dare say they have missed 
fair way,” whispered I. 

“Bh bien! they will find again. I do not 
choose to talk to post-boys; allons!” 

But I asked the man as we passed, ‘‘Do you 
want to reach the house?” 

By this time he was at the horses’ heads, buck- 
ling the harness. _ 

“Noa,” he said, in a surly tone, smiling oddly 
on the winkers; but, recollecting his politeness, 
he added, ‘Noa, thankee, misses, it’s what 
they (calls a pic-nic; we'll be takin’ the road 
now. 

He was smiling now on a little buckle with 
which he was engaged. 

“* Come—nonsense!” whispered madame my A 
ly in my ear; and she whisked me by the 
a so we crossed the little stile at the other 
side. 

Our path lay across the warren, which undu- 
lates in little hillocks. The sun was down by 
this time; blue shadows were stretching round 
us, colder in the splendid contrast of the bur- 
nished sunset; " 

Descending over these hillocks we saw three 
figures a little in advance of us, not far from 
the path we were tracing. Two were Sear] 
smoking and chatting at intervals. One 
and slim, with a high chimney-pot, worn a lit- 
tle on one side, and a white great-coat buttoned 


up to the chin. The other shorter and stouter; 
with a dark-colored,wrapper. These gentlemen 
were facing rather our way as we came over 
the edge of the eminence, but turned their backs 
on perceiving our approach, As they did so I 
remember well each lowered his cigar suddenly 
with the simultaneousness of a drill.. The third 
figure sustained the picnic character of the 
group, for he was repacking a hamper. He 
stood suddenly erect as we drew near, and a 
very ill-looking person he was, low-browed, 
square-chinned, and with a broad, broken nose. 

e wore gaiters, and was a little bandy, ver 
broad, and had a closely-cropped bullet head, 
and deep-set little eyes, The moment I saw 
him I beheld the living type of the burglars and 
bruisers whom I had so often heheld with akind 
of skepticism in Punch. He stood over his 
hamper and scowled sharply at us for a moment; 
then with the point of his foot he jerked a little 
fur cap that lay on the ground into his hand. 
drew it tight over his lowering brows, an 
called to his companion, just as we passed him, 
“Hallo! mister, how’s this?” 

‘All right,” said the tall person in the white 
great-coat, who, as he answered, shook his 
shorter companion by the arm, I thought 
angrily. 

his shorter companion turned about. He 
had a muffler loose about his neck and chin. I 
thought he seemed shy and irresolute, and the 
tall man gave him a great jolt with his elbow, 
which made him stagger, and I fancied a little 
angry, for he said as it seemed a sulky word or 


wo. 

The gentleman in the white surtout, however, 
standing direct in our way, raised his hat with 
a mock salutation, placing his hand on his 
breast, and forthwith began to advance with an 
insolent grin and an air of tipsy frolic. 

“Jist in time, ladies; five minutes more and 
we'd ’a’ bin off. Thankee, Mrs. Mouser, ma’am, 
for the honor of the meetin’, and more particu- 
lar for the pleasure of making your young lady’s 
acquaintance—niece, ma’am? daughter, ma’am? 
aaatman ooek by Jove, is it! Hallo, there, 
mild ’un, I say, stop packin’!” This was to the 
ill-favored person with the broken nose, ‘‘ Bring 
us a couple o’ glasses and a bottle o’ Curacoa; 
what are you ‘feard on, my dear? this is Lord 
Sy eke 3 here, a reg’lar charmer, wouldn’t hurt 
a fly, hey, Lolly? Isn’t he pretty, miss? and 
I’m Sir Simon Sugarstick—so called after old 
Sir Simon, ma’am; and I’m so tall and straight, 
miss, and slim—ain’t I? and ever so sweet, my 
honey, when you come to know me, just like a 
sugarstick ; ain’t I, Lolly, boy?” 

“Tm Miss Ruthyn, tell them, madame,” I 
said, stamping on the ground, and very much 
frightened. 

“Be quaite, Maud. If you are angry they 
will hurt us; ieave me to speak,” whispered the 
gouvernante, : 

All this time they were appAching from sep- 
arate points. I glanced back, and saw the ruf- 
fianly-looking man within a yard or two, with 
his arm raised and one finger up, telegraphing, 
as it seemed, to the gentleman in front, 

“Be quaite, Maud,” whispered madame, with 
an awful adjuration, which I do not care to set: 
down. ‘They are teepsy don’t seem ‘fraid.” 

I was afraid—terrified.. The circle had now 
so narrowed that they might have placed their 
hands on my shoulders. 

‘Pray, gentlemen, w’at you want? weel-a you 
’av’ the goodness to permif us to go on?” 

I now observed for the first time, with a kind 
of shock, that the shorter of the two men who 
prevented our advance was the person who had 
accosted me so offensively at Church Scarsdale. 
I pulled madame by the arm, whispering “ Let 
us run, 

‘Be quaite, my dear Maud,” was her only 


reply. 

r "4 tell you what,” said the tall man, who had 
replaced his high hat more jauntily than before 
on the side of his head, ‘“‘ we’ve caught you now, 
fair game, and we'll Jet you off on conditions. 
You must not be frightened, miss. Upon my 
honor and soul, I mean no mischief ; do I, Lolli. 

op? Icall him Lord Lollipop—it’s only chaff 
Sangh: his name is Smith. Now, Lolly, I vote 
we let the prisoners go, when we just introduce 
them to . Smith; she’s sitting in the car- 
riage, and keeps Mr. 8. here in precious good 
order, I promise you. There’s easy terms for 
you, eh, and we'll have a glass o’ Curacoa 
round, and so part friends. it a bargain? 
Com!” 

* Yes, Maud, we must go—w’at matter?” whis- 
pered madame, vehemently. 

“You sha’n’t,” I said, instinctively terrified. 

“Yowll go with ma’am, young ‘un, won't 

ou?” said Mr. Smith, as his companion called 


Madame was holding my arm, but I snatched 
it from her and would have run; the tall man, 
however, placed his arms round meand held me 
fast with an affectation of playfulness, but his 
grip was hard enough to hurt me a good deal. 

ing now thoroughly frightened, after an inef- 
fectual struggle, during which I heard madame 
say, ‘‘ You fool, Maud, will ‘ou come with me? 
See what you are doit began to scream, 
shrick after shriek, which the man attempted to 
drown with loud hooting, peals of laughter, foy- 
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cing his handkerchief against my mouth, while 
ame continued to bawl her exhortations to 

** be quiet ” in my ear. 

“PH lift her, Thay !” said a gruff voice behind 


me. 

But at this instant, wild with terror, I dis- 
tinctly heard other voices nn The men 
who surrounded me were instantly silent, and 
all looked in the direction of the sound, now 
very near, and I screamed with redoubled en- 
ergy. The ruffian behind me thrust his great 
hand over my mouth. 

“Tt is the gamekeeper,” cried madame. ‘‘ Two 
gamekeepers—we are safe—thank Heaven!” and 
she began to call on Dykes by name. ; 

I only remember, feeling myself at liberty, 
running a few steps—seeing Dykes’ white furi- 
ous face—clinging to his arm, with which he 
was bringing his gun to a level, and saying, 
“ Don’t fire! they'll murder us if you do.” 

Madame, screaming lustily, ran up at the same 
moment. 

“Run on to the gate and lock it. Tl be wi’ 
ein a minute,” cried he to the other game- 
eeper, who started instantly on his mission, for 

the three ruffians were already in full retreat 
for the carriage. 

Giddy—wild—fainting—still terror carried 
NO Mad Rogers—s’ tak 

ow, ame —s'pose ‘you ) 
Ae Ee cag on—I must run and len’ Bill a 
and. 

“No, no, you moste not,” cried madame. “T 
am fainting myself; and more villains they may 
be near to us.” 

But at this moment we heard a shot, and, 
muttering to himself and graspiug his gun, 
Dykes ran at his utmost speed in the direction 
of the sound. 

With many exhortations to speed and ejacu- 
lations of alarm, madame hurried me on toward 
the house, which at length we reached without 
further adventure. 

As it happened, my father met us in the hall. 
He was aaa with fury on 
hearing from ma e what had happened, and 
set out at once, with some of the servants, in 
the hope of intercepting the party at the park 

‘ate. 
e Here was a new agitation; for my father did 
not return for nearly three hours, and I could 
not conjecture what might be occurring during 
the period of his absence. My alarm was 
greatly increased by the arrival in the interval 
of poor Bill, the under-gamekeeper, very much 


injured. 
eeing that he was determined to intercept 
réat, the three men had set upon him, 


their 
wrested his gun, which exploded in the struggle, 
from him, and beat him savagely. I mention 
these particulars because they convinced every- 
body that there was something specially deter- 
mined and ferocious in the spirit of the party, 
and that the fracas was no mere frolic, but the 
result of a predetermined plan. | ; 

My father had not succeeded in overtaking 
them. He traced them to the Lugton Station, 
where they had taken the railway, and no one 
could tell him in what direction the carriage 
and post-horses had driven. 

Madame was, or affected to be, very much 
shattered by what had occurred. Her recollec- 
tion and mine, when my father questioned us 
closely, differed very ereeeigiee§ cting 
many details of the personnel of the villainous 

. She was obstinate and clear; and al- 
ough the ekeeper corroborated my de- 
scription of them, my father was puzzled. 
Perhaps hé was not sorry that some hesitation 
was forced upon him, because, although at first 
he would have gone almost any length to detect 
the persons, on reflection he was. pleased that 
there was not evidence to bring them into a 
court of justice, the publicity and annoyance 
of which would have been inconceivably dis- 
tressing to me. 

Madame was in a strange state—tempestuous 
in temper, talking incessantly—every now and 
thén in floods of tears, and perpetually on her 
knees, pouring forth torrents of thanksgiving to 
Heaven for our joint deliverance from the hands 
of those villains. Notwithstanding our commu- 
ie of danger and her thankfulness on my be- 

f, however, she broke forth into wrath and 
railing whenever we were alone sg 

‘“W'at fool you were! so disobedient and ob- 
stinate; if "be ’ad done w’at J say, then we 
should ’av’ juaite safe; those persons they 
were tipsy, and there is nothing so dgupertle as 
to quarrel with tipsy persons; I would ’av’ 
brought you quaite safe—the lady she seem so 
nice and quaite, and we should”ay’ been safe 
with her—there would ’ay’ been nothing abso- 
aoa but instead you would scream an 
Veo e, and so they grow quite wild, and all the 

pertinence and violence follow, of course; and 
that-a poor Bill—all his beating and danger to 
his life it is cause entairely by you.” 

And she'spoke with more real virulence than 
that kind of upbraiding generally exhibits. 

“The beast !” exclaimed Mrs. Rusk, when 
she, I and Mary Quince were in my room to- 

ther. ‘With all her crying and praying, I'd 

ike to know as much as she does, maybe, about 
them rascals. There never was sich like about 
place, long as I remember it, till she came 


to Knowl, old witch! with them unmereiful big 
bones of hers, anid her great bald head, grinning 
here, and crying there, and her nose every- 
where. The did Prench hypocrite!” 

Mary Quince threw in an observation, and I 
believe Mrs. Rusk rejoined, but I heard neither. 
For, whether thé housekeeper spoke with reflec- 
tion or‘not, what she said affected me strangely. 
Through the smallest aperture, for a moment, I 


had had a peepinto Pandemonium. Were not | 


peculiarities of madame’s demeanor and advice 
during the adventure partly accounted for by 
the suggestion? Could the proposed excursion 
to Church Scarsdale have had any purpose of 
the same sort? What was proposed? How 
was madame interested in it? Were such im- 
measurable treason and hypocrisy possible? I 
could not explain nor quite believe in the shape- 
less suspicion that with these light and bitter 
words of the old housekeeper had stolen so hor- 
ribly into my mind. 

After Mrs. Rusk was gone I awoke from my 
dismal abstraction with something like a moan 
and a shudder, with a dreadful sense of danger. 

‘Oh! Mary Quince,” I cried, ‘do you think 
she really knew?” 

‘* Who, Miss Maud?” 

“Do you think madame knew of those dread- 
ful people? Oh, no—say you don’t—you don’t 
believe it—tell me she did not. I’m distracted, 
mr Quince—I'm frightened out of my life.” 

“There, now, Miss Maud, dear—there, now; 
don’t take on so—why should she?—no such a 
thing. Mrs. Rusk, law bless you, she’s no more 
méaning in what she says than the child un- 
born.” 

But I was really frightened. Iwas in a hor- 
rible state of uncertainty as to Madame de la 
Rougierre’s complicity with the party who had 
beset us at the warren and afterward so mur- 
derously beat our poor gamekeeper. How was 
I ever to get-rid of that horrible woman? How 
jong was she to enjoy her continual opportuni- 
ties of affrighting and injuring me? 

“She hates me—she hates me, Mary Quince; 
and she will never stop until she has done me 
some dreadful injury. Oh! will no one relieve 
me—will no one take her away? Oh, ‘papa, 
papa, papa! you will be sorry when if is 


I was crying and wringing my hands, and 
turning from side to side, at my wits’ ends, and 
honest Mary Quince in vain endeavored to quiet 
and comfort me. 


CHAPTER ‘XVIII. 
A MIDNIGHT VISITOR. 

THe frightful warnings of Lady ae de 
haunted me too. Was there no escape from the 
dreadful companion whom fate had assigned 
me? I made up my mind again and again to 

ak to my father and urge her removal. In 
other things he indulged me; here, however, he 
met me dryly and sternly; and it was plain that 
he fancied IT was under my Cousin Monica’s in- 
fluence, and also that he had secret reasons for 
feces in an opposite course. Just then I 
ad a gay, odd letter from Lady Knollys, from 
some country house in Shropshire. Not a word 
about Captain Oakley. My eye skimmed its 
pages in search of that charmed name. Witha 
eevish feeling I tossed the sheet upon the table. 
wardly I thought how ill-natured and un- 
womanly it was. 

After atime, however, I read it, and found the 
letter very good-natured. She had received a 
note from pe He had “had the impudence 
to forgive her for his impertinence.” But for 
my sake she meant, notwithstanding this aggra- 
vation, really to pardon him, and, whenever she 
had a disengaged week, to accept his invitation 
to Knowl, from whence she was resolved to 
whisk me off to London, where, though I was 
too young to be presented at court and come out, 
I might yet—besides having the best masters 
and a good excuse for getting rid of Medusa— 
see a great deal that would amuse and surprise 


me. 

“Great news, I suppose, from Lady Knollys?” 
said madame Who’ alwas s knew who in Nhe 
house received letters by the post, and by an in- 
tuition from whom they came. 

‘Two letters—you and your papa. She is 
quite well, I hope?” 

** Quite well, thank you, madame.” 

Some fishing questions, dropped from time to 
time, fared no better. And as usual, when she 
was foiled even in a trifle, she became sullen and 
malignant. 

That night, when my father and I were alone, 
he sudde: Y closed the book he had been reading 
and said, “'T heard from Monica Knollys to-day. 
T always liked poor Monnie; and though she’s 
no witch, and very wrong-headed at times, yet 
now and then she does say a thing that’s worth 
weighing. Did she ever ‘talk to you of a time, 
Maud, when you are to be your own mis- 


tages Le, a little puzzled, and look- 
ing straight in his rugged, kindly face. 
8 Well, I thought she tnight—she's a rattle, 
ou know—always was a rattle, and that sort 
of people say whatever comes uppermost. But 
that’s a subject for me, and more than once, 
Maud, it has puzzled me.” 
He sighed. 
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which at night always seemed a little awesome 
darkly wainscoted, uncheered by the cross-light 


count. 

I think my father had intended making some 
disclosure to mé on entering thisroom. If so 
he changed his mind, or at least postponed his 
intention. 

He had passed before the cabinet, respecting 
the key of which he had given me so strict a 
charge, and I think he was. going to explain 
himself more fully than he had done. But he 
went on, instead, to the table where his desk, al- 
ways Woes, locked, was placed, and havin 
lighted the candles which stood by it, be glance 
at me and said: 

“You must wait a little, Maud; I shall have 
something to say to you. Take this candle and 
amuse yourself with a book meanwhile.” 

I was accustomed to obey in silence. I chose 
a volume of engravings, and ensconced myself 
in a favorite nook in which I had often passed 
a half hour similarly. ‘This was a deep recess 
by the fireplace, fenced on the other side by a 
great old escritoire. Into this I drew a stool, 
and, with candle and book, placed myself snugly 
in the narrow chamber. Every now and then 
T raised my eyes, and saw my father either writ- 
ing or ruminating, as it seemed to me, very 
anxiously at his desk. 

Time wore on—a longer time than he had in- 
tended, and still he continued absorbed at his 
desk. Gradually I grew sleepy, and as I nad- 
ded, the book and room faded away, and pleas- 
ant little dreams began to gather round me, and 
so I went off into a deep slumber. 

It must have lasted long, for when I wakened 
my candle had burned out; my father, having 

juite forgotten me, was gone, and the room was 
ark and deserted. I felt cold and a little stiff, 
and for some seconds did not know where I was. 

I had been wakened, I suppose, by a sound 
which I now distinctly heard, to my great ter- 
ror, approaching. There was a rustling; there 
was a breathing. I heard a creaking upon the 
plank that always creaked when walked upon in 
the passage. I held my breath and listened 
and coiled myself up in the innermost recess of 
my little chamber. 

axtiians and sharp, a light; one in from the 
nearly closed study door. 1/ shone angularly 
on the ceiling like a letter L reversed. There 
was a pause. Then some one knocked softly at 
the door, which after another pause was slowly 

ushed open. I expected, I Think, to see the 
dreaded figure of the linkman. _I was scarcely 
less frightened to see that of Madame dela Rou- 
gierre. She was dressed in a sort of gray silk, 
which she called her Chinese silk—precisely as 
she had been in the daytime. In fact, I do not 
think she had undressed. She had no shoes on. 
Otherwise her toilette was deficient in nothing. 
Her wide mouth was grimly closed, and she 
stood scowling into the room with a searching 
and pallid scrutiny, the candle held high above 
her head at the full stretch of her arm. 

Placed as I was in a deep recess, and in a seat 
hardly raised above the level of the floor, I es- 
caped her, although it seemed to me for some 
seconds, as T gazed on this specter, that our eyes 
actually met. 5 

I sat without breathing or winking, staring 
upon the formidable image which with up- 
stretched arm, and the sharp lights and hard 
shadows thrown upon her corrugated features, 
aoe like a sorceress watching for the effect of 
a spell. 

he was plainly listening intensely. Uncon- 
sciously she had drawn her lower lip altogether 
between her teeth, and I well remember what a 
death-like and idiotic look the contortion gave 
her. My terror lest she should discover mo 
amounted to positive agony. She rolled her eyes 
stealthily from corner to corner of the room, 
and listened with her neck awry at the door. 

Then to my father’s desk she went. To my 

at relief, her back was toward me. She 
stooped over it, with the candle close by; I saw 
her try a key—it could be nothing else—and 1 
andy her blow through the wards to clear 
them. 

Then, again, she listened at the door, candle 
in hand, and then, with long tiptoe steps came 
back, and papa’s desk in another moment was 
open, and madame cautiously turning over the 
papers it contained. 

wice or thrice she paused, glided to the door, 
and listened again ey with her head near 
the ground, and then returned and continued 
her search, poate sont at ide one after anoth- 
er, tolerably methodi » and reading some 
quite through. 

While this felonious business was going on, I 
was freezing with fear lest she should accident- 
ally look round and her eyes light on me; for I 
could not say what she might not do rather than 
have her crime discov i 

Sometimes she would read a pay 
sometimes a whisper no louder 


rtwie> over; 
an the ticking 
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of a watch; sometimesa brief chuckle under her 

breath, bespoke the interest with which here 

and there a letter or memorandum was read. 

For about half an hour, I think, this went on; 
but at the time it seemed to me all but interm- 
inable. Onasudden she raised her head and 
listened for a moment, replaced the papers deft- 
ly, closed the desk without: noise, except for the 
any click of the lock, extinguished the candle, 
and rustled stealthily out of the room, leaving in 

the darkness the malign and haglike face on 
which the candle had just shone still floating 
filmy in the dark. 1 cai 

y did I remain silent and motionless while 
such an outrage was being committed? If, in- 
stead of being a very nervous girl, preoccupied 
with an undefinable terror of that wicked wo- 
man, I had possessed courage and presence of 
mind, I dare say I might have given an alarm, 
and escaped from the room without the slight- 
est risk. But so it was; I could no more stir 
than the bird who, cowering under its ivy, sees 
the white ow] sailing back and forward on its 
predatory cruise. 

Not only during her presence, but for more 
than an hour after, I remained cowering in my 
hiding-place, and afraid to stir, lest: she might 
either be lurking in the neighborhood, or return 
and surprise me, 

You will not be astonished that after a night 
so passed I was ill and feverish in the morning. 
To my horror, Madame de la Rougierre came to 
visit me at my bedside. Not a trace of guilty 
consciousness of what had passed during the 
night was legible in her face. She had no sign 
of late watching, and her toilet was exem- 

lary. 

~ rit she sat smiling by me, full of anxious and 
affectionate inquiry, and smoothed the coverlet 
with her great felonious hand, I could quite 
comprehend the dreaded feeling with which the 
deceived husband in the ‘‘ Arabian Nights” met 
his ghoul wife after his nocturnal discovery. 

iif as I was, [ got up and found my father in 
that room which adjoined his bedchamber. He 
perceived, I am sure, by my looks, that some- 
thing unusual had happened. I shut the door, 
and came close beside his chair. 

‘* Oh, papa, I have such a thing to tell you!” 
I forgot to call him “Sir.” ‘‘ A secret; and you 
won’t say who told you? Will you come down 
to the study?” 

He lo»ked hard atime, got up, and kissing my 
forehead, said: 

“ Don’t be frightened, Maud; I venture to sa 
it’s a mare’s nest; at all events, my child, we will 
take care that no danger reaches you; come, 
child.” 

And by the hand he led me to the study. 
When ‘the door was shut and we had reached 
the far end of the room next the window, I 
said, but in a low tone, and holding his arm 
fast: 

‘*Oh, sir, you don’t know what a dreadful 
rson we have living with us—Madame de la 
ugierre, I mean. Don’t let her in if she 

comes; she would guess what I am telling you. 

and one way or another I am sure she would 
kill me.” 

‘Tut, tut, child. You must know that’s non- 
sense,’ he said, looking pale and stern. | 

‘*Oh, no, pepe. am horribly frightened, 

ys th 


and Lady Kno inks so, too.” 
“Hal I dare say; one fool makes many. 
We all know what Monica thinks.” 


“But L saw it, —- She stole your key last 
night, and opened your desk, and read all your 
papers. 

Stole my key!” said my father, staring at 
me pooner but at the same instant producing 
it. ‘‘Stole it! Why here it is!” 

“She unlocked your desk; she read your pa- 
pers for ever solong. Open it now, and see 
whether they have not been stirred.” 

He looked at me this time in silence with a 

uzzled air; but he did unlock the desk, and 
fitted the papers curiously and suspiciously. As 
he did so he uttered a few of those inarticulate 
interjections which are made with closed lips, 
and not always intelligible; but he made no re- 


mark. 

Then he placed me on a chair beside him 
and sitting down himself, told me to recollect 
myself, and tell him distinctly all I had seen. 
This accordingly I did, he listening with deep 
attention. 1 

“Did she remove any paper?” asked my fa- 
ther, at the same time aaking a little search, I 
suppose, for that which he fancied might have 
been stolen. » nie 

“No, I did not see her take anything. . 

“Well, you are a good girl, Maud. Act dis- 
creetly. Say nothing to any one—not even to 
your Cousin Monica.” 

Directions which, coming from another per- 
son, would have had no t weight, were 
ken by my father with an earnest look and a 
weight of emphasis that made them irresistibly 
impressive, and I weut away with the seal of 
silence upon my lips. 

Sit down, Maud, there. You have not been 
very happy with Madame de la Rougierre. It 
is time you wererelieved. This occurrence de- 
= it” ie 

e e bell. 
% ell Madame de la Rougierre that I re- 
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] 
quest the honor of seeing her for a few minutes | 


here.” 

My father’s communications to her were al- 
ways equally ‘ceremonious. In a few minutes 
there was a knock at the door, and the same 


figure, smiling, courtesying, that had scared me | 


on the same threshold last night, like the spirit 
of evil, presented itself. 
My father rose, and madame having at his re- 


quest taking a chair opposite, looking, as usual | 


in his presence, all amiability, he proceeded at 
once to the point. 

‘*Madamo de la Rougierre, I have to request 
you that you will give me the key, now in your 
possession, which unlocks this desk of mine.” 

With which termination he tapped his gold 
pencil-case suddenly on it. 

Madame, who had expected something ve 
different, became instantly so pale, with a dull 
purplish hue upon her toréteaid: that, especially 
when she had twice essayed with her white lips, 
ono to answer, I expected to see her fall in | 
a fit. 


She was not looking in his face; her eyes 
were fixed lower, and her mouth and cheek 
sucked in, with a strange distortion at one side. 

She stood up suddenly, and staring’ straight 
in his face, she succeeded in saying, after twice 
clearing her throat: 

‘*Tecannot comprehend, Monsieur Ruthyn, un- 
less you intend to insult me.” 

“Tt won't do, madame; I must have that 
false key. I give you the opportunity of sur- 
rendering it ety here and now,” 

“But who dares to say I’ possess such thing?” 
demanded ‘madame, who, having rallied from 
her momentary paralysis, was now fierce and 
voluble as I had often seen her before. 

“You know, madame, that you can rely on 
what I say, and I tell you that you were seen 
last night visiting this room, and witha key in 
your possession, opening this desk, and reading 
my letters and papers contained in it. Unless 
you forthwith give me that key, and any other 
false keys in your possession—in which case I 
shall rest content with dismissing you summari- 
ly—I will take a different course. You know I 
am a magistrate; and TI shall have you, your 
boxes, and places up-stairs searched forthwith, 


and I will prosecute you criminally. The thing 
is clear; you aggravate by denying; you must 
give me that key, if you plone instantly, oth- 
erwise I ring this bell, and you shall see that I 
mean what I say.” 

There was a little pause. He rose and ex- 
tended his hand toward the bell-rope. Madame 
glided round the table, extended her hand to ar- 
rest his. 

‘*T will do every thing, Monsieur Ruthyn— 
whatever you wish.” 

And with these words Madame de la ai 
erre broke down altogether. She sobbed, s 
wept, she gabbled piteously, all manner of in- 
comprehensible roulades of lamentation and en- 
treaty; coyly, penitently, in'a most interesting 
agitation, she produced the very key from her 
breast, with a string tied to it. “My father was 
little moved by this piteous tempest. He coolly 
took the key and tried it in the desk, which it 
locked and unlocked quite freely, hough the 
wards were complicated. He shook his head 
and looked her in the face. 

“ Pray, who made this key? It is a new one, 
and made expressly to pick this lock.” 

But madame was not going to tell any more 
than she had expressly gained for; so she 
only fell once more into her old paroxysm of 
sorrow, self-reproach, extenuation, and en- 


treaty. 

% Well,” said my father, “‘ I promised that on 
surrendering the key you should go. It is 
enough. I keep my word. You shall have an 
hour and a half to prepare in. You must then 
be ready to depart. I will send your money to 
you by Mrs. Rusk; and if you look for another 
situation, you had better not refer tome. Now 
be so good as to leave me.” 

Meare seemed to be in a strange Ma ge mal 
She bridled up, dried her eyes fiercely, and 
dropped a great courtesy, and then sailed away 
toward the door. Before reaching it she stopped 
on the way, turning half round, with a peaked, 
pallid glance at my father, and she bit her ‘lip 
viciously as she eyed him. At the door the same 
repulsive pantomime was repeated, as she ‘stood 
for a moment with her hand upon the handle. 
But she changed her bearing again with a sniff, 
and with a look of scorn, almost hightened to a 
sneer, she made another very low courtesy, and 
a disdainful toss of her head, and so disappear- 
ed, shutting the door rather sharply behind her. 


CHAPTER XIX, 
AU REVOIR, 

Mrs. Rusk was fond of assuring me that ma- 
dame ‘did not like a bone in my skin.” ‘In- 
stinctively I knew that she bore me no good- 
will, although I really believe it was her wish to 
make me think quite the reverse. Atall events, 
I had no desire to see madame again before her 
departure, especially as she had thrown upon me 


ed to me ch: 


one momentary glance in the study, whichseem- | 
be 


with very peculiar feelings. 
You ma: very sure, therefore, that 1 had 
no desire for a formal leave-taking at ker de- 


parture. I took my hat and cloak, therefore, 
and stole out quietly. . 

My ramble was a sequestered one, and well 
screened, even at this late season, with foliage; 
the pathway devious among the stems of ol 
trees, and its ‘floormg interlaced’ and groined 
with their knotted roots. ‘Though near the 
house, it was a silvan solitude; a little brook 
ran dark and glimmering through it, wild 
strawberries and other woodland plants strewed 
the ground, and the sweet notes and flutter of 
pees birds made the shadows of the boughs 
cheery. 

T had been fully an hour in this picturesque 
solitude when I heard in the distance the ring 
of carriage-wheels, announcing to me that Ma- 
dame de Ja Rougierre had fairly set out upon 
her travels. I thanked heaven; I could have 
danced and sung with delight; I heaved.a great 
sigh and looked up through the branches tothe 
clear blue sky. : 

But things are oddly timéd. Just at this mo- 
ment IT heard madame’s voice close at my ear, 
and her large’ bony hand was laid on my shoul- 
der. We were instantly face to face~I recoil- 
ing, and for a moment speechless with fright. 

n very early youth we do not appreciate the 
restraints which act upon malignity, or know 
how effectually fear protects us where conscience 
is wanting. duite alone, in this solitary spot, 
detected and overtaken with an awful instinct 
by my enemy, what might not be about to hap- 
pen to me at that moment? 

“Frightened, as usual, Maud,” she, said qui- 
tly, and eying me With a sinister smile, ‘‘ and 
with cause you think, no doubt. “W’at_’av’ you 
done to injure Feo madame? Well, T think T 
know, little girl, and have quite discover the 
cleverness of my sweet little Maud. Eh! is not 
80? Petite carogne—ah, ha, ha!” ; 

I was too much confounded to answer. 

“You see, my dear cheaile,” she said, shak- 
ing her uplifted finger with a hideous archness 
at me, “ you could not hide what you ’ay’ done 
from poor madame. You cannot look so mno- 
eent but I can see your pretty little villainy 
quite plain—you dear little diablesse. 

‘Wat I ’av’ done I ’av’ no reproach of myself 
for it. If I could explain, your Py would say 
J’av’ done right, and you should thank me on 
your knees; but I cannot explain yet.” 


She was speaking, as it were, in little para- ; 


graphs, with a momentary pause between each, 
to allow its meaning to impress itself. 

“Tf I were to choose to explain, your papa 
he would implore. me to remain. But no, I 
would not, notwithstanding your so cheerful 
house, your charming servants, your papa’s 
amusing society, and your affectionate and sin- 
cere heart, my sweet little maraude. : 

“Tam to go to London first, where T ay’, oh, 
so good friends! next I will go abroad for some 
time; but be sure, my sweetest Maud, wherever 
I may ’appen to be, I will remember you—ah 
ha! Yes, most certainly, I will remember you. 

“And although I shall not be always near, 
yet I shall know everything abouf my charm- 
ing little Maud; you will not know how, but I 
shall indeed, every thing. And be sure, my 
dearest cheaile, I will some time be. able to give 
you the sensible proofs of my gratitude and 
affection—you understand. 

“The carriage is waiting at the yew-tree 
stile, and I must goon. You did not expect to 
see me here; I will appear, perhaps, as suddenly 
another time. Tt is great pleasure to us both, 
this opportunity to make our adieux. Fare- 
well! my dearest little Maud. I will never 
cease to think of you, and of some way to rec- 
c.npense the kindness you ’ay’ shown for poor 
madame.” 

My hand hung by my side, and she took not 
it, but my thumb, and shook it folded in her 
broad palm, and looking on me as she held it, as 
if meditating mischief. Then suddenly she 
said, ‘You will always remember madame, T 
think, and I will remind you of me besides;.and 
for the present farewell, and I hope you may be 
as appy as you déserye.” 

The large sinister face looked on me for a sec- 
ond with its latent sneer, and then, with a sharp 
nod and a odie shake of my imprisoned 
thumb, she farned; and holding her dress to- 
gether, and showing her great bony ankles, she 
strode rapidly away over the gnarled roots into 
the perspective of the trees, and I did not awake, 
as it were, until she had quite disappeared in 
the distance. , 
Events of this kind made no difference with 
my father, but every other face in Knowl was 
gladdened by the removal. My energies had 
returned, my spirits were.come again. e sun- 
light was happy, the flowers innocent, the son; 
and flutter of ‘the birds once more gay, and all 
nature delightful and rejoicing. 

After the first elation ‘of relief, now and then 
a filmy shadow of Madame de la Rougierre 
would glide across the sunlight, and the remem- 
— of her menace return with an unexpect- 

ang of fedr. “ 

Pell, if there isn’t tate cried Mrs, 
Rusk. ‘ But never you trouble your head about 
it, miss. ‘Them sort’s all alike—you never saw 
a rogue yet that was found out that didn’t 
threaten the honest folk as he was leaving be- 
bind with all sorts; there was Martin, the game~ 
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keeper, and, Jervis, the footman, I, mind well 
hov' hard they swore all they would not do when 
they was a-going, and who ever heard of them 
since? They always threatens that way—them 


sort always does, and none ever the worse—not | 


but what she would if she could, mind ye, but 
there it is; she can’t do nothing but bite her 
nails and cuss us—not she—ha, ha, ha!” 

I was comforted. But madame’s eyil 
sthile, nevertheless, from time to time would sail 
across my vision witb a silent menace, and my 
spirits sunk, and a Fate, draped in black, whose 
face I could not see, took me by the hand, and 
led me away, in the spirit, silently, on an awful 
exploration from which T would’ rouse myself 
with a start, and madame was gone for a 
while. 

She had, however, judged her little parting 
well. She contrived to leave her glamour over 
me, and in my dreams she troubled me. 

I was, however, indescribably relieved. I 
wrote in high spirits to Cousin Monica, and 
wondered what plans my father might have 
formed about me; and whether we were to sta 
at home, or gc to 
the last—the pleasantest arrangement, in some 
respects—I had nevertheless an occult, horror. 
A secret conviction haunted mé that, were we to 
go abroad, weshould there meet madame, which 
to me was like meeting my evil genius. 

I have said more than once that my father 
was an odd man; and the reader will, by this 
time, have seen that there was much about him 
not easily understood. I often wonder whether, 
if he had | been franker, I should have found him 
less odd than I supposed, or more odd still. 
‘Things that_ moved me profoundly did not ap- 
parently affect him at all. The departure of 
madame, under the circumstances which at~ 
tended it , appeared to my childish mind an 
event of the vastest importance. No one was 
indifferent to the occurrence in the house but 
its master. He never alluded again to Ma- 
dame de la Rougierre. But whether connected 
with her exposure and dismissal, I could not 
say, there did appear tc be some new care or 
trouble now at work in my father’s mind. 

“T have been thinking a great deal about 
you, Maud. I am anxious. have not been 
so troubled for years. Why has not Monica 
Knollys a little more sense?” 

This oracular sentence he spoke, having 
sto) pec me in the hall, and then saying, ‘‘ We 
shall see,” he left me as abruptly as he appeared. 
Did he apprehend any danger to me from the 
vindictiveness of madame? 

A day or two afterward, as I was in the 
Dutch garden, I saw him on the terrace steps, 
He beckoned to me, and came to meet me as I 
approached. 

You must be very solitary, little Maud; it 
is not good. I have written to Monica; in a 
matter of detail she is competent to advise; per- 
haps she will come here for a short visit,” 

was very glad to hear this. 

“You are more interested than for my time I 
can be, in vindicating his character.” 

‘* Whose character, sir?’ I ventured to inquire 
during the pause that followed. 

One trick which my father had acquired from 
his habits of solitude and silence was this of as- 
suming that the context of his thoughts was 
legible to others, forgetting that they had not 
beer spoken. 

+ ose? your Uncle Silas’, In the course 
of nature he must survive me. He will then 
represent the family name. Would you make 
some sacrifice to clear that name, Maud?” 

I answered briefly; but my face, I believe, 
showed my enthusiasm. 

He turned on me such an SPPEOVINE. smile as 
you might fancy lighting up the rugged features 
of a pale old Rembrandt. 

es can tell you, Maud, if my life could have 
done it, it should not have been undone—ubi 
lapsus, quid fect. But Thad almost made up my 
mind to change my plan, and leave all to time 
—edax rerum—to illuminate or toconsume. But 
I think little Maud would like to contribute to 
the restitution of her family name. It may cost 
you something—are you willing to buy it at a 
sacrifice? Is there—I don’t speak of fortune, 
that is not involved—but is there any other hon- 
orable sacrifice you would shrink from to dispel 
the disgrace under which our most ancient and 
pase name must otherwise continue to Jan- 

‘Oh, none—none indeed, sir—I am delighted!” 

ain Isaw the Rembrandt smile. 

‘Well, Mand, I am sure there is no risk; but 
you are to suppose there is, Are you still will- 
ing to accept it?” 
ain I assented. ; 

ou are worthy of your blood, Maud Ru- 
thyn. It will come soon, and it won't last long. 
But you must not let people like Monica Knol- 
lys frighten you.” 

I was lost in wonder. 

** Tf you allow them to possess you with their 
follies you had better recede in time—they may 
make the ordeal as terrible as hell itself” You 
have zeal—have you nerve?” 

I thought in such a cause I had nerve for any- 


a“ 


“ Weu, Maud, in the course of a few months 


—and it may besoon—there must be a change, 


London, or go abroad. Of | 


I have had. a letter from London this morning 
that assures me of that. I must then leave you 
for atime; in my absence be faithful to the du- 
ties that will arise. To whom much is commit- 
mitted, of him will much be required. Youshall 
Weare me not to mention this conversation to 

onica Knollys. If you area talking girl, and 
cannot trust yourself, say so, and we will not 
ask her to come. Also, don’t invite her to talk 
about your Uncle Silas—I have reasons, Do 
you quite understand my conditions?” 

phil’ nd 

“ Your Uncle Silas,” he said, speaking sud- 
denly in loud and fierce tones that sounded from 
so old a man almost terrible, “lies under an in- 
tolerable slander... I don’t correspond with him 
—I don’t sympathize with him—I never quite 
did, He has grown. religious, and that’s well; 
but there are things in which even religion 
should not bring a man to acquiesce, and, from 
what I can learn, he, the person primarily affect- 
ed—the cause, though the innocent cause, of 


| this great calamity—bears it with an easy 


apathy which is mistaken, and liable easily to 
be mistaken, and such as no Ruthyn under the 
circumstances ought to exhibit. I told him 
what he ought to do, and offered to openmy 
purse for the purpose; but he would not, or did 
not; indeed, he never took my advice; he fol- 
lowed his own, anda foul and dismal shoal he 
has drifted on. It is not for his sake—why 
should I?j—that I have longed and labored to 
remove the disgraceful slur under which his ill- 
fortune has thrown us. He troubles himself lit- 
tle about it, I. believe—he’s meek, meeker than 
. He cares less about his, children than I 
about you, Maud, heis selfishly sunk in futurity 
—a feeble visionary. 1 am not so. I believe 
it to be a duty te take care of others besides 
myself. The character and influence of an an- 
cient family is a peculiar heritage—sacred, but 
destructible; and woe to him who either de- 
stroys or suffers it to perish!” 

This was the longest. speech I ever heard my 
father s before or after. He abruptly re- 
sumed, ‘ Yes, we will, Maud—you and I—we’ll 
leave one proof on record, which, fairly read, 
will go far to convince the world.” 

He looked round, but we were alone, The 

arden was nearly always solitary, and few vis- 
itors ever approached the house from that side, 

“T have talked too long, 1 believe; we are 
children to the last. Leave me, Maud, I think 
I know you better than I did, and I am pleased 
with you... Go, child; I'll sit here.” 

If he had acquired new ideas of me, so had I 
of him from that interview. I had no idea till 
then how much passion still burned in that aged 
frame, nor how full of energy and fire that face, 
See so stern and ashen, could appear. As 

left him seated on the rustic chair by the steps, 
the traces of that storm were still discernible on 
his features. His gathered brows, glowing eyes, 
and strangely hectic face, and the grim com- 
pression of his mouth, still showed the agitation 
which, somehow, in gray old age, shocks and 
alarms the young. 


CHAPTER XX. 
AUSTIN RUTHYN SETS OUT ON HIS JOURNEY. 

Tar Rey. William Fairfield, Doctor Clay’s 
somewhat bald curate, a mild, thin man, with a 
high and thin nose, who was preparing me for 
confirmation, came next day ; and when our cate- 
chetical conference was ended, and before lunch 
was announced, my father sent for him to the 
study, where he remained until the bell rung out 
its summons. 

“We have had some interesting—I may sa: 
very interesting conversation, your papa and I, 
Miss Ruthyn,” said my reverend vis-a-vis, so 
soon as nature was refreshed, smiling, and shin- 
ing, as he leaned back in the chair, his hand upon 
the table, and his finger curled gently upon the 
stem of his wine-glass. “‘It never was your 

rivilege, I believe, to see your uncle, Mr. Silas 

uthyn, of Bartram-Haugh*”’ 

“No, never; he leads so retired—so very re- 
tired a life.” 

““Oh, no—of course, no; but I was going to 
remark a likeness—I mean, of course, a family 
likeness—only that. sort of  thing—you under- 
stand—between him and the profile of Lady 
Margaret in the drawing-room—is not it Lady 
Margaret?—which you were so good as to show 
me on Wednesday last. There certainly is a 
likeness. I think you would agree with me, if 
you had the pleasure of seeing your uncle.” 

A know him, then? 5 never seen 

im. 

‘Oh, dear, yes—I am happy to say, I know 
him very well, I have fae paiviioce I was 
for three years curate of Feltram, and I had the 
honor of being a pretty constant visitor at Bar- 
tram-Haugh during that, I may say, protracted 
period; and I think it really never has been my 
privilege and happiness, I may say, to enjoy the 

uaintance and society of so very experienced 
@ Christian as my admirable friend, I may call 
him, Mr. Ruthyn, of Bartram-Haugh. I look 
upon him, I do assure you, quite in the light of 
a saint; not, of course, in the Popish sense, but 
in the very highest, you will understand me, 
which our Church allows—a man built up in 
faith—full of faith—faith and grace—altogether 
exemplary; and I often ventured to regret, Miss 


Ruthyn, that Providence in its mysterious dis- 
pensations should have placed him so far apart 
from his brother, your respected father. His in- 
fluence and opportunities would, no doubt, we 
may venture to hope, at least have been blessed ; 
and, seo we—my valued rector and I— 
might possibly have seen more of him at church 
than, I deeply regret, we have done.” He shook 
his head a little as he smiled with a sad com- 
placency on me through his blue steel specta- 
cles, and then sipped a little meditative sherry. 

‘And you saw a good deal of my uncle?’ 

“Well, a good deal, Miss Ruthyn—I may say 
a good deal—principally at his own house. His 
health is wretched—miserable health—a sadly 
afflicted man he has been, as, no doubt, you are 
aware. But afflictions, my dear Miss Ruthyn 
as you remember Doctor Clay so well remarked 
on Sunday last, though birds of ill omen, yet 
spiritually resemble the raven who supplied the 
prophet; and when they visit the faithful, come 
charged with nourishment for the soul. 

(He is a good deal embarrassed pecuniarily, 
T should say,” continued the curate, who was 
rather a good man than a very well-bred one. 
‘‘He found a difliculty—in fact, it was not in 
his power—to subscribe generally to our little 
funds, and—and objects, and I used to say to 
him, and I really felt it, that it was more grati- 
fying, such were his feeling and his power of ex- 
pression, to be refused by him than assisted by 
others.’ 

“Did papa wish you to speak to me about 
my uncle?’ I inquired, as a sudden thought 
struck me; and then I felt half ashamed of my 
question. 

He looked surprised 

“No, Miss Ruthyn, certainly not. Oh dear, 
no. It was merely a conversation between Mr. 
Ruthyn and me. He never suggested my open- 
ing that, or, indeed, any other point in my in- 
terview with you, Miss Ruthyn—not the least.” 

‘*T was not aware before that Uncle Silas was 
so religious.” 

He smiled tranquilly, not quite wp to the ceil- 
ing, but gently upward, and shook his head in 
pity for my previous ignorance as he lowered his 
eyes. “I don’t say that there may not be some 
little matter in a few points of doctrine which 
we could, perhaps, wish otherwise. But these, 

you know, are speculative, and in all essentials 
te is Church—not in the perverted modern 
sense; far from it—unexceptionably Church, 
strictly so. Would there were more among us 
of the same mind that isin him, ay, Miss Ru- 
thyn, even in the highest places of the Church 
herself.” 

The Rev. William Fairfield, while fighting 
against the Dissenters with his right hand, was, 
with his left, hotly engaged with the Tractarians. 
A good man I am sure he was, and I dare say 
sound in doctrine, though naturally, I think, not 
very wise. This conversation with him gave 
me new ideas about my Uncle Silas. It quite 
agreed with what my father had said. These 
principles and his increasing years would neces- 
sarily quiet the turbulance of his resistance to 
injustice, and teach him to acquiesce in his fate. 

You would have fancied that one so young 
as I, born to wealth so vast, and living a. life o: 
suck entire seclusion, would have been exempt 
from care. But you have seen how troubled 
my life was with fear and anxiety during the 
residence of Madame de la Rougierre, and now 
there rested upon my mind a vague and awful 
anticipation of the trial which my father had 
announced without defining it. 

An “ordeal” he called it, requiring not only 
zeal, but nerve, which might possibly, were m 
courage to fail, become frightful and even intol- 
erable. What, and of what nature, could it be? 
Not peel gnes to vindicate the fair name of the 
meek and submissive old man—who, it seemed 
had ceased to care for his bygone wrongs, and 
was looking to futurity—but the reputation of 
our ancient family. 

Sometimes I repented my temerity in verte 
undertaken it. I distruste my courage. Hai 
I not better retreat while it was yet time? But 
there was_shame and even difficulty in the 
thought. How should I appear before my fa- 
ther? Was it not important—had I not delib- 
erately undertaken it—and was I not bound in 
conscience? Perhaps he had already taken 
steps in the matter whlch committed him. Be- 
sides, was I sure that, even were I free again, I 
would not once more devote myself to the trial, 
be it what it might? You perceive I had more 
spirit than courage. I think I had the mental 
attributes of courage; but then I was but a hys- 
terical girl, and in so far, neither more nor less 
than a coward. 

No wonder I distrusted myself; no wonder 
also my will stood out against my timidity. It 
was a struggle, then; a proud, wild resolve 
against constitutional cowardice. 

Those who have ever had cast upon them 
more than their strength seemed framed to bear 
—the weak, the aspiring, the adventurous and 
self-sacrificing in will, and the faltering in nerve 
—will understand the kind of agony which I 
sometimes end i 

But, again, consolation would come, and it 
seemed to me that I must be exaggeratin my 
risk in the coming crisis; and eatin at Seas a 
if my father believed it attended with real peril, 


Nos? (7-18. 


he would never have wished to see me involved 
init. But the silence under which I was bound 
was terrifying—doubly so when the danger was 
so shapeless and undivulged. 

I was soon to understand it all—soon, too, to 
know all about my father’s impending journey 
whither—with what visitor—and why guarded 
from me with so awful a mystery. 

That day there came a lively and good-na- 
tured letter from Lady Knollys. She was to 
arrive at Knowl in two or three days’ time. I 
thought my father would have been pleased, but 
he seemed apathetic and dejected. 

“One does not always feel quite equal to 
Monica. But for you—yes, thank God. I wish 
she could only stay, Maud, for a month or two; 
es be going then, and would be glad—pro- 
vided she talks about suitable things—very glad, 
Maud, to leave her with 

There was something, [ thought, agitating my 
father secretly that’ day. He had the strange 
hectic flush I had observed when he grew excited 
in our interview in the garden about Uncle Silas 
There was something painful, perhaps even ter- 
rible, in the circumstances of the journey he was 
about to make, and from my heart I wished the 
suspense were over, the annoyance past, and he 
returned, 

That night my father bid me good-night early 
and went up-stairs. After I had been in bed 
some little time, I heard his hand-bell ring. 
This was not ‘usual. Shortly after I heard his 
man, Ridley, talking with Mrs. Rusk in the gal- 
lery. I could not be mistaken in their voices. 
I knew not why I was startled and excited, and 
had raised myself to listen on my elbow. But 
they were talking quietly, like persons giving or 
taking an ordinary direction, and not in the 
haste of an-unusual emergency. 

Then I heard the man bid Mrs. Rusk good- 
night and walk down the gallery to the stairs, 
so that I concluded he was wanted no more, and 
all must therefore be well. So I laid myself 
down again, though with a throbbing ‘at my 
heart, and an ominous feeling of expectation— 
listening and fancying footsteps. 

I was going to sleep when I heard the bell 
ring again, and in a few minutes’ Mrs. Rusk’s 
energetic step passed’ along the gallery; and, 
listening intently, I heard, or fantied, my fa- 
ther’s voice and hers: in dialogue. All this was 
very unusual, and again I was, with a beat- 
ing heart, leaning with my elbow on my pillow. 

Mrs. Rusk came along the gallery in a minute 
or so after, and, stopping at my door, a to 
open it gently. I was startled, and challenged 
my visitor with ‘* Who's there?” 

“Ts only Rusk, miss. Dearie me! and are 
you awake still?” 

“Ts papa ill?” 

“Til! not a bit ill, thank God. Only there’s 
a little black book as I took for your prayer- 
book, and brought in here—ay, here it is, sure 
enough, and he wants it, and then I must g 
down to the study, and look out this one, *C. 
15;’ but I can’t read the name, noways; and I 
was afraid to ask him again; if you be so kind 
as to read it, miss—I suspeck my eyes is a-going.” 

fread the name; and Mrs. Rusk was tolera- 
bly expert at finding out books, as she had often 
been employed in that way before. So she de- 

rted. 

wy: suppose that this particular volume was hard 
to find, for she must have been a long time away, 
and I had actually fallen into a doze when I was 
roused in‘an ‘instant by a dreadful crash and a 

iercing scream from Mrs. Rusk. Scream fol- 
owed scream, wilder and more terror-stricken. 
T shrieked to Mary Quince, who was pote gn a 
the room with me: ‘‘ Mary, do you hear? what 
is it? It is something dreadful.’ 

The crash was so tremendous that the solid 
flooring even of my room trembled under it, and 
to me it seemed as if some heavy man had burst 
through the top of the window’, and shook the 
whole house with his descent. I found myself 
standing afmy own door, crying “Help! help! 
murder! murder!” and Mary Quince, frighten- 
ed half out of her wits, by my side. 

I could not think what was going on: Tt was 
plainly something most horrible, for Mrs. Rusk’s 
screams pealed one after the other unabated, 
though with a muffled sound, as if the door was 
shut upon her; and by this time the bells of my 
father’s room were ringing madly. I 

“They are trying to murder him!” T cried 
and I ran along the gallery to his door, followed 
by Mary Quince, whose white face T shall never 
forget, though her entreaties only sounded like 
unmeaning noisés in my ears. , 

“Here! help, help, help!” I cried, trying to 
force open the door. 

“Shove it, shove it, for God’s sake! he’s 
across it,” cried Mrs. Rusk’s voice from within; 
“driveit in, Ican’t move him.” 

I strained all I could at the door, but ineffect- 
ually. We heard steps approaching. ' The men 
were running to the spot, and shouting as they 
did so, ‘‘ Nevermind; hold on a bit; here we are; 
all right,” and the like, i 

We drew back as they came up. We were in 
no condition to be seen, We listened, however, 
at my open door. 

Then came the straining and bumping at the 
door. Mrs, Rusk’s voice subsided to a sort of 
wailing; the men were talking all together, and 


oa for a week or 50.” 
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[suppose the door opened, for I heard Sonie ‘of 
the voices, on a sudden, as if in the room, and 
then came a strange lull, and talking in very 
low tones, and not much even of that. 

“What is it, Mary? what can it be?” I ejac- 
ulated, not knowing what horror to ‘suppose. 
And now, with a counterpane about my shoul- 
ders, I called loudly and imploringly, in my 
horror, to know what had happened. 

But I heard only the subdued and eager talk 
of men engaged in some absorbing task, and the 
dull sounds of some heavy body being moved. 

Mrs. Rusk came toward us looking half wild, 
and pale as a specter, and putting her thin hands 
to my shoulders, she said, ‘‘ Now, Miss Maud, 
darling, you must go back again; ’tisn’tno place 
for you; you'll see all, my darling, time enough 
—you will. There now, there, like a dear, do 
get into your room.” 

What was that dreadful sound? Who had en- 
tered my father’s chamber? It was the visitor 
whom he had so long expected, with whom he 
was to make the unknown journey, leaving me 
alone. The intruder was Death! 


CHAPTER XXII: * 
ARRIVALS. 

My father was dead—as suddenly as if he had 
been murdered. One of those fearful aneurisms 
that lie close to the heart, showing no outward 
sign of giving way ina moment, had been de- 
tected a good time: since “i$ Doctor Bryerly. 
My father knew what must happen, and that it 
could not be long deferred: e feared to tell 
me that be was soon todie. He hinted it only 
in the allegory of his journey, and left in that 
sad enigma some words of true consolation that 
remained with me ever after, Onder hisrugged 
ways was hidden a wonderful tenderness. I 
could not believe that he was actually dead. 
Most people, for a minute or two, in the wild tu- 
mult, of such a shock, have experienced the 
same insane skepticism. I insisted that the doc- 
tor should be instantly sent for from the vil- 
lage. 

Well, Miss Maud, dear, I will send to please 
you, but itis alltono use. Ifonly you saw him 
yourself you’d know that, Mary Quince, run 
you down and tell Thomas Miss Maud desires 
1¢'ll go down this minute to the village for Doc- 

tor Hlweys,” 
Every minute of the interval seemed to me 
like an hour, I don’t know what I said, but I 
fancied that if he were not already dead he would 
lose his life by the delay. I ee saney I was 
speaking very wildly, for Mrs. Rusk said, ‘‘ My 
dear child, you ought to come in and see him; 
ifideed, but you should, Miss Maud. He’s quite 
dead an hour ago, You’d wonder all the blood 
that’s come from him—vou would, indeed; it’s 
soaked through the bed already.” 

“Oh, don’t, don’t, don’t, Mrs. Rusk.” 

‘Will you come in and see him, just?’ 

“Oh, no, no, no, no.” 

“Well, then, my dear, don’t, of course, if you 
don’t like; there’s no need. Would not you 
like to lie down, Miss Maud? Mary Quince, at- 
tend to her. IL must go into the room for a 
minute or two.” 

I was walking up and down the room in dis- 
traction. It was acool night, but I did not feel 
it. Icould only ery, “Oh, Mary, Mary, what 
shall Ido? Oh, Mary Quince, what shall I do?” 

It seemed to me it must be near daylight by 
the time the doctor arrived, I had dressed my- 
self. I dared not go into the room where my 
beloved father lay. 

I had gone out of my room to the gallery, 
where I awaited Dr. Elweys, when I saw him 
walking briskly after the servant, his coat but- 
toned up to his chin, his hatin his hand, and his 
bald head shining. I felt myself grow cold as 
ice, and colder and colder, and with a sudden 
stun my heart seemed to stand still. 

I heard him ask the maid: who stood at the 
door, in that low, decisive, mysterious tone 
which doctors cultivate, ‘In here?” And then, 
with a nod, I saw him enter. 

“Would you not like to see the doctor, Miss 
Maud?’ asked Mary Quince. 

The question roused me a little. 

“Thank you, Mary—yes, I must see him.” 
And so, in a few minutes, I did. He was ver 
respectful very sad, semi-undertakerlike in air 
ant countenance, but By ioe explicit. I heard 
that my dear father “‘ had died palpably from the 
rupture of some great vessel near the heart.” 
The disease had, no doubt, been “long estab- 
lished, and is in its nature incurable.” It is 
“consolatory in thesé cases that in the act of 
dissolution, which is instantaneous, there can 
be no suffering.” These, and a few more re- 
marks, were all he had to offer; and having had 
his fee from Mrs. Rusk, he, with a respectful 

melancholy, vanished. 

I returned to my room and broke into parox- 
ysms of grief, and after an hour or more grew 
more tranquil. 

From Mrs. Rusk I learned that he had seemed 
very well—better than usual, indeed, that night, 
and that on her return from ‘tthe study with the 
book he required, he was noting down, after his 
wont, some passages which illustrated the text 
on which he was employing himself. He took 
the book, detaining her in the room, and then 
mounting on a chair to take down another book 


_, 
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from a shelf, he had fallen, with thé dréadful 
erash I had heard, dead upon the floor. He fell 
across the door, which caused the difficulty in 
opening it. Mrs. Rusk found she had “not 
strength to force it open. No wonder she had 
given way to terror. I think I should have al- 
most lost my reason. 

Every one knows the reserved aspect and the 
taciturn mood of the house, one of whose rooms 
is tenanted by that mysterious guest. 

I do not know how those awful days, and 
more awful nights, passed over. The remem- 
brance is repulsive. hate to think of them. 
Iwas soon draped in the conventional black, 
with its heavy folds of crape. Lady Knollys 
came, and was very kind. She undertook the 
direction of all those details which were to me 
so inexpressibly dreadful. ‘She wrote letters 
for me besides, and was really most kind and 
useful, and her society supported me indescriba- 
bly. She was odd, but her eccentricity’ was 
leavened with strong common sense, and I 
have often thought since with admiration and 
gratitude of the tact with which she managed 
my grief. 

here is no dealing with great sorrow as if it 
were under the control of our wills. It is a ter- 
rible phenomenon, whose laws we must: study, 
and to whose conditions we must submit, if we 
would mitigate it. Cousin Monica talked a 
great deal of my father. This was easy to her, 
for her early recollections were full of him. 

One of the terrible dislocations of our habits 
of mind respecting the dead is that our earthly 
future isrobbed of them, and we thrown execlu- 
sively upon retrospect. From the long look 
forward they are removed, and every plan 
imagination, and hope henceforth a silént and 
empty perspective. But in the past they are 
all they ever were. Now let me advise who 
would comfort people in a new bereavement to 
talk to them very freely, all they can, in this 
way of the dead. They will engage in it with 
interest; they will talkof theirown recollections 
of the dead, and listen to yours, though they be- 
come sometimes pleasant, sometimes even langh- 
able. I found itso. It robbed the calamity of 
something of its supernatural and horrible ab- 
ruptness; it prevented that monotony of object 
which is to the mind what it is to the eye, and 
prepares the mind for those mesmeric illusions 
that derange its sense. 

Cousin Monica, I am sure, cheered me won- 
derfully. I grow to love her more and more, 
as I think of all her trouble, care and. kindness, 

had not forgotten my promise to dear apa 
about the key, concerning which:-he had evinced 
so great an anxiety, It was found in the pocket 
where he had desired me to remember he al- 
ways kept it, except when it was placed, while 
he slept, under his pillow. 

“And so, my dear, that wicked woman was 
actually found picking the lock of your poor pa- 
ae desk. I wonder he did not punish her; you 

ow that is burglary.” 

‘Well, Lady Knollys, you know she is gone. 
and so I care no more about, her—that is, I 
mean, I need not fear her.” 

‘No, my dear, but you must call me Monica 
—do you mind?—I’m your cousin, and you call 
me Monica, unless you wish to vex me. No, of 
course you need not be afraid of her, » And she’s 
gone. But I’m an old thing, you know, and 
not so tender-hearted as you} and I confess I 
should have been very g to hear that the 
wicked old witch had been sent to prison and 
hard Jabor—I should. And what do you 
pose she was looking for—what did she want to 
steal? I think I can guess—what do you think?” 

““To read the papers; maybe to take bank- 
notes—I’m not sure,” I answered: 

** Well, I think most likely she wanted to get 
your rac papa’s willthat's my idea.” 

_‘* There is nothing surprising in. the supposi- 
tion, dear,” she resumed.‘ Did not you read 
the curious trial at York the other day? There 
is nothing so valuable to steal as a when a 
sreat deal of property is to be disposed of by it. 
y, you would have given her ever so much 
money to get it back again. Suppose = go 
down, dear, Pll go with you, and open the cabi- 
net in the study. 

“JT don't think I ean for I promised to give 
the key to Dr. Bryerly, and the meaning was 
that he only should open it.” 

Cousin Monica uttered an _ inarticulate 
“ H’m!” of surprise or disapprobation. 

“Has he been written to?” 

“No, I do not know his address,” 

“Not know his address! Come, that is curi- 
ous,” said Knollys, a little testily. 

Tcould not—no one now living in the house 
could furnish even a conjecture.. There was 
even a dispute as to which train he had gone by 
north or south—they crossed the station at an 
interval of five minutes. If Dr. Bryerly had 
been an evil spirit, evoked by a secret incanta- 
tion, there could not have been more complete 

— as to the immediate process of his ap- 
proach. 

“And how long do you mean to wait, my 
dear?, No matter; at all events, you may open 
the desk; you may find peo to direct: you— 
you may find Doctor Bryerly’s, address—you 
may find heaven knows what.” 

So down we went—I assenting—and we open- 
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ed the desk. How dreadful the desecration 
seems—all privacy abrogated—the shocking 
compensation for the silence of death! 

Henceforward all is circumstantial evidence 
—all conjectural—except the litera scripta, and 
to this evidence every note-book, and every 
scrap of paper and private letter, must contrib- 
ute—ransacked, bare in the light of day—what 
it can. 

At the top of the desk lay two notes sealed, 
one to Cousin Monica, the other to' me. Mine 
was a gentle and loving little farewell—nothing 
more—which opened afresh the fountains of my 
sorrow, and I cried and sobbed over it bitterly 
and long. r 

The other: was for ‘“‘Lady Knollys.” I did 
not, see how she received it, for I-was already 
absorbed in mine. But in a while she came 
and kissed me in her girlish, good-natured way. 
Her eyes used to fill with tears at sight of my 
paroxysms of grief. Then she would begin, ‘‘I 
remember it was a saying of his,” and so she 
would repeat it—something maybe wise, maybe 
playful, at all events consolatory—and the cir- 
cumstances in which she had heard him say it, 
and then would follow the recollections suggest- 
ed by these; and so I was stolen away half by 
him and half by Cousin Monica, from my de- 
spair and lamentation. i 

Along with these lay a large envelope, in- 
scribed with the words ‘Directions to be com- 
plied with immediately on my death.” One of 
which was, ‘‘Let the event be forthwith pub- 
lished in the county and principal London ae 

ers.” This step had been already taken. We 
‘ound no record of Dr.Bryerly’s address. 

We made search everywhere except in the 
cabinet, which I wouldon no account permit to 
be opened except according to his direction, by 
Dr. Bryerly’s hand. But nowhere was a will, 
or any document resembling one, to be found. 
L had now, therefore, no doubt that his will was 
placed in that cabinet. 

In the search among my dear father’s papers 
we found two sheafs of letters, neatly tied up 
and labeled—these were from my Uncle Silas. 

My cousin Monica looked down upon these 
papers with a strange smile; was it satire—was 
it that indescribable smile with which a mystery 
which covers a long reach of years is sometimes 
approached? 

These were odd letters. If here and there oc- 
curred passages that were querulous and even 
abject, there were also long passages of manly 
and altogether noble sentiment, and the stran- 
gest rodomontade and maunderings about reli- 
gion. Here and there a letter would gradually 
transform itself into a prayer, and end witha 
doxology and no signature; and some of them 
expressed such wild and disordered views re- 
specting religion as I imagine he can never have 
aiecknent to good Mr. Fairfield, and which ap- 
proached more nearly to the Swedenborg visions 
than to anything in the Church of England. 

Iread these with a solemn interest, but my 
Cousin’ Monica was not similarly moved. She 
read them with the same smile—faint, serenely 
contemptuous, I thought—with which she had 
first looked down upon them. | It was the coun- 
tenance of a person who amusedly traces the 
workings of a character that is well understood. 

“Uncle Silas is very religious?’ I said, not 
quite liking Lady Knollys’ looks. 

“Very,” she said, without raising her eyes or 
abating her old bitter smile, as she glanced over 
a passage in one of his letters. : : 

‘You don’t think he’ is, Cousin Monica?’ 
~~ L She raised her head and looked straight 
at me. : 

““Why do you say that, Maud?” ; 

“Because you smile incredulously, I think, 
over his letters.” 

“Do I? said she; “I was not thinking—it 
was quite an accident. The fact is, Maud, your 

r papa quite mistook me. I had no preju- 
ice respecting him—no theory. “I never knew 
what to think about him. Ido not think Silas 
a product of nature, but a child of the Sphinx, 
and I never could understand him—that’s all.” 

“T always felt so too; but that was because I 
- was left to speculation, and to glean conjectures 
as I might from his portrait, or anywhere. 
Except what you told me, I never heard more 
than a few sentences; poor papa did not like me 
to ask questions about him, and I think he or- 
dered the servants to be silent.” ato) 

“And much the same injunction this little 
note lays Cra me—not quite, but something 
like it; and IT. don’t know the meaning of it.” 

And she looked inquiringly at me. 

“You are not to be alarmed about your Uncle 
Silas, because your being afraid would unfit you 
for animportant service which you have under- 
taken for your family, the nature of which I 
shall soon understand, and which, although it is 
quite passive; would be made very sad if iluso- 
ry fears were allowed to steal into your mind.” 

e was looking into the letter in poor papa’s 
handwriting, which she had found addressed to 
her in his desk, and emphasized the words, I sup- 
pose, which she quoted from it. 

-“ Have you any idea, Maud, darling, what 
this service may be?’ she inquired, with a grave 
and anxious curiosity in her countenance, 

“None, Cousin Monica; but I have thought 
long over my undertaking to do it, or submit to 


it, be it what it may; and I will keep the prom- 
ise I voluntarily made, although I know what a 
coward I am, and often distrust my courage.” 

“Well, Iam not to frighten you.” 

“How could you?) Why should I be afraid? 
Js there anything frightful to be disclosed? Do 
tell me—you must tell me.” 

‘No, darling I did not mean that—I don’t 
mean that; I could if I would, I—I don’t know 
ns. what I meant. But your poor papa 
knew him better than I—in fact I did not know 
him at all--that is, never quite understood him— 
which your poor papa, I see, had ample oppor- 
tunities of doing.” And after a little pause she 
added, ‘‘So you do not know what you are ex- 
pected to do or to undergo?’ 

“Oh! Cousin Monica, I know you think he 
committed that murder,” I cried, i up, [ 
don’t know why, and I felt that I grew eadl 


pale. 

“T don’t believe any such thing, you little 
fool; you must not say such horrible things, 
Maud,” she said, rising also, and looking both 
pale and angry. ‘Shall we go out for a little 
walk? Come, ae up these papers, dear, and 

et your things on; and if that Dr. Bryerly 
Gised not turn up to-morrow, you must send for 
the rector, good Doctor Clay, and let him make 
search for the will—there may be directions 
about many things, you know; and, my dear 
Maud. you are to remember that Silas is my 
cousin as well as your uncle. Come, dear, put 
on your hat.” 

ven we went out together for a little cloistered 
walk. 


CHAPTER XXII. 
SOMEBODY IN THE ROOM WITH THE COFFIN, 


WHEN we returne’ a “‘ young gentleman ” had 
arrived. We saw him in the parlor as we passed 
the window. It was simply a glance, but such 
a one as suffices to make a photograph, which 
we can study afterward at our leisure. I re- 
member him at this moment—a man of six-and- 
thirty—dressed in a gray traveling suit, not 
over-well made; light-haired fat-faced, and 
clumsy, and he looked both dull and cunning, 
and not at all like a gentleman. 

Branston met us, announced the arrival, and 
handed me the stranger’s credentials. My cous- 
in and I stopped in the passage to read them. 

“That's your Uncle Silas’,” said Lady Knol- 
lys, touching one of the two letters with the tip 
of her finger. 

‘ Shall +s epg a i. 

* Certainly. ranston a ha 

* Read it with me, Cousin Monica,” I sata. 

a a very curious letter it was, It spoke as 
‘ollows: 


“ How can I thank my beloyed niece for remem- 
bering her aged and forlorn kinsman at such a mo- 
ment of anguish?” 


T had written a note of a few, I dare say, in- 
coherent words by the next post after my dear 
father’s death. 


“Tt is, however, in the hour of bereavement that we 
most value the ties that are broken, and yearn for the 
sympathy of kindred,” 


Here came a little distich of French verse, of 
which I could only read ciel and amour. 


“Our quiet household here is clouded with a new 
sorrow. _ How inscrutable are the ways. of Provi- 
dence! I—though a few years younger—how much 
the more infirm—how shattered in energy and in 
mind—how mere a burden—how efitirely detrop—am 
spared to my sad place in a world where I can be no 
ay useful, where I have but one business—pray- 
er; but one hope—the tomb; and he—apparently so 
robust—the center of so much good—so necessary to 

ou-—so necessary, alas! to me—is taken! He is gone 
Ss his rest—for us, what remains but to bow our 
heads, and murmur, * His will be done?’ I trace these 
lines with a trembling hand, while tears dim my old 
eyes. I did not think that any earthly event could 
have moved me so ? ig john . From the world I 
have long stood aloof. I once led a life of pleasure— 
alas! of wickedness—as I now do one of austerity; 
but as I never was rich, so my worst enemy will allow 
I never was avaricious. My sins, I thank my Maker, 
have been of a more reducible kind, and have suc- 
cumbed to the discipline which heaven has provided, 
To earth and its interests, as well as to its pleasures, 
IT have long been dead. For the few remaining years 
of my life I ask but quiet—an exemption from the 
itations and distractions of struggle and care; and 
T trust to the Giver of all Good for my deliverance— 
well knowing, at the same time, that whatever be- 
f will, under His direction, prove best. ‘Happ: 
will I be, my dearest niece, if in your most interest- 
ing, and, in some respects, forlorn situation, | can be 
of any use to you. 'y present religious adviser—of 
whom I ventured to a counsel on. your behalf— 
states that I ought to send some one to represent me 
at the melancholy ceremony of reading the will which 
my beloved and’ now happy brother has, no doubt 
left behind; and the idea that the experience an 
professional knowledge sed by the gentleman 
whom I have selected may possibly be of use to you, 
my dearest niece, determines me to place him at 
your disposal. He is the junior partner in the firm 
of Archer and Sleigh, who conduct any little business 
which I may have from time to time: may I entreat 
i hospitality for him during a brief stay at Knowl? 
write, even for a moment, upon these small matters 
of business, with an effort—a painful one, but neces- 
sary. Alas! my brother! The eup of bitterness is 
now full, Few and evil must the remainder of my 
old days be. Yet. while they last, T remain always 
for my beloved niece that which all her wealth and 
splendor can not pur @ loving and faithful 
man and frie: Siuas Reruyn.”’ 


Vou. IT. 


“Ts not it a kind letter?” I said, while tears 
stood in my eyes. 

“Yes,” answered Lady Knollys, dryly. 

‘But don’t you think it so, really?” 

“Oh! kind, very kind,” she answered, in the 
same tone, ‘‘and perhaps a little cunning.” 

“Cunning! how?” 

“Well; you know I’m a peevish old Tabby, 
and of course I scratch now and then, and see 
in the dark, I dare say Silas is sorry, but I 
don’t think he is in sackcloth and ashes, He 
has reason to be sorry and anxious, and I say I 
think he is both; and you know he pities you 
very much, and also himself a good deal; and 
he wants money, and you—his beloved niece— 
have a great deal; and altogether it is an affec- 
tionate and prudent letter; and he has sent his 
attorney here to make a note of the will; and 
you are to give the gentleman his meals and 


odging; and Silas very thoughtfully invites 

you to confide your difficulties and troubles to 

Ase 5 week t is very kind, but not impru- 
ent. 


“Oh, Cousin Monica, don’t you think at such 
a moment it is hardly natural that he should 
form such petty schemes, even were he capable 
at other times of prectciig so low? _ Is it not 
jadging him hardly—and you, you ‘know, so 
ittle acquainted with him?’ 

“T told you, dear, ’m a cross old thing, and 
there’s an end; and i really don’t care twopence 
about him; and of the two I’d much rather he 
were no relation. of ours.” 

Now, was not this prejudice? I.dare say in 
part it was. So, too, was my vehement predis- 
position in his favor. I am afraid we women 
are factionists; we always take a side, and na- 
ture formed us for advocates rather than 
judges; and I think the function, if less digni- 

ed, is more amiable, 

[ sat alone at the drawing-room window, at 
nightfall, awaiting my Cousin Moniea’s en- 
trance. 

Feverish and frightened I felt that night. It 
was a S es pad I faney, with the weather. 
The sun had set stormily. Though the air was 
still, thesky looked cold and storm-swept. The 
crowding clouds, slanting in the attitude of 
flight, reflected their own scared aspect upon my 
spirits. My grief darkened with a wild presag- 
ing of danger, and a sense of the supernatural 
fell upon me. It was the saddest and most aw- 
ful aber: suetrs had come since my beloved fa- 
ther’s death. 

_All kinds of shapeless fears environed me in 
silence. For the first time, dire misgivings 
about the form of faith affrighted me. .Who 
were these Swedenborgians who had got about 
him—no one could tell how—and_ held him.so 
fast to the close of his life? Who was this 
bilious, bewigged, black-eyed Doctor peyetly, 
whom none of us quite liked and all a little 
feared; who seemed to rise out of the ground, 
and came and went, no one knew whence or 
whither, exercising, as I imagined, a mysterious 
authority over him? Was it all good and true. 
or a heresy and a. witchcraft? Ob, my beloved 
father !. was it all well with you? 

When Lady Knollys entered she found me in 
floods of tears, walking distractedly up and 
down the room, She kissed me in silence; she 
walked back and forward with me, and did her 
best to console me, 7 

“T think, Cousin Monica, I would wish to see 
him once more. Shall we go up?” 

“Unless you really wish 1t very much, I think, 
darling, you had better not mind it, It is hap- 
pier to recollect them as they were; there's a 
change, you know, darling, and there is seldom 
any comfort in the sight. 

* But I do wish it very much, Oh! won’t you 
come with me?” 

And so I persuaded her, and up we went hand 
in hand, in the deepening twilight; and we halt- 
ed at the end of the dark ery, and I called 
Mrs. Rusk, growing frightened. 

“Tell her to let us in, Cousin Monica,” I 
baie gegen 

“She wishes to see him, my lady—does she?” 
inquired Mrs, Rusk, in an undertone, and with 
a mysterious glance at me, as she softly fitted 
the key to the lock. 

“* Are you quite sure, Maud, dear?” 

“Yes, yes,’ : 

But when Mrs, Rusk entered bearing the can- 
dle, whose beam mixed dismally with the ex- 
piring twilight, disclosing a great black coffin 
standing upon trestles, near the foot of which 
she took her stand, gazing a it, Llost 
heart again altogether and drew back, 

“No, Mrs. Rusk, she won't; and I am very 
gad, ear,” she added to me. “Come, Mrs. 

usk, come away. Yes, darling,” she contin- 
ued to me, “‘it is much better for you,” and she 
hurried me away, and down-stairs again. But 
the awful outlines of that large black coffin re- 
mained upon my imagination with a new and 
terrible sense of death. _ 

Thad no more any wish to seehim. I felta 
horror, even for the room, and for more than an 
hour after a kind of despair and terror, such as 
I have never experienced before or since at the 
idea of death. | 

Cousin Monica had had her bed placed in my. 
room, and Mary Quince’s moved to the dressin:- 
room adjoining it, For the first time the super- 
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stitious. awe that follows death, but nct imme- 
diately, visited me. The idea of seeing my fa- 
ther enter the room, or pps the door and look 
in, haunted me. \ After dy Knollys and I 
were in bed, I could not sleep. The wind sound- 
ed mournfully outside, and the small sounds, 
the rattlings, and strainings that responded 
from within, constantly startled me, and simu- 
lated the sounds of steps, of doors opening, of 
knocking, and so forth, rousing me with a pal- 
pitating heart as often as I fell into a doze. 

At length the wind subsided, and these am- 
biguous noises abated, and I, fatigued, dropped 
into eh sleep. Twas awakened by a sound in 
the gallery which I could not define. A con- 
siderable time had passed, for the wind was now 
quite lulled. I sat up in my bed a good deal 
abi listening breathlessly for I knew not 
what, 

Theard a step moving stealthily along the 
gallery. I called my Cousin Monica softly, and 
we both heard the door of fhe room in which 
my dear father’s body lay unlocked, some one 
furtively enter, and the door shut, 

“What can it be? Good heavens, Cousin 
Monica, do you hear it?” 

“Yes, dear; and it is two o’clock.” 

Every one in Knowl. was in bed at eleven. 
We knew very well that Mrs. Rusk was rather 
nervous, and would not, for worlds, go alone. 
and at such an hour, to the room. e called 
Mary Quince. We all three listened, but we 
heard no other sound.. Iset these things down 
here because they made so terrible an impres- 


sion upon me at the time. 
out, all three in a 


It ended by. our peepi 

body, upon the gallery, rough each window 
in the Rarapecive came its blue sheet of moon- 
shine; but the door on which our attention was 
fixed was in the shade, and we thought we could 
discern the glare of a candle through the key- 
hole. While in whispers we were debating this 
point together, the door opened, the dusky light 
of a candle emerged, the shadow of a figure 
cnoeser _ it Yau, and i bee kind cage nang se 
mysterious Doctor Bryerly—angular, ungainly, 
inthe black cloth coat that fitted little better 
than a coffin—issued from the chamber, candle 
in hand, murmuring, I pose, a prayer—it 
sounded like a farewell—as he looked back, pal- 
lid and grim, into the room, and then stepped 
cautiously upon the gallery floor, shutting and 
locking the door upon the dead; and then hay- 
ing listened for a second, the saturnine figure, 
casting a gigantic and distorted shadow upon 
the ceiling and side-wall. from the-lowered can- 
dle, strode lightly down the long dark passage 
away from us, 

Ican only speak for myself, and -I can hon- 
estly say that] felt. as much frightened as if I 
had just seen a sorcerer stealing from his un- 
hallowed business. I think Cousin Monica was 
also affected in the same way, for she turned the 
key on the inside of the door when we entered. 
I do not think one of us believed at the moment 
that what we had seen was a. Doctor Bryerly of 
flesh and blood, and yet the first thing we spoke 
of in the morning was Doctor Bryerly’s arrival. 
ae mind is a different organ by aight and by 

ay. 


CHAPTER XXII, 


1 TALK WITH DOCTOR BRYERLY. 


Doctor BRYER1LyY had, indeed, arrived at half- 
twelve o'clock at night, is summon sat 
e hall door was little heard at our remote side 
of the old house at; Know]; and when the sleepy, 
half-dressed servant opened the door, the lank 
doctor, in glossy black clothing, was standing 
oh is eit sacade on its en ach ae steps, 
and his vehicle disa ing in the OWS 0! 
the old trees pals 
In os came, sterner and sharper of aspect than 


al, 

“Tye been expected—I’m Doctor Bryerly— 
haven't I? So, let whoever is in charge of the 
body be called. I must visit it forthwith.” 

So the doctor satin the back drawing-room 
with a solitary candle; and Mrs, Rusk was call- 
ed up, and grumbling much and very peevish, 
dressed and went down, her ill-temper subsiding 
in a sort of fear as she approached Phe visitor. 

- * How do rhe do, . ad A sad iB Sie 
s any one watching in the room where the re- 
mains of your late master are laid?” 

“ 

(°) 


“So much the better. 


“Thank * 4 eh Now we'll proceed, Fey, 


“Yes, sir—since yesterda, .” 
Mrs. Rusk was M Bea eles 
of this lean figure, sheathed in shinin 


UNCLE SILAS. 


“But, of course, the lid’s not on; you’ve not 
screwed him down, hey?” 

“No, sir.” 

“ That’s well. 
pray. Heisin his place, [here on earth. Ho 
in the spirit, Tin the flesh, The neutral ground 
lies there. So are carried the vibrations, and 
so the light of earth and heaven reflected back 
and forward—a i ey a wonderful though 
helpless engine, the ladder of Jacob, and behold 
the angel of God ascending and descending on 
it. Thanks—Ill take the key. Mysterious to 
those who will live altogether in houses of clay. 
no mystery to such as will use their eyes and 
read what is revealed, This candle—it is the 
longer, please; no—no need of a pair—thanks; 
just this, to hold inmy hand, And remember, 
all depends upon the willing mind. Why do 

ou look frightened? Where is your faith? 
bon't you know that spirits are about us at all 
times? Why should you fear to be near the 
body? The spirit is every thing; the flesh profit- 
eth nothing.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Mrs. Rusk, making him a great 
courtesy in the threshold. 

She was frightened by his eerie talk, which 
grew, she fancied, more voluble and energetic 
as they approached the corpse, 

“Remember, then, that when you fancy “Ache 
self alone and wrapped in darkness, you stand, 
in fact, in the center of a theater, as wide as the 
starry floor of heaven, with an audience whom 
no man can number, beholding you under a 
flood of light. Therefore, though your body be 
in solitude and your mortal sense in darkness, 
remember to walk as being in the light, sur- 
rounded with a cloud of witnesses, Thus walk; 
and when the hour comes, and you pass forth 
unprisoned from the tabernacle of the flesh, al- 
though it still has its relations and its rights”"— 
and saying this, as he held the soli candle 
aloft in the doorway, he nodded toward the cof- 
fin, whose large black form was faintly tracea- 
ble against the shadows beyond—“ you will re- 
joice; and, being clothed upon with your house 
from on high, you will not be found naked. On 
the other hand, he that loveth corruption shall 
es SRP UE, Mae Think upon these things. 

ood- ; 

And the Swedenborgian doctor stepped into 
the room, taking the candle with him, and closed 
the door upon the shadowy still-life there, and 
on his own sharp and swarthy Mo. a leaving 
Mrs. Rusk in a sort of panic in the dark alone, 
to find her way to her room the best way she 


could, 

Early in the morning Mrs. Rusk came to my 
room to tell me. that Doctor Bryerly was in the 
parlor, and begged to know whether I had not 
a message for him. I was already dressed; so, 
though it was dreadful seeing a stranger in my 
then mood, taking the key of the cabinet in my 
hand, I followed Mrs, Rusk down-stairs. 

Crete. the parlor door, she stepped in, and 
with a little courtesy said, ‘“ Please, sir, the 
young mistress—Miss Ruthyn.” 

Draped in black and very pale, tall and slight, 
“the young mistress” was; and as I entered I 
heard a newspaper rustle, and the sound of 
steps approaching to meet me. 

Face face we met, near the door; and, 
without speaking, I e him a deep cou . 

He took my hand, without the least indication 
on my pats in his hard, lean grasp, and shook 
it kindly, but familiarly, peering with a stern 
sort of curiosity into my face as he continued to 
hold it. His ill-fitting, glossy black cloth, un- 
gainly presence, and sharp, dark, vulpine feat- 
ures, had in them, as I said before, the vulgari 
of a Glasgow artisan in his Sabbath. suit. 
made an instantaneous motion to withdraw my 
hand, but he held it firmly. 

Though there was a grim sort of familiarity, 
there were also decision, shrewdness, and, above 
all, kindness in his dark face—a gleam on the 
whole of the masterly and the honest—that. 
along with a certain paleness, betraying, i 
thought, restrained emotion, indicated sympathy 
and invited confidence, 

“T hope, miss, you are pretty well? He 
pronounced “pretty” as it is spelt. “TIT have 
come in consequence of a solemn promise exact- 
ed more than a year since by your deceased fa- 
ther, the late Mr. Austin Ruthyn, of Knowl, for 
whom I cherished a warm esteem, being knit 
besides with him in 1 a bonds. It has been 
a shock to you, miss?” 

“Tt has, indeed, sir.” ; 

“Tve a doctor's Beare T have—Doctor of 
Medicine, miss. Like St. ‘Luke, preacher and 
doctor. I was in business once, but this is bet- 
ter, As one footing fails, the Lord provides an- 
other. The stream of life is black and angry; 
how so many of us Ret across without Sroreung,, 
I often wonder, The best way is not to loo! 
too far before—just from one stepping-stone to 
another; and though you may wet your feet 
= Won't let you drown—He has not allow: 

And Doctor Bryerly held up bis head, and 
wagged it resolu rly. sf / 
wr pike cath oe ee i Sg its 

lessing, though a grea’ miss, 
war a ae trust; but don't sup OS you are 
destined to Srempticn from trouble on that ac- 
count, any more than poor Emmanuel Bryerly, 


. 


I must look on the face asTI | 
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As the sparks fly upward, Miss Ruthyn! Your 


cushioned carriage may overturn on the high 
road, as I may stumble and fall upon thie foot- 
path, There are other troubles than debt and 
rivation. Who can tell how long health may 
ast, or when an accident may happen the brain; 
what mortifications may await you in your own 
high sphere: what unknown enemies may rise 
up in your path; or what slanders may asperse 
your name—ha, ha! It is a wonderfu equilib- 
rium—a marvelous dispensation—ha, ha!” and 
he laughed with a shake of his head, If thought 
a little sarcastically, as if be was not sorry my 
money could not avail to buy immunity from 
the general curse. 

“But what money can’t do 
that in mind, Miss Ruthyn. e can all pray; 
and though thorns, and snares, and stones 

lie strewn in our way, we need not’ fear 
them, He will give his angels charge over us, 
and in their hands they will bear us up, for He 
hears and sees everywhere, and His angels are 
innumerable.” 

He was now king gently and solely 
and paused. But another vein of thought he 
had unconsciously opened in my mind, and I 


said; 
uae had my dear papa no other medical ad- 
ser?” 
He looked at me ie cat and flushed a little 
under his dark tint. is medical skill was, 
perhaps, the point on which his human vanity 
vaunted itsel , and I dare say there was some- 
a very disparaging in my tone. 
“And if he had no other he might have done 
worse. I’ve had many critical cases in m 
hands, Miss Ruthyn. I can’t charge myse 
with any miscarriage through ignorance. My 
diagnosis in Mr, Ruthyn’s case has been verified 
by the result, But I was not alone; Sir Clayton 
Barrow saw him, and took my view; a note wiil 
reach him in London. But this~excuse me—is 
not to the present purpose. The late Mr. Ru- 
thyn told me I was to receive a key from you 
which would open a cabinet where he had laced 
his will—ha! thanks—in’ his study. nd, T 
think, as there may be directions about the fu- 
neral, it had better be read forthwith. Is there 
any gentleman—a relative or man of business— 
near here whom you would wish sent for?” 
‘“No, none, thank you; I have confidence in 
‘ou, sir.” 
"Om think I spoke and looked frankly, for he 
smiled yery kindly, though with closed | lips. 7 
“And you may be sure, Miss Ruthyn, macs 
confidence shall not be disappointed. ere 
was a long pause, ‘But you are very young, 
and you ‘must have some one by in your inter- 
est, who has some experience in business. Let 
me see, Is not the rector, Dr. Clay, at hand? 
In the town?—very good; and Mr, Danvers, 
who manages the estate, he must come. And 

et Grimston—you see I know all the names— 
Oriitston, the attorney; for, though he was not 
employed about this will, he has been Mr. Ru- 
thyn’s solicitor a great many years; we must 
have Grimston; for, as I suppose you know, 
though it is a short will, it is a very ge one. 
I srry , but you know he was very de- 
cided when he took a view. He read it to you, 
one No, sir.” 

“Oh, but he told you so much as relates to 
you and your uncle, Mr, Silas Ruthyn, of Bar- 

Tam Haver 

“No, indeed, sir.” 

“Ha! I wish he had.” 

And with these words Doctor Bryerly’s coun- 
tenance darkened. 

“Mr. Silas pees is a religious man?” 

“Oh, very!” said I, 

*You’ve seen a good deal of him? 

“No, I never saw him,” I answ 

“Hm! Odder and odder! But he’s a good” 
man, isn’t he?” 
be ery good, indeed, sir—a very religious 
man, 

Doctor Bryerly was watching my countenance 
as I spoke with a and anxious eye; and 
then he looked down, and read the pattern of 
the carpet like bad news, for a while, and look- 
ing again in my face, askance, he said, “He 
was very near joinin ig ws—on the Font He 
got into correspondence with Henry Voerst, one 
of our best men, They call us Sweden . 

‘ou know, but I dare say that won’t go much 
farther now, I suppose, Miss Ruthyn, one 
o'clock would be, a.good hour, and I an 
under the circumstances, the gentlemen w: 
make a point of attending,” 

“Yes, Doctor Bryerly, the notes shall be 
sent, and my cousin, Lady Knollys, would, I 
am sure, attend with me while the will is 
Toad ene would be no objection to her pres- 
ence 

“None in the world. I can’t be quite sure 
who are joined with me as executors. I’m al- 
most sorry I did not decline; but it is too late 
regretting, One thing you must believe, Miss 
Ruthyn—in framing the provisions of the will I 
was neyer consulted, although I expo 
agalaet the only very unusual one it c 
when I 
vain. 


rayer can—bear 


ontains 

heard it. I did so strenuously, but in 

There was one other a which I pro- 
tested— a rig! s0—with ‘be 

effect. In no other way does the will in any 
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respect owe any thing to my advice or dis- 
suasion. You wall Taans believe this; also that 
Lam your friend. es, indeed, if is my duty.” 

The latter words he spoke looking down again. 
as it were in soliloquy; and thanking him, if 
withdrew. 

When I reached the hall, I regretted that I 
had not asked him to state distinctly what ar- 
rangements the will made so nearly affecting, 
as if seemed, my relations with my Uncle Silas 
and for a moment I thought of returnin, and 
requesting an explanation. But then, be- 
thought me, it was not very long to wait till one 


. o’'clock—so he, at least, would think. I went | 


up-stairs, therefore, to the ‘‘school-room,” 
which we used at present as a sitting-room, and 
there I found Cousin Monica awaiting me. 


“Are you quite well, dear?’ asked Lady | 


Knollys, as she came to meet and kiss me, 

‘* Quite well, Cousin Monica.” , 

“No nonsense, Maud! you're as white as that 
handkerchief—what’s the matter? Are you 
ill—are, you frightened? Yes, you’re trembling 
—you’re terrified, child.” 

‘I believe I am afraid, There is something 
in on papa’s will about Uncle Silas—about. me. 
I. don’t; know—Doctor Bryerly says, and he 
seems so uncomfortable and frightened himself, 
Iam sure it is something very bad. Lam very 
much frightened—I am—I_ am. Oh, Cousin 
Monica, you won't leave me?” . 

So I threw my arms about her neck, clasping 
her very close, and we kissed one another, Icry- 
ing like a frightened child, and indeed in expe- 
rience.of the world I was no more. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 
THE OPENING OF THE WILL. 


Prruaps the terror with which I anticipated 
the hour of one, and the disclosure of the un- 
known undertaking to which I had bound my- 
self, was irrational and morbid. But, honestly, 
I doubt it; my tendency has always been that 
of many other. weak characters, to act impetu- 
ously, and ehietware, to $2088 be Naswe ted 
consequences whic! ave, perhaps, in reality, 
had little or no share in reducing. 

It was Doctor Bryerly’s countenance and 
manner in alluding to a particular provision in 
my father’s will that instinctively awed me. 
have seen faces in a nightmare that haunted me 
with an indescribable horror, and, yet I could 
not say wherein lay the fascination. And so it 
was with his: an omen, a menace lurked in its 
sallow and dismal glance. 

‘You must not be so frightened, darling,” 
said Cousin Monica. “‘ It is foolish—it is, really; 
they can’t cut off your head, you know—the 
can’t really harm you in any essential way. If 
it involved a risk of a little money you would 
not mind it; but men are such odd creatures; 
they measure all sacrifices by money. Doctor 
Bryerly would look just as you describe if you 
were doomed to lose five hundred pounds, and 
yet it would not kill you.” 

A companion like Lady Knollys is reassuring ; 
but I could not take her comfort altogether to 
heart, for I felt that she had no great confidence 
in it herself. ; 

There was a little French clock over the man- 
tel-piece in the school-room which I consulted 
nearly every minute. It wanted now but ten 
minutes to one. . 

“Shall we go down to the drawing-room, 
dear?” said Cousin Knollys, who was growing 
restless like me. 

So down-stairs we went, pausing by mutual 
consent at the great window at the stair head, 
which looks ouf upon the avenue. Mr. Dan- 
vers was riding. his. tall gray horse at a walk, 
under the wide branches toward the house, and 
‘we waited to see him get off at the door. In 
his turn he loitered there, for the good rector’s 
gig, driven by the curate, was approaching at a 
smart ecclesiastical trot. 

Doctor Clay got. down and shook hands with 
Mr. Danvers; and after a word or two, away 
drove the curate, with that upward glance at 
the windows from which so few can refrain. 

I watched the rector and Mr. Danvers loiter- 
ing on the steps as a patient might the gather- 
ing of surgeons who are to periorm some un- 
known operation. They, too, glanced up at the 

dow as they turned to enter the house, and 
I drew back. Cousin Monica looked at her 
watch. . 
' “Four minutes only. Shall we go to the 
drawing-room?” 

Waiting for a moment to let the gentlemen 
get by on the way to the study, we accordingly 
went down, and I heard the rector talk of the 
dangerous state of Grindleston bridge, and won- 
dered how he could think of such things at a 
time of sorrow... Every thing about those few 
minutes of suspense remains fresh in my recol- 
lection.. [remember how they loitered and came 
to a halt at the corner of the oak passage lead- 
ing to the study, and how the rector patted the 
marble head and smoothed the inflexible tresses 
of William Pitt as he listened to Mr. Danvers’ 
details about the presentment; and then, as 
they went on, I recollect the boisterous nose- 
blowing that suddenly resounded from the pass- 
age, and which I then referred, and still refer, 
intuitively to the rector. 


We had not been five minutes in the drawing- 
room when Branston entered, to say that. the 


| gentlemen I had mentioned were all assembled 


in the span 
“Come, dear,” said Cousin Monica; and, lean- 
ing on her arm, I reached the study door. I 
entered, followed by her. The gentlemen ar- 
rested their talk and stood up, those who were 
sitting, and the rector came forward very grave- 
ly, and in low tones, and very kindly, greeted 
me. There was nothing emotional in this sal- 
utation; for though my father never quarreled, 
yet an immense distance separated him from 
all his neighbors, and I do not think there lived 
a human being that knew him at more than 
perhaps a point or two of his character. 
Considering how entirely he secluded himself, 
my father was, as many people living remember, 
wonderfully popular in his county. He was 
neighborly in everything except, in seeing com- 
pany and mixing in society. He had magnifi- 
cent shooting, of which he was extremely liberal. 
He kept a pack of hounds at Dollerton, with 
which all his side of the county hunted through 
the season. He never refused any claim upon 
his purse which had the slightest show of rea- 


son. He subscribed to every fund, social, char- | 


itable, Eparting, agricultural, no matter what, 
provided the honest people of his county took 
an interest in it, and always with a princely 
hand; and although he shut himself up, no one 
could say that he was inaccessible, for he de- 
voted hours daily to answering letters, and his 
check-book contributed largely in those replies, 
He had taken his turn long ago as high sheriff; 
so there was an end of thaf claim before his odd- 
ity and shyness had quite secluded him. He 
refused the lord lieutenancy of his county; he 
declined every post of persona] distinction con- 
nected with it. He could write an able as well 
as a genial letter when he. pleased; and his ap- 
earances at public meetings, dinners, and so 
orth, were made in his epistolarly fashion, and, 
when occasion. presented, by magnificent con- 
tributions from his purse. ~ 
Tf my father had been less good-natured in 
the sporting relations of his vast estates, or less 
magnificent in dealing with his fortune, or even 
if he had failed to exhibit the intellectual force 
which always characterized his letters on public 


matters, I daro say that his oddities would have | 


condemned him to ridicule and possibly to dis- 
like. But every one of the principal gentlemen 
of his county whose judgment was valuable has 
told me that he was a remarkably able man, and 
that his failure in public life was due to his ec- 
centricities, and in no. r ct to deficiency in 
pitoed petertee mental qualities which make men 
fi and useful in Parliament. 

T could not forbear placing on record this tes- 
timony to the high mental and the kindly : eae 
ties of my beloved father, who might have 
passed fora misanthrope or a fool. e was a 
man of generous nature and powerful intellect, 
but given up to the oddities of a shyness which 
grew with years and indulgence, and became 
inflexible with his disappointments and afflic- 
tion. 

There was something even in the rector’s kind 
and ceremonious greeting which oddly enough 
reflected the mixed feelings. in which awe was 
not without a place, with which his neighbors 
had regarded my dear father. 

Having done the honors—I am sure looking 
wofully pale—I had time to glance quietly at 
the only figure there with which I was not tol- 
erably familiar. This was the junior partner in 
the firm of Archer and Sleigh who represented 
my Uncle Silas—a fat and lid man of six 
and-thirty, with a sly and evil countenance, and 
it has always seemed to me that all dispositions 
show more repulsively in a pale fat face than in 
any other. 

octor Bryerly, standing near the window, 
was talking in a low tone to Mr, Grimston, our 
attorney. 

Iheard good Dr. Clay whisper to Mr. Dan- 
vers, “Is not that Doctor Bryerly—the rson 
with the. black—the black—it’s a wig, I think— 
in the window, talking to Abel Grimston?” 

“Yes, that’s he.” 

“* Odd-looking person—one of the Swedenborg 
people, is not he?’ continued the rector, 

“So I am told.” 

“ Yes,” said the rector, quietly ; and he cross- 
ed one gaitered leg over the other, and with fin- 
gers interlaced, twiddled his thumbs, as he eyed 
the monstrous sectary under his orthodox old 
brows with a stern inquisitiveness. 1 thought 
he was meditating theblogic battle. , 

But Dr. Bryerly and Mr. Grimston, still talk- 
ing together, began. to walk slowly from the 
window, and the former said, in his peculiar 
eae tones, “I beg pardon, Miss Ruthyn—per- 

aps you would be so good as to show us which 
of the cabinets in this room your late lamented 
father pointed out as that to which this key be- 


ongs. 
T indicated the oak cabinet. 
“ Very good, ma’am—ve 

toy BL Azs as he fumbl 

‘ock. 

Cousin Monica could not forbe: urmuri 

“ Dear! what a brute!” sssents ie wee 
The junior partner, with his dumpy hands in 

his pockets, poked his fat face over Mi Grim- 


»” said Doc- 
the key into the 


ston’s shoulder, and peered into the cabinet as 
the door opened. 

The search was not long. A handsome white 
paper inclosure, neatly tied up in pink tape, and 
sealed with large red seals, was inscribed in my 
dear father’s hand; ‘‘ Will of Austin R. Ruthyn, 
of Knowl.” Then, in small characters, the date, 
and in the corner a note: “ This will was drawn 
from my instructions by Gaunt, Hogg, and 
Hatchett, Solicitors, Great Woburn Street, Lon- 
don.—A. R. R.” 

“Let me have a squint at that indorsement, 
please, gentlemen,” half whispered the unpleas- 
ant person who represented Uncle Silas. 

“Tisvt an indorsement. There,look—a memo- 
randum on an envelope,” said Abel Grimston, 


grufily, 

‘Thanks—all right—that will do,” he re- 
sponded, himself making 2 encil note of it, in 
a jong sp book which he drew from his coat 
pocket. 

The tape was carefully cut, and the envelope 
removed without tearing the writing, and forth 
came the will, at sight of which my heart swelled 
and fluttered up to my lips, and then dropped 
down dead, as it seemed, into its place. 

“Mr. Grimston, you will please to read_ it,” 
said Doctor Bryerly, who took the direction of 
the process. “TI will sit beside you, and as we 
go along you will be good enough to help us. to 
understand technicalities, and give us a lift 
where we want it.” 

“Tt’s a short will,” said Mr. Grimston, turn- 
ing over the sheets—“ very—considering, Here's 
a codicil.” 

‘*T did not see that,” said Doctor Bryerly. 

* Dated only a month ago.” 

“Oh!” said Doctor. Bryerly, putting on his 

ectacles, Uncle Silas’ embassador, sitting 
close behind, had insinuated his face between 
Doctor Breet and the reader's of the will, 

“On behalf of the surviving brother of the 
testator,” interposed the delegate, just as Abel 
Grimston had cleared his voice to begin, “ I take 
leave to apply for a copy of thisinstrument. It 
will save a deal of trouble, if the young lady as 
represents the testator here has no objection,” 

“You can have as many a as you like 
when the will is proved,” said Mr. Grimston. 

“T know that; but supposing as all’s right, 
where’s the objection?” 

“Just the objection there always is to acting 
irregular,” replied Mr. Grimston. 

“You don’t object to act disobliging, it 
seems.” 

é ““You can do as I told you,” replied Mr. Grim- 
on, 

“Thank you for nothing,” murmured Mr. 
Sleigh. 

And the reading of the will proceeded, while 
he made elaborate notes of its contents in his 
capacious pocket-book, 

*T, Austin Aylmer Ruthyn Ruthyn, being, I 
thank God, of sound mind and of perfect recol- 
lection,” etc., etc.; and then came a bequest of 
all his estates real, chattels real, copyrights, 
leases, chattels, money, rights, interests, rever- 
sions, powers, plate, pictures, and estates and 

ossessions whatsoever to four persons—Lord 
lbury, Mr. Penrose Creswell of Creswell, Sir 
William Aylmer, Bart., and Hans Emmanuel 
Bryerly, Doctor_of Medicine, to have and to 
hold, ete., ete. Whereupon my Cousin Monica 
ejaculated ‘Eh?’ and Doctor Bryerly inter- 
osed, ‘‘ Four trustees, ma am. e e little 
ut trouble—yow'll see; gO On,” 

Then it came out that all this multifarious 
splendor was bequeathed in trust for me, subject. 
to a bequest of fifteen thousand pounds to his 
only brother, Silas Aylmer Ruthyn, and three 
thousand five hundred pounds each to the two 
children of his said brother; and lest any doubt 
should arise by reason of his, the testator’s de- 
cease, as to the continuance of the arrangement: 
by way of lease under which he enjoyed his 
present habitation and farm, he left him the 
use of the mansion-house and jands of Bartram- 
Haugh, in the county of Derbyshire, and of 
the lands of so-and-so and so-and-so, adjoining 
thereto, in the said county, for the term of his 
natural life, on payment of a rent, of five shil- 
lings per annum, and subject to the like con- 
ditions as to waste, etc., as are expressed in the 
Share: Task is them dis 

_ By your leave, may I as em. disposi- 
tions all the devises toy client, which is his 
only brother, as it seems to me you ve seen the 
will before?” inquired Mr. Sleigh. : 

ve Nothing more, unless there is something in 
the codicil,” answered Doctor Bryerly. 4 

ue there was no mention of him in the codi- 
cil, ‘ 

Mr. Sleigh threw himself back in his chair, 
and sneered, with the end of his pencil between 
his teeth. I hope his disappointment was alto- 
gether for his client. Mr. Danvers fancied, he 
afterward said, that he had probably expected 
legacies which might have inyolved litigation, 
or, at all events, law costs, and perhaps a stew- 
ardship; but this was very barren; and Mr. 
Danvers also remarked thatthe man was a yery 
low practitioner, and wondered how my Uncle 
Silas could have commissioned such a person to 
rope 7 - 

far the will contained nothing of which my 
most partial friend could have complained. The 
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codicil, too, devised only legacies to servants, 
and a sum of £1000, with a few kind words, to 
Monica, Lady Knollys, and a further sum of 
£3000 to Doctor Bryerly, stating that the lega- 
tee had prevailed upon him to erase from the 
draft of his will a bequest to him to that amount, 
but that, in consideration of all the trouble de- 
volving upon him as trustee, he made that be- 
quest by his codicil; and with these arrange- 
ments the permanent disposition of his property 
was completed. 

But that direction to which he and Doctor 
Bryerly had darkly alluded had now to come, 
and certainly it was a strange one, . It appoint- 
ed my Uncle Silas my sole guardian, with full 
parental authority over me, until I should have 
reached the-age of twenty-one, up to which 
time I was to reside under his care at Bartram- 
Haugh, and it directed the trustees to pay over 
to him yearly asum of. two. thousam poapea 
during the continuance of the guardianship for 
my suitable maintenance, education, and ex- 
penses. 

You have now.a sufficient outline of my, fa- 
ther’s will. The only thing I painfully felt in 
this arrangement was the break-up—the dismay 
that accompanies the disappearance of home; 
otherwise there was something rather pleasura- 
ble in the idea....As long as I could remember 
I had always cherished the same mysterious cu- 
riosity about my uncle, and the same longing to 
behold him. This was about to be gratified. 
Then there was my Cousin Milicent, about my 
own age. My, life had been so lonely that [ 
had acquired none of those artificial habits that 
induce the fine-lady nature—a second, and not 
always a very amiable one. She had lived a 
solitary life like me. What rambles and read- 
ings we should have together! What,confidences 
and eastle-buildings! and then there was a new 
country and a fine old place, and the sense of 
interest and adventure that always accom- 
panies change in our early youth. 

There were four letters, all alike, with large 
red seals, addressed respectively to each of the 
trustees named in the will. There was also one 
addressed to Silas Aylmer Ruthyn, Esq., Bar- 
tram-Haugh Manor, ete., etc., which Mr. Sleigh 
offered to deliver. But Doctor Bryerly thought 
the post-office was the more regular channel. 
Unele Silas’ representative was questioning 
Doctor Bryerly in an undertone. 

I sarben my eyes on my Cousin Monica—I 
felt so inexpressibly relieyed—expecting to see a 
corresponding expression in her countenance. 
But I was startled. She looked ghastly and 
angry. I stared in her face, not knowing what 
to think. Could the will have personally disap- 
pointed her?) Such doubts, though we fancy in 
after life they belong to maturity and experi- 
ence only, do sometimes cross .our minds in 

outh. But the suggestion wronged Lady Knol- 
ys, who neither expected nor wanted any thing, 
being rich, childless, generous, and frank. Tt 
was the unexpected character of her counten- 
ance that scared me, and for a moment the 
shock called up corresponding moral images. 

Lady Knollys, starting up, raised her head, 
so as to see over Mr. Sleigh’s shoulder, and bit- 
ing her. pale lip, she cleared her voice, and de- 
manded, ‘‘ Doctor Bryerly, pray, sir, is the read- 
ing concluded?’ ‘ 

‘Concluded? Quite. Yes, nothing more,” 
he answered with a nod, and_ continued his ta 
with Mr. Danvers. and AbelGrimston. 

‘“¢ And to whom,” said Lady Knollys, with an 
effort, ‘will the property belong in case—in 
case my little cousin ya should die before she 
comes of age?” Z 

“Bh? Well—wouldn’t it go to the heir-at- 
law and next of kin?” said Dr. Bryerly, turning 
to Abel Grimston. 

F Ee i, be sure,” said the attorney, thought- 
ully. 

‘And who is that?’ pursued my cousin. 

“Well, her uncle, Mr. Silas Ruthyn. He’s 
both heir-at-law and next of kin,” pursued Abel 
Grimston. 

“Thank hy said Lady Knollys. 

Doctor Clay came forward, bowing very low, 
in his standing collar and _ single-breasted coat, 
and graciously folded my hand in his soft wrin- 
kled grasp: ‘‘ Allow me, my dear Miss Ruthyn, 
while expressing my regret that we are to lose 

ou from among our little flock—though I trust 

ut for a short, a very short time—to say how I 
rejoice at that particular arrangement indicated 
by the will we have just heard read. My curate, 
William Fairfield, resided for some years in the 
same spiritual capacity in the neighborhood of 
your, ? will say, admirable uncle, with occa- 
sional intercourse with whom he was favored— 
may I not say blessed—a true Christian Church- 
man—a Christian gentleman. Can I say more? 
A most happy, happy choice.” A very low bow 
here, with eyes nearly closed, anda shake of the 
head. ‘Mrs. Clay will do herself the honor of 
waiting pop you, to pay her respects before 
you leave Knowl for your temporary sojourn 
in another sphere.” 

So, with another deep bow—for I had become 
agreat personage all at once—he let go my 
hand cautiously and delicately, as if he were 
setting down a curious china teacup. And I 
courtesied low to him, not knowing what to say, 
and then to the assembly generally, who all 


UNCLE SILAS. 


fo 


room, 


CHAPTER XXV. 
I HEAR FROM UNCLE SILAS. 


Wirnovur saying a word, Cousin Monica ac- 
companied me to the school-room, and on en- 
tering she shut the door, not without a spirited 
clang, but quietly and determinedly. 

‘““ Well, dear,” she said, with the same pale, 
excited countenance, ‘‘ that certainly is a sensi- 
ble and charitable arrangement. could not 
have believed it possible, had I not heard it with 
my ears.” 

‘ About my going to Bartram-Haugh?” 

‘¢Yes, exactly so, under Silas Ruthyn’s guard- 
ianship, to spend two—three—of the most im- 
portant years of your education and, your life 
under that roof. Is that, my dear, what was in 
your mind when you were so alarmed about 
what you were to be called upon to do or un- 
dergo?” 

o, no, indeed. I had no notion what. it 
might be. I was afraid of something serious,” 
LI answered, 

“And, my dear Maud, did not your poor fa- 
ther speak to you as if it was something seri- 
ous?” said she. ‘‘And so it ts, I can tell. you, 
something serious, and very serious; and I think 
it ought to be prevented, and I certainly will 
prevent it if I possibly can,” 

I was puzzled utterly by the intensity of Lady 
Knollys’ protest. I looked at her, expecting an 
explanation of her meaning; but she was silent, 
looking steadfastly on the jewels on her right- 
hand fingers, ‘with which she was drumming a 
staccata march on the table, very pale, with 
gleaming eyes, evidently thinking deeply. I be- 
ran to think she had a prejudice against my 

nele Silas. 

“He is not very rich,” I commenced, 

“ Who?’ said Lady Knollys. 

“ Unele Silas,” I replied. 

“No, aso he’s in debt,” she answered. 

“But, then, how very highly Doctor Clay 
spoke of him,” I pursued. 

“Don’t talk of Doctor Clay. I do think that 
man is the greatest goose I ever heard talk. I 
have no patience with such men,” she replied. 

I tried to remember what particular nonsense 
Doctor Clay had uttered, and I could recollect 
nothing, unless his eulogy upon my uncle were 
to be classed with that sort of declamation. 

‘Danvers is a very proper man and a good 
accountant, I dare say, but he is either a very 
deep person or a fool—I believe a fool, As for 
your attorney, I suppose he knows his business, 
and also his interest, and I have no doubt he 
will consult it. I begin to think the best man 
among them, the shrewdest and the most relia- 
ble, is that. vulgar visionary in the black wig. I 
saw him look at you, Maud, and If liked his face, 
though it is abominably ugly and vulgar, and 
cunning too; but I think he’s a just man, and I 
dare say with right feelings, I’m sure he has.” 

I was quite at a loss to divine the gist of my 
cousin’s criticism. 

“T’ll have some talk with Doctor Bryerly; I 
feel convinced he takes my view, and we must 
really think what had best be done.” 

“Ts there anything in the will, Cousin Moni- 
ca, that does not appear?’ I asked, for I was 
igh very uneasy. ‘I wish you would tell 
me. What view do you mean?” 

“No view in particular; the view that a des- 
olate old park, and the house of a neglected old 
man, who is very poor, and has been desperately 
foolish, is not the right place for you, particu- 
larly at your years. Itis gun shocking, and 1 
will s a doctor Bryerly. May I ring the 
bell, dear?” 

“ Certainly,” and 1 rung it 

‘When does he leave Knowl?” 

I could not tell. Mrs. Rusk, however, was 
sent for, and she could tell us that he had an- 
nounced his intention of taking the night train 
from Drackleton, and was to leave Kuowl for 
that station at half-past six o’clock. 

‘May Rusk give or send him a message from 
me, dear?” asked ree Knollys 

Of course she might. 

“Then, please, let him know that I request he 
will be so good as to allow mea very few min- 
utes, just to say a word before he goes,” 

“You kind cousin!” I said, placing my two 
hands on her shoulders, and looking earnestly in 
her face; ‘‘ you are anxious about me, more 
than you say. Won't you tell me why? I am 
much more unhappy, really, in ignorance, than 
if I understood the cause.” 

‘Well, dear, haven’t I told you? The two or 
three years of your life which are to form you, 
are destined to be passed in utter loneliness, and, 
Tam sure, neglect. You can’t estimate the dis- 
advantage of such an arrangement. It is full 
of disadvantages How could it have entered 
the head of poor Austin—although I should not 
say that, for I am sure I do understand it. But 
how he could for any purpose have directed such 
a measure is quiteinconceivable. I never heard 
of anything so foolish and abominable, and I 
will prevent it if I can.” 

At that moment Mrs, Rusk announced that 


Doctor Bryerly would see Lady Knollys at. any 
time she pleased before his departure. 

“Tt shall be this moment, then,” said the en- 
ergetic lady, and up she stood, and. made that 
hasty general adjustment before the glass which, 
no matter under what circumstances, and before 
what sort of creatures one’s appearance is to be 
made, is a duty that every woman owes to her- 
self. And I heard her a moment after, at the 


stair-head, directing. Branston to let Doctor © - 


Bryerly know that she awaited him in the draw- 
ing-room. 

And now she was gone, and I began to wonder 
and speculate, Why should my Cousin Monica 
make all this fuss about, after all, a very natu- 
ral arrangement? My uncle, whatever he might — 
have been, was now a good man—a religious 
man—perhaps a little severe, and with, this 
thought a dark streak flashed across my sky, 

A cruel disciplinarian!—had I not read. of 
such characters?—lock and key, bread. and wa- 
ter, and solitude. ‘To. sit locked up all night in 
a dark, out-of-the-way room, in a great, ghosty, 
old-fashioned: house, with no one nearer than 
the other wing, What years of horror in one 
such night! Would not this explain my poor 
father’s hesitation, and my Cousin Monica’s ap- 
parently disproportioned opposition? When an 
idea of terror presents itself to a young person’s 
mind, it transfixes and fills the vision, without 
respect of probabilities or reason. 4 

y_ uncle was now a terrible old martinet, 
with long Bible-lessons, lectures, pages of cate- 
chism, sermons to be conned by rote, and an 
awful catalogue of punishments for idleness, 
and what would seem to him impiety. I was 
going, then, to a frightful isolated reformatory, 
where for the first time in my life I should 
subjected to a rigorous and perhaps barbarous 
discipline. 

All this was an exhalation of fancy, but it 
quite overcame me. I-threw myself, inmy soli- 
tude, on the floor, upon my knees, and prayed 
for deliverance—prayed that Cousin Monica 
might prevail on Doctor Bryerly, and both on 
my behalf with the lord chancelor or the high 
sheriff, or whoever else my proper deliverer 
might be; and when my cousin returned she 
found me quite in an agony; 

"Why, you little fool! what fancy has taken 
possession of you now?” she cried. 

And when my new terror came to light, she 
aranalty laughed a little to reassure nie, and she 
said: 

* My dear child, your Uncle Silas will never 
put you through your duty to your neighbor: 
all the time you are under his roof you'll have 
idleness and liberty enough, and too much, I 
fear, It is neglect, my dear, not discipline, that 
I'm afraid of.’ : 

““T think, dear Cousin Monica, you are afraid 
of something more than neglect,” I said, re- 
lieved, however. 

“TY am afraid of more than neglect,” she re- 
plied aa ga “but [hope my fears may turn 
out illusory, and that possibly they may be 
avoided. d now, for a few hours at least 
let us think of something else. Irather like that 
Doctor Bryerly. I could not get him to say 
what I wanted. I don’t think he’s Scotch, but 
he is very cautious, and I am sure, though he 
would not say so, that he thinks of the matter 
exactly as Ido. He says that those fine people, 
who are named as his co-trustees, won't take 
any trouble, and will leave everything to him 
and I am sure he is right. So we must no 
quarrel with him, Maud, nor call him hard 
names, although he certainly is intolerably vul- 
gar and ugly, and at times very nearly imperti- 
nent—I suppose without knowing, or indeed 
very much caring.” 

_ We had a good deal to think of, and talked 
incessantly. There were bursts and interrup- 
tions of grief, and my kind cousin’s consolations. 
I have often since been so lectured for giving 
way to grief that I wonder at the patience exer- 
cised by her during this irksome visit. Then 
there was some reading of that book whose 
claims are always felt in the terrible days of af- 
fliction. After that we had a walk in the yew 
garden, that quaint little cloistered quadrangle 
Pra most solemn, sad, and antiquated of gar- 
ens. 

“ And now, my dear, I must really leave you 
for two or three hours. I have ever so many 
letters to write, and my people must think I’m 
dead by this time.” 

So till tea-time I had poor Mary Quince, with 
her gushes of simple prattle and her long fits of 
vacant silence, for my companion. And such a 
one, who can con over by rote the old friendly 
zossip about the dead, talk about their ways, and 
ooks, and likings, without much psychologic re- 
finement, but with a simple admiration and lik- 
ing that never measured them critically, but al- 
ways with faith and love, is in general about 
as comfortable a companion as one can find for 
the common moods of grief. 

It is not easy to recall in calm and happy 
hours the sensations of an acute sorrow that is 
past. _ Nothing, by the merciful ordinance of 

d, ismore difficult to remember than pain, 
One or two Sreat agonies of that time I do re- 
member, and they remain to testify of the rest, 
and convince me, though I can see it no more, 
how terrible all that period was, 
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Next day was the funeral, that appalling ne- 
cessity; smuggled away in whispers, by black 
familiars, unresisting, the beloved one leaves 
home, without a farewell, to darken those doors 
no more; henceférward to lie outside, far away, 
and forsaken, through the drowsy heats of sum- 
mer, through days of snow and nights of tem- 
pest, without light or warmth, without a voice 
near. Oh, Death, king of terrors! the body 
quakes, and the spirit faints before thee. It is 
vain, with hands clasped over our eyes, to scream 


our reclamation; the horrible image will not be | 
| in her own way, ‘I’m better!” and drew a long 


excluded. We have just the word spoken eight- 
een hundred years ago, and our trembling faith. 
And through the broken vault the gleam of the 
Star of Bethlehem. 

Iwas glad in asort of agony when it was over. 
So long as it remained to be done, something of 
the catastrophe was still suspended. ‘Now it was 
all over. 

The house so strangely empty—no owner— 
no master! Twith my strange momentary lib- 
erty, bereft of thatirreplaceable love, never quite 
prized until it is lost. ost people have experi- 
enced the dismay that underlies sorrow under 
such circumstances. 

The apartment of the poor outcast from life is 
now dismantled. Bed and curtains taken down, 
and furniture displaced; carpets removed, win: 
dows opened and doors locked; the bedroom 
and anteroom were henceforward, for many a 
day, uninhabited. Ae shocking change smote 
my heart like a wie c 

Pier that day that Cousin Monica had been 
erying for the first time, I think, since her arri- 
sf at Knowl, and I loved her more for it, and 
felt consoled. My tears have often been arrest- 
ed by the ight of another person weeping, and 
T never could explain why. But I believe that 
patty persons experience the same odd reac- 

jion. 

The funeral was conducted, in obedience to 
his brief but peremptory direction, very private- 
ly and with little expense. But, of course, there 

was an attendance, and the tenants of the Knowl 
estate also followed the hearse to the mausoleum. 
as it is called, in the park, where he was laid 
beside my dear mother. And so the repulsive 
ceremonial of that dreadful day was over. The 
grief remained, but there was rest from the fa- 
tigue of agitation, and a comparative calm su- 
pervened. 

It was now the stormy equinoctial weather 
that sounds the wild dirge of autumn, and 
marches the winter in. I love, and always did 
that grand undefinable music, threatening and 
bewailing, with its strange soul of liberty and 
desolation. 

By this night’s mail, as we sat eet to 
the storm, in the drawing-room at Knowl, there 
reached me a large letter with a at black 
seal, and a wonderfully deep black rder, like 
a widow’s crape, I did not recognize the hand- 
writing, but on opening the funereal missive it 

roved to be from my Uncle Silas, and was 
thus expressed: 

“My Dearest Nrece:—This letter will reach you, 
probably, on the day which consigns the mo: re- 
mains of my beloved brother, Austin, your dear fa- 


ther, to the earth. Sad  sintgan from taking my 
mournful in which I am excluded by years, dis. 
tance, and broken health. It will, I trust, at this 
season of desolation, be not unwelcome to remem. 
ber that a substitute, imperfeet—unworthy—but most 
affectionately zealous, for the honored parent whom 
you have te lost, has been a ie , in me, your 
uncle, by his will. I am aware that you were pres- 
ent during the reading of it, but I think that it will 
be for our mutual satisfaction that our new and 
more affectionate relations should be forthwith en- 
tered upon. conscience and your safety, and, 
T trust, convenience, will thereby be consulted. You 
will, my dear niece, remain at Knowl until a few 
simple arrangements shall have been completed for 
your reception at this place. I will then settle the 
details of your little journey to us, which shall be 
rformed as comfortably and easily as possible. I 
umbly pray that this affliction may be sanctified to 
us all, and that in our new duties we may be sup- 
ported, comforted, and directed. T need not remind 
you that I now stand to you in loco parentis, which 
means in the relation of father, and you will not for- 
= that — are to remain at owl until you hear 
‘urther 


rom me, 
“T remain, my dear niece, your most affectionate 
2 Smuas Ruruyy.” 


uncle and gua 

“P.S.—Pray present my respects to Lady Knollys. 
who, I understand, is pojourians. at Knowl T would 
observe that a lady who cherishes, I have reason to 
fear, unfriendly feelings against your uncle, is not 
the most desirable companion for his ward. But, 
upon the express condition that 1 am not the subject 
of your discussions—a distinction which could not 
conduce to your forming a just and respectful esti- 
mate of me—Ido not interpose my authority to bring 
your intercourse to an immediate close.” 

As I read this postscript my cheek tingled as if 
Ihad received a box on thé ear. Uncle Silas 
was as yetastranger. The menace of authori- 
ty was new and sudden, and I felt with a pang 
of mortification the full force of the position in 
which my dear father’s will had placed me. 

I was silent and handed the letter to my cous- 
in, who read it with a kind of smile until she 


came, as I supposed, to the postscript, when her 
countenance, on which my eyes were fixed, 
changed, and with flushed cheeks she knocked 
the hand that held the letter on the table before 
her, and exclaimed, “Did I ever hear! Well, 


if this isn’t impertinence! an old man 
that is!” 
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There was a pause, during which Lady Knol- 
lys held her head high with a frown, and sniffed 
a little. 

**T did not intend to talk about him, but now 
Iwill. Tl talk away just whatever I like; and 
Dll stay here just as long as you'll let me, Maud, 
and you need not be one atom afraid of him. 
Our intercourse to an ‘immediate close,’ indeed! 
T only wish he were here. He should hear some- 
thing!” 

And Cousin Monica drank off her entire cup 
of tea at one draught, and then she said, more 


breath; and then she laughed a little in a wag- 
gish defiance, ‘‘I wish we had him here, Maud 
and would not we give him a bit of our minds? 
And this before the poor will is so much as 
proved!” 

“Tam almost glad he wrote that postscript; 
for, although I don’t think he has any authorit 
in that matter while I am under my own roof,” 
I said, extemporizing a legal opinion, “and, 
therefore, shan’t obey him, it somehow 
opened my eyes to my real situation.” 

I sighed, I believe, very desolately, for Lady 
Knollys came over and kissed me very gently 
and affectionately. 

“Tt really seems, Maud, as if he had a super- 
natural sense, and heard things through the air 
over fifty miles of heath and hill. You remem- 
ber how, just as he was probably writing that 
very postscript yesterday, I was urging you to 
come and stay with me, and planning to move 
Doctor Bryerly in our favor. ‘And so I will, 
Maud, and to me you shall come—my guest, 
mind—I should be so delighted; and really, if 
Silas is under a cloud, it has been his own doing, 
and I don’t see that if is your business to fight 
his battles. He can’t live very long. The sus- 
picion, whatever it is, dies with him, and what 
could poor dear Austin prove by his will but 
what everybody knew quite well before—his 
own strong belief in Silas’ innocence, What 
an awful storm! The room trembles. Don’t 
you like the sound? What they used to call 

wolving’ in the old organ at Dorminster !” 


CHAPTER XXVI 
THE STORY OF UNCLE SILAS, 

Anp so it was like the yelling of phantom 
hounds and hunters, and the thunder of their 
coursers in the air—a furious, grand, and super- 
natural music, which in my fancy made a suit- 
able accompaniment to the discussion of that 
enigmatical person —martyr—angel—demon— 
Unele Silas—with whom my fate was now so 
strangely linked, and whom I had begun to fear. 

“The ‘storm blows from that point,” I said, 
indicating it with my hand and eye, although 
the window-shutters and curtains were closed. 
“T saw all the trees bend that way this evening. 
That way stands the great lonely wood, where 
my darling father and mother lie. Oh, how 
dreadful, on nights like this, to think of them— 
a vault!—damp, and dark, and solitary—under 
the storm.” 

Cousin Monica looked wistfully in the same 
direction, and with a short sigh she said, “‘We 
think too much of the poor remains, and lit- 
tle of the spirit which lives forever. I am sure 
ey are happy.” And she sighed again, “I 
wish I dare hope as confidently for myself. 
Yes, Maud, it is sad. We aresuch materialists. 
we can’t help feeling so. We forget how well 
it is for us that our present bodies are not to 
last always, They are constructed for a time 
and place of trouble—plainly mere temporary 
machines that wear out, constantly exhibiting 
failure and decay, and with such tremendous 
capacity for pain. The body lies alone, and so 
it ought, for it is plainly its good Creator’s will: 
it is only the tabernacle, not the person, who is 
clothed upon after death, Saint Paul Abe ‘with 
a house which is from heaven.’ So Maud, dar- 
ling, although the thought will trouble us again 
ant again, there is nothing in it, and the poor 
mortal body is only the cold ruin of a habitation 
which they tive forsaken before we do. So this 

eat wind, you say, is blowing toward us from 
the wood there. If so, Maud, it is blowing from 
Bartram-Haugh, too, over the trees and chim- 
neys of that old place, and the mysterious old 
man, who is quite right in thinking I don’t like 
him; and I can fancy him an old enchanter in 
his castle, waving his familiar spirits on the 
wind to fetch and carry tidings of our occupa- 
tions here.” 

I lifted upmy head and listened to the storm, 
dying away in the distance sometimes; some- 
times swelling and pealing around and above 
us, and through the dark and solitude my 
thoughts sped away to Bartram-Haugh and 
Uncle Silas. 

“ This letter,” 1 said at last, ‘‘ makes me feel 
differently, think he is a stern old man—is 

“Tt is twenty years now since I saw him,” 
answered Lady Knollys. ‘I did not choose to 
yisit at his house.” 

‘Was that before the dreadful occurrence at 
Bartram-Haugh?”’ 

“ Yes—before, dear, He was not a reformed 
rake, but_ only a ruined one then. Austin was 
very good to him. Mr. Danvers says it is quite 
unaccountable how Silas can have made away 
with the immense sums he got from his brother 


from time to time without benefiting himself in 
the least. But, my dear, he played; and tryin, 

to'help a man who plays, and is unlueky—ani 

some men are, I believe, habitually unlucky—is 
like trying to fill a vessel that has no bottom. 
I think, by-the-by, my hopeful nephew, Charles 
Oakley, plays. en Silas went most unjusti- 
fiably into all manner of speculations, and your 
poor father had to pay everything. He lost 
something quite astounding in that bank that 
ruined so many country gentlemen—poor Sir 
Harry Shackleton, in Yorkshire, had tosell half 
his estate. But your kind father went on help- 
ing him up to his marriage—I mean in that ex- 
travagant way which was really totally useless,” 

‘“Has my aunt been long dead?’ 

“Twelve or fifteen years—more, indeed—she 
died before your poor mamma, She was very 
unhappy, and I am sure would have given her 
right hand she had never married Silas.” 

‘Did you like her?’ 

‘No, dear; she was a coarse, vulgar woman.” 

“Coarse and vulgar, and Uncle Silas’ wife!” 
I echoed in extreme es for Uncle Silas 
was a man of fashion—a beau in his day—and 
might have married women of good birth and 
cpa # I had no doubt, and so I expressed my- 
self, 

“Yes, dear, so he might; and poor dear Aus- 
tin was very anxious he should, and would have 
helped him with a handsome settlement, I dare 
say, but he chose to marry the daughter of a 
Denbigh innkeeper.” 

“How utterly incredible!” I exclaimed. 

“Not the least incredible, dear—a kind of 
DE Pee at all so uncommon as you fancy.” 

‘What! a gentleman’ of fashion and refine- 
ment marry a person—” 4 

“A barmaid! just so,” said Lady Knollys. 
‘¢T think I could count half a dozen men of fash- 
ion, who, to my knowledge, have ruined them- 
selves just ina similar way.” 

_ ‘Well, at all events, it must be allowed that 
in thishe proved himself altogether unworldly.” 

“Not a bit unworldly, but very vicious,” re- 
plied Cousin Monica, with a careless little laugh. 

‘She was very beautiful, curiously beautiful, 
for a person in her station. She was very like 
that y Hamilton who was Nelson’s sorceress 
—elegantly beautiful, but perfectly low and stu- 
pid. I believe, to do him justice, he only in- 
tended to ruin her, but she was cunning enough 
to insist upon marriage. Men who have never 
in all their lives denied themselves the indul- 
gence of a single fancy, cost what it may, will 
not be balked even by that condition, if the pen- 
chant be only violent enough.” 

I did not half understand this piece of worldly 

choley, at which Lady Knollys seemed to 
au. 
‘ 


h. 

PPbor Silas, he certainly struggled honestly 
against the consequences, for he tried after the 
honeymoon to prove the marriage bad. But the 
Welsh yr and the sys a were too 
strong for him, and the young lady was able to 
hold her struggling swain fast in that respect- 
able noose—and a pretty or he proved.” 

‘And she died, poor thing, broken-hearted, 
T heard.” 

“She died, at all events, about ten years after 
her marriage; but I really can’t say about her 
heart. She certainly had enough il-usage, I 
believe to kill her, but I don’t Laow that she 
had feeling enough to die of it, if it had not 
been that she drank; I am told that Welsh wo- 
men often do, There was jealousy, of course. 
and brutal quarreling, and all sorts of horrid 
stories. 1 visited Bartram-Haugh for a year or 
two, though no one else would. But when that 
sort of thing began, of course I gave it up, it 
was out of the question. I don’t think poor 
Austin ever knew how bad it was. And then 
came that odious business about wretched Mr 
Charke. You know he—he committed suicide 
at Bartram.” 

“T never heard about that,” I said; and we 
both paused, and she looked sternly at the fire 
and the storm roared and ha-ha-ed till the old 
house shook again. ; 

. But Unele Silas could not help that,” I said 
at last. ; 

“No, he could not help it,” she acquiesced un- 
pleasantly. b 
, “ And Uncle Silas was "—I paused in a sort of 
ear. 

“He was suspected by some people of having 
killed him ”—she completed the sentence, 

There was another log Toe e's) durin, 
which the storm outside bellowed and hoote 
like an angry mob roaring at the windows for a 
victim. 3 intolerable and sickening sensation 
overpowered me. 

“But you did not suspect him, Cousin Knol- 
lys?” I said, trembling very much, 

“No,” she answered Meta aed Se “T told 
you so before. Of course I did not.’ 

There was another silence. 

“fT wish, Cousin Monica,” I said, drawing 
close to her, “‘you had not said that about Un- 
cle Silas being like a wizard, and sending his 

irits on the wind to listen. ‘But I’m very glad 
you never iy tie him.” I insinuated m 
cold hand into hers, and looked into her face 
know not with what expression. She looked 
down into mine with a hard, haughty stare, I 
thought. : 
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“Of course I never suspected him; and never 


ask me that question again, Maud Ruthyn.” 
Was it family pride, or what was it, that 
gleamed so fiercely from her eyes as she said 


this? . 1 was frightened—I was wounded; I burst | 


into tears. 

‘What is my darling crying for? I did not 
mean to be cross. as I cross?” said this 
momentary phantom of a grim Lady Knollys, 
in an instant translated again into kind, pleas- 
—— Monica, with her arms about my 
neck, 

“No, no, indeed—only I thought I had vexed 
you; and, I believe, thinking of Uncle Silas 
makes me nervous, and [ can’t help thinking of 
him nearly always.” 

“Nor can I, although we might both easily 
find something better to think of. Suppose we 
try?” said es Knollys. 

“But, first, | must know: a little more about 
that Mr. Charke, and what circumstances en- 
abled Uncle Silas’ enemies to found on his death 
that wicked slander, which has done no one any 
yood, and caused some persons so much misery. 

here is Uncle Silas, I may say, ruined by it; 
and we all know how it darkened the life of my 
dear father.” 

“*People will talk, my dear. Your Uncle Si- 
las had injured himself before that in the opin- 
ion of the people of his county. He was a 
black sheep, infact. Very bad stories were told 
and believed of him. His marriage certainly 
was a disadvantage, you know, and the misera- 
ble scenes that went on in his disreptuable 
house—all that predisposed people to believe ill 
of him.” 

** How long is it since it ree jrares 

Oh, a long time; I think before you were 
born,” answered she. 

* And the injustice still lives—they have not 
forgotten it yet!” said I, for such a period ap- 
peared to me long enough to have consigned 
oe in its nature perishable to oblivion. 

d nollys smiled. 

“Tell me, like a darling cousin, the whole 
story as well as you can recollect it. Who was 
Mr. Charke?” 

“Mr. Charke, my dear, was a gentleman on 
the turf—that is the phrase, I think—one of 
those London men, without birth or breeding, 
who merely, in right of their vices and their 
money, are admitted to associate with young 
dandies who like hounds and horses, and all 
that sort of thing. That set knew him very 
well, but of course no one else did. He was at 
the Matlock races, and your uncle asked him to 
Bartram-Haugh; and the creature, Jew or Gen- 
tile, whatever he was, fancied there was more 
honor than, Pt there really was in a visit 
to Bartram-Haugh.’ 

‘For the kind of person you describe, it was, 
I think, a rather unusual honor to be invited to 
stay in the house of a man of Uncle Ruthyn’s 
birth.” 

“Well, so it was, perhaps; for, he an bm they 
knew him very well on the course, and would 
ask him to their tavern dinners, they would not, 
of course, admit him to the houses where ladies 
were. But Silas’ wife was not much regarded 
at Bartram-Haugh. Indeed, she was very little 
seen, for she was every evening tipsy in her bed- 
room, poor woman!’ 

“How miserable!” I exclaimed. 

“T don’t think it troubled Silas very much, 
for she drank gin, they said, r thing, and the 
expense was not much; and, on the whole, I 
really think he was glad she drank, for it kept 
her out of his way, and was likely to kill her. 
At this time your poor father, who was thor- 
oughly disgusted at his marriage, had stopped 
the supplies, you know, and Silas was very 
poor, and as hungry as a hawk, and they said he 

uunced upon this rich London gamester, intend- 
ing to win his money. I am telling you now 
all that was said afterward. The races lasted I 
forget how many days, and Mr. Charke staid at 
Bartram-Haugh all this time and for some days 
after. It was thought that poor Austin would 
pay all Silas’ gambling debts, and so this 
wretched Mr. Charke made heavy wagers with 
him on the races, and they js hon very deep, 
besides, at Bartram. He and Silas used to sit 
up at night at cards. All these particulars, as I 
told you, came out afterward, for there was an 
inquest, you know, and then Silas published 
what he called his ‘statement,’ and there was 
a great deal of most distressing correspondence 
in the newspapers.” perv 

“And why did Mr. Charke kill himself? I 


asked. 

“Well, I will tell you first what all are agreed 
about. The second night after the races, your 
uncle and Mr. Charke sat up till between two 
and three o'clock in the morning, quite by them- 
selves, in the parlor. Mr. Charke’s servant was 
at the Stag’s Head Inn at Feltram, and there- 
fore could throw no light upon what occurred 
at night at Bartram-Haugh; but he was there 
at six o'clock in the morning, and very early at 
his master’s door by his direction. He had locked 
it, as was his habit, upon the inside, and the key 
was in the lock, w turned out afterward a 
very important point. On knocking, he found 
he could not awaken his master, because, as it 
ap when the door was forced open, his 
master was lying dead at his bedside, not in a 
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“ So it was. Your Uncle Silas was called up, 
and greatly shocked of course, and he did what 
I believe was best. He had everything left as 
nearly as possible in the exact state in which it 
had nm found, and he sent. his own servant 
forthwith for the coroner, and, being himself a 
justice of the peace, he took the deposition of 

fr. Charke’s servant while all the incidents 
were still fresh in his memory.” 


more right and wise?” I said. 
“Oh, nothing, of course,” answered Lady 
Knollys, I thought a little dryly. 


CHAPTER XXVIL. 
MORE ABOUT TOM CHARKE’S SUICIDE. 
So the inquest was held, and Mr. Manwaring, 
of Wail Forest, was the only juryman who 
seemed to entertain the idea during the inquiry 


that Mr. Charke had died by any hand but his | 


own. 


* And how could he fancy such a thing?’ I | 


exclaimed, indignantly. 
‘““Well, you will see the result was quite 
enough to justify them in saying as they did, 


that he died by his own hand. The window was’ | 


found fastened with a screw on the inside, as it 
had been when the chambermaid had arranged it 
atnineo’clock ; no one could have entered through 
it. Besides, it was on the third story, and the 
rooms are lofty, so it stood at a great hight 
from the ground, and there was no ladder long 
enough to reach it. The house is built in the 
form of a hollow square, and Mr. Charke’s room 
looked into the narrow courtyard within. There 
is but one door leading into this, and it did not 
show any sign of having been open for years. 
The door was locked upon the inside, and the 
key in the lock, so that nobody could have made 
an entrance that way either, for it was impos- 
sible, you see, to unlock the door from the out- 
side.” 

** And how could they affect to question any- 
thing so clear?” I eka 

“There did come, nevertheless, a kind of mist 
over the subject, which gave those who chose to 
talk unpleasantly an opportunity of insinuating 
suspicions, though they could not themselves 
find the clew of the mystery. In the first place, 
it appeared that he had ote to bed very tipsy, 
and that he was heard singing and noisy in his 
room while getting to bed—not the mood in 
which men make away with themselves. Then, 
although his own razor was found in that dread- 
ful blood (itis shocking to have to hear all this), 
near his right hand, the fingers of his left were 
cut to the bone. Then the memorandum-book 
in which his bets were noted was nowhere to be 
found. That, you know, was very odd. His 
keys were there attached to a chain. He wore 
a great deal of gold and trinkets. I saw him, 
wretched man, on the course. They had got off 
their horses. He and your uncle were walking 
on the course.” 

“Did he look like a gentleman?’ I inquired, 
as, I dare say, other young ladies would. 

‘‘ He looked like a Jew, my dear. He had a 
horrid brown coat with a velvet cape, curling 
black hair over his collar, and great whiskers, 
very high shoulders, and he was puffing a cigar 
straight up into the air. I was shocked to see 
Silas in such company.” 

““And did his keys discover anything?” I 
asked.” 

“On opening his traveling desk and a small 
japanned box within it, a vast deal less money 
was found than was expected—in fact, very lit- 
tle. Your uncle said that he had won some of it 
the night before at play, and that Charke com- 
\lained to him when tipsy of having had severe 
jotibes to counterbalance his gains on the races. 
Besides, he had been paid but a small part of 
those gains. About his book, it appeared that 
there were little notes of his bets on the backs of 
letters, and it was said that he sometimes made 
no other memorandum of his wagers—but this 
was disputed—and among those notes there was 
not one referring to Silas. But, then, there was 
an omission of all allusion to his transactions 
with two other well known gentlemen. So that 
was not singular.” 

“No, certainly; that was quite accounted 
for,” said I. 

“And then came the question,” continued 
she, “what motive could Mr. Charke possibly 
have for making way with himself?” 


‘But is not that very difficult to make out in | 


many cases?” I inte 2 

“Tt was said that he had some mysterious 
troubles in London, at which he used to hint. 
Some people said that he really was in a scrape 
but others that there was no such thing, an 
hat when he talked so he was only jesting. 
There was no suspicion during the inquest that 
your Uncle Silas was involved, except those 
questions of Mr. Manwaring’s.” 

* What were they?” I asked. 

T really forget; but they greatly offended 
your uncle, and there was a little scene in the 
room. - Manwaring seemed to think that 
some one had somehow got into the room. 
Through the door it could not be, nor down the 
chimney, for they found an iron ber across the 


| he wanted to extort money. 


flue, near the top in the masonry. The window 
looked into a court-yard no bigger than a ball- 
room. They went down and examined it, but, 
though the ground beneath was moist, the 
eould not discover the slightest trace of a fo 
print. So far as they could make out, Mr. 
Charke had hermetically sealed himself into his 
room, and then cut his throat with his own 
razor.” 

Yes,” said I, “for it was all secured—that 
is, the window and the door—upon the inside, 


; and no sign of any attempt to get in.” 
“Could anything be more straightforward, | 


“ Just so; and when the walls were searched, 
and, as your Uncle Silas directed, the wainscot- 
ing removed, some months afterward, when the 
scandal grew loudest, then it was evident that 
there was no concealed access to the room,” 

**So the answer to all those calumnies was 


| simply that the crime was impossible,” said I, 


“How dreadful that such a slander should have 
uired an answer at all!” 

“Tt was an unpleasant affair even then, al- 
though I cannot say that any one supposed 
Silas guilty; but you know the whole thing was 
disreputable, that Mr. Charke was a discredit- 
able inmate, the oceurrence was horrible, and 
there was a glare of publicity which brought 
into relief the scandals of Bartram-Haugh. But 
in a little time it became, all on a sudden, a 
great deal worse.” 

My cousin paused to recollect exactly, 

“There “were very disagreeable whispers 
among the sporting people in London, This 
person, Charke, had written two letters. Yes 
—two. They were published about two months 
after by the villain to whom they were written; 
hey were first 
talked of a great deal among that set in town; 
but the moment they were published they pro- 
duced a sensation in the country, and a storm 
of newspaper commentary. The first of these 
was of no great consequence, but the second was 
very startling, embarrassing, and even alarm- 
ing. 

g What was it, Cousin Monica?’ I whispered. 

“Tecan only tell you in a general way, it is so 
very long since'I read it; but both were written 
in the same kind of slang, and parts as hard to 
understand as a prize-fight. I hope you never 
read those things.” 

I satisfied this sudden educational alarm, and 
Lady Knollys proceeded. 

“Tam afraid you hardly hear me, the wind 
makes such an uproar. Well, listen. The let- 
ter said distinctly that he, Mr. Charke, had 
made a profitable visit to Bartram-Haugh, 
and mentioned in exact figures for how much he 
held your Uncle Silas’ [.0.U.s, for he could 
not pay him. I can’t say what the sum was; I 
only remember that it was quite frightful. It 
took away my breath when I read it,” 

“Uncle Silas had lost it?” I asked. 

“Yes, and owed it, and had given him those 
papers called 1.0.U.s, promising to pay, which, 
of course, Mr. Charke had locked up with his 
money; and the insinuation was that Silas had 
made away with him to get rid of this debt, and 
that he had also taken a great deal of his 
money, 

‘*T just recollect these points, which weré ex- 
actly what made the impression,” continued 
Lady Knollys, after a short pause; ‘‘the letter 
was written in the evening of the last day of the 
wretched man’s life, so that there had not been 
much time for your Uncle Silas to win back his 
money; and he stoutly alleged that he did not 
owe r. Charke a guinea. It mentioned an 
enormous sum as being actually owed by Silas; 
and it cautioned the man, an agent, to whom he 
wrote, not to mention the circumstance, as Silas 
could only pay by getting the money from his 
wealthy brother, who would require manage- 
ment; and he distinctly said that he had kept 
the matter very close at Silas’ request. That, 
you know, was a very awkward letter, and all 
the worse that it was written in brutalky high 
spirits, and not at all like aman meditating an 
exit from the world, You can’t imagine what 
a sensation the publication of these letters pro- 
duced. In a moment the storm was up, and 
certainly Silas did meet it bravely—yes, with 
great courage and ability. What a pity he did 
not early enter upon some career of ambition! 
Well, well, it is idle regretting. He suggested 
that the letters were forgeries. He alleged that 
Charke was in the habit of boasting, and telling 
enormous falsehoods about his gambling trans- 
actions, especially in his letters. He reminded 
the world how often men affect high animal 
spirits at the very moment of meditating sui- 
cide. He alluded, in a manly and graceful way, 
to his family and their character. He took a 
high and menacing tone with his adversaries, 
and he insisted that what they dared to insinu- 
ate against him was physically impossible.” 

I + rey in what form this vindication ap- 


“ It was a letter, printed as a pamphlet; every 
body admired its ability, ingenuity, and force, 
and it was written with immense rapidity.” 

_ “Was it at all in the style of his letters? I 


My. cousin laughed, J 
“Oh, dear, no! Ever since he avowed him- 


self a religious character, he has written nothing 
but the most-vapid and nerveless twaddle. Your 
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‘*T suppose the general feeling was in his fa- 
for?” I said. Le 

“T don’t think it was, anywhere; but in his 
own county it was certainly tnanimously against 
him. There is no use in asking why; but so it 
was, and I think it would have been easier for 
him with his unaided strength to uproot the 
Peak than to change the convictions of the Der- | 
byshire gentlemen, They were allagainst him. 
Of course there were predisposing causes. Your 
uncle published a very bitter attack upon them, | 
describing himself as the victim of a political 
cones and I recollect he mentioned that 
from the hour of the shocking catastrophe in his 
house, he had forsworn the turf and all pur- 
suits and amusements connected with it. Peo- 
ple sneered, and said he might as well go as 
wait to be kicked out.” 

‘“Were there lawsuits about all this?” I 
asked. 

‘‘ Everybody expected that there would, for 
there were very savage things printed on both 
sides, and I think, too, that the persons who 
thought worst of him expected that evidence 
would yet turn up to convict Silas of the crime 
they chose to impute; and so years have glided 
away, and many of the people who remembered 
the tragedy of Bartram-Haugh, and took the 
strongest. part in the denunciation, and ostra- 
cism that followed, are dead, and no new light 
has been thrown upon the occurrence, and your 
Uncle Silas remains an outcast. At first he was 
quite wild with rage, and would have fought 
the whole county, man by man, if they would 
have met him. But he has since changed his 
habits, and, as he says, his aspirations alto- 
gether.” 

“He has become religious?” 

‘“The only occupation remaining to him. He 
owes money; he is poor; he is isolated; and he 
says, sick and religious. Your poor father, who 
was very decided and inflexible, never helped | 
him beyond the limit he had prescribed, after | 
Silas’ mesalliance. He wanted to get him into 
Parliament, and would have paid his expenses, 
and made him an allowance; but either Silas 
had grown lazy, or he understood his position 
better than poor Austin, or he distrusted his 

wers, or possibly he really is ill in health; but 

@ objected his religious scruples. Your poor 
pa thought self-assertion possible, where an 
injured man has right to rely upon; but he had | 
been very long out of the world, and the theory 
won't do. Nothing is harder than to get a per- 
son who has once been effectually slurred, re- 
ceived again. Silas, I think, was right. Idon’t 
think it was practicable. 

“ Dear child, how late it is!” exclaimed Lady 
Knollys, suddenly, looking at the Louis Qua- | 
torze clock that crowned the mantel-piece. 

It was near one o’clock. The storm had a 
little subsided, and I took a less agitated and 
more confident view of Uncle Silas than 1 had 
at an earlier hour of that evening. 

“ And what do you think of him?” IT asked. 

Lady Knollys drummed on the table with her 
finger tha as she looked into the fire. 

“T don’t understand metaphysics, my dear, 
nor witchcraft. I sometimes believe in the su- 
pernatural, and sometimes I don’t. Silas Ruthyn 
is himself alone, and I can’t define him, because 
I don’t understand him. Perhaps other souls 
than human are sometimes born into the world, 
and clothed in flesh. It is not only about that 
dreadful occurrence, but nearly always through- 
out his life; early and late he has puzzled me. 
I have tried in vain to understand him. But at 
one time of his life lam sure he was awfully 
wicked—eccentric indeed in his wickedness—gay 
frivolous, secret, and dangerous. At one time if 
think he could have made poor Austin do almost 
anything; but his influence vanished with his 
marriage, never to return again. No, I don’t 
understand him. He always bewildered me, like 
a ghifting face, sometimes smiling, but always 
sinister, in an unpleasant dream.” 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
I AM PERSUADED. 

So now at last I had heard the story of Uncle 
Silas’ mysterious disgrace. We sat silent for a 
while, and I, gazing into vacancy, sent him in a 
chariot of triumph, chapleted, ringed, and 
robed, through the city of imagination, cryin, 
after him, ‘“ Innocent! innocent! martyr an 
crowned!” All the virtues and honesties, reason | 
and conscience, in myriad shapes—tier above 
tier of human faces—from the crowded. pave- 
ment, crowded windows, crowded roofs, joined 
in the jubilant acclamation, and trumpeters 
trumpeted, and drums rolled, and great organs 
and choirs through open cathedral gates rolled 
anthems of praise and thanksgiving, and bells 
rung out, and. cannons sounded, and the air 
trembled with the roaring harmony; and Silas 
Ruthyn, the full-length portrait, stood in the 
burnished chariot, with a proud, sad, clouded 
face, that rejoiced not with the rejoicers, and 
behind him the slave, thin as_ a ghost, white- 
faced, and sneering something in his ear, while 
T and all the city went on crying, ‘Innocent! 
innocent! martyr and crowned!” And now the | 
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with me so long. 
bly tiresome. And now she began to talk of 
business at home, and plainly to prepare for 
immediate flight; and my heart sunk. 

I know that I could not then have defined my 
feelings and agitations: I am not sure that I 
even now could. Any misgiving about Uncle 
Silas was, in my mind, a questioning the foun- 
dations of my faith; and in itself an impiety. 
And yet I am not sure that some such misgiv- 
ing, faint, perhaps, and intermittent, may not 
have been at the bottom of my tribulation. 

I was not very well. Lady Knollys had gone 
out for a walk. She was not easily tired, and 
sometimes made a long excursion. The sun 
was setting now, when Mary Quince brought me 
a letter which had just arrived by the post. M 
heart throbbed violently. I was afraid to break 
the broad black seal. It was from Uncle Silas. 
I ran over in my mind all the unpleasant :nan- 
dates which it might contain, to try and prepare 
myself for a shock. At last L opened the letter. 
It directed me to hold myself in readiness for 
the journey to Bartram-Haugh. It stated that 
I might bring two maids with me, if I wished 
so many, and that his next letter would give me 
the details of my route, and the day of my de- 
parture. for Derbyshire; and he said that I 
ought to make arrangements about Know! dur- 
ing my absence, but that he was hardly the per- 
son properly to be consulted on. that matter. 
Then came a prayer that he might be enabled 
to acquit himself of his trust to the full satisfac- 
tion of his conscience, and that I might, enter 
upon my new relations in a spirit of prayer. 

I looked round my room, so long familiar, 
and now so endeared SS the idea of parting and 
change. The old house—dear, dear Knowl, 
how could I leave {ou and all your affectionate 
associations, and ki d looks and voices, for a 
strange land! 

With a great sigh I took Uncle Silas’ letter, 
and went down-stairs to the drawing-room. 
window, where I loitered for a 
few moments, I looked out upon the well-known 
forest-trees. The sun was down. It was al- 
ready twilight, and the white vapor of comin 
night was already filming their thinned anc 

ellow foliage. Everything looked melancholy. 

ow little did those who envied the young in- 
heritrix of a princely fortune suspect the load 
that lay at her heart, or, bating the fear of 
death, how gladly at that moment she would 


have d with her life! 

iad a Mn had not yet returned, and it 
was darkening rapidly; a mass of black clouds 
stood piled in the west, through the chasms of 
which was still reflected a pale metallic luster. 

The drawing-room was already very dark; 
but some streaks of this cold light fell upon a 
black figure, which would otherwise have been 
unseen, leaning beside the curtains against the 
window-frame. 

It advanced abruptly, with creaking shoes; it 
was Doctor Bryerly. 

I was startled and surprised, not knowing 
how he had got there... I stood staring at him in 
the dusk rather sukuarcly, Tam afraid. 

“How do you do, Miss Ruthyn?’ said he, ex- 
tending his hand, long; hard, and brown as a 
mummy’s, and stooping a little so as to ap- 

roach more nearly, for it was not easy to see 
in the imperfect light. ‘‘ You’re surprised, I 
dare say, to see me here so soon again?’ 

“T did not know you had arrived. Iam glad 
to see you, Dr. Bryerly. Nothing unpleasant, I 
hope as happened?” : : 

‘No, nothing unpleasant, miss. The will has 
been lodged, and we shall have probate in due 
course; but there has been something on my 
mind, and I’m come to ask you two or three 
questions, which you had better answer very 
considerately. 1s Lady Knollys still here?” 

“Yes, but she isnot returned from her walk.” 

“T am glad she is here. I think she takes 
a sound view, and women understand ope an- 
other better. As for me, it is plainly my dut. 
to put it before you as it strikes me, and to of- 
fer all I can do in accomplishing, should you 
wish it, a different arrangement. You don’t 
know your uncle, you said the other day?” 

‘*No, I’ve never seen him.” 

‘You understand your late father’s intention 
in making you his ward?” 

“‘T suppose he wished to show his high opin- 
ion of my uncle’s fitness for such a trust.” 

“That's quite true; but the nature of the 
trust in this instance is extraordinary.” 

‘*T don’t understand.” 

‘“« Why, if you die before you come to the age 
of twenty-one, the entire of the property will go 
to him—do you see+—and he has the phony, of 
your poreen in the meantime; you are to live 
in his house, under his care and authority. You 
see now, I think, how it is; and I did not like 
it when your father read the will to me, and 
said so. Do you?” 

I hesitated to speak, not sure that I quite com- 
prehended him. — 

“And the more I think of it, the less I like it, 
miss,” said Dr. Bryerly, in a calm, stern tone. 


‘Merciful: Heaven! Dr. Bryérly, you can’t 
suppose that I should not be as safe in my u- 
cle’s house as in the lord chancelor’s?” [ejacu- 
lated, looking full in his face. 

‘‘ But: don’t you see, miss, itis not a fair posi- 
tion to put your uncle in?” replied he, after a 
little hesitation. 

‘* But suppose he does not think so? » You 
know, if he does, he may decline it.” 

“Well, that’s true: but he won't. Here is 
his letter”—and he produced it—‘‘ announcing 
ollicially that he means to accept the office; but 
I think he ought to be told it is not delicate, un- 
der all circumstances. You know, miss, :that 
your uncle, Mr, Silas Ruthyn, was talked about 
unpleasantly once.” 

** You mean—’ I began. 

“T mean about the death of Mr. Charke, at 
Bartram-Haugh.” 

“Yes, I have heard that,” I said. He was 
speaking with a shocking aplomb. 

“We assume, of course, unjustly; but there 
are many who think quite differently.” 

“And possibly, Doctor Bryerly, it was for 
that very reason that my dear papa made him 
my guardian.” 

‘““There can be no doubt of that, miss; it was 
to purge him of that scandal.” 

“And when he Has acquitted himself honor- 
ably of that trust; don’t you think such a proof 
of confidence so honorably fulfilled must go far 
to silence his traducers?”’ 

“Why, if all goes well, it may do a little, but 
a great deal less than. you fancy. But take it 
that you happen to die, miss, during your minor- 
ity. We are all mortal, and there are three 
years and some months to go; how will it be 
then? Don’t you see? Just fancy how people 
will talk?” 

‘7 think you know that my uncle is a reli- 
gious man,” said I. 

“Well, miss, what of that?” he asked again. 

‘He is—he has suffered intensely,” I contin- 
ued. ‘He has long retired from the world; he 
is very religious. Ask our curate, Mr. Fairfield, 
if you doubt it.” 

‘But Iam not disputing it, miss; I’m onl 
supposing what may happen—an accident, we’ 
call it small-pox, diphtheria, that’s going very 
much. Three years and three months, you 
know, is a long time. You proceed to Bartram- 
Haugh, thinking you have much goods laid up 
for many years; but your Creator, you know, 
may say, ‘Thou fool, this day is thy soul re- 

uired of thee.’ You go; and what, pray, is 
thought of your uncle, Mr. Silas Ruthyn, who 
walks in for the entire inheritance, and whe has 
long been abused like a pickpocket, or worse, in 
his own county, I am told?” 

“You are a religious man, Doctor Bryerly, 
according to your lights,” I said, 

The Swedenborgian smiled. 

‘“ Well, knowing that he is so too, and having 
yourself experienced the power of religion, do 
not you think him deserving of every confidence? 
Don’t you think it well that he should have this 
opportunity of exhibiting both his own character 
and the reliance which my dear papa reposed on 
it, and that we should leave all consequences 
and contingencies in the bands of Heaven?” 

“Tt appears to have been the will of Heaven 
hitherto,” said Doctor Bryeniian could not see 
with what expression of face, but he was paring 
down, and drawing little diagrams with his stic 
on the dark carpet, and spoke in a very low 
tone—‘‘ that your uncle should suffer under this 
ill report. In countervailing the appointment 
of Providence, we must employ our reason, with 
conscientious diligence, as to the means, and if 
we find that they are as likely to do mischief as 
good, we have no right to expect a special inter- 
position to turn our experiment into an ordeal, 

think you ought to weigh it well—I am sure 
there are reasons against it. If you make up 
your mind that you would rather be placed un- 
der the care, say, of Lady Knollys, I will en- 
deavor all I can to effect it?” 

“That could not be done without his consent, 
could it?” said I. [ 

“No; but I don’t despair of getting that—on 
terms, of course,” remarked he, 

“T don’t quite understand,” I said, 

“T mean, for instance, if he were allowed to 
keep the allowance for your maintenance— 
eh? 

“JT mistake my Uncle Silas very much,” I 
said, “if that allowance is any object whatever 
to him compared with the mare value of the 

osition. If he were deprived of that, I am sure 
5 would Cecline the other.” 

‘We might try him, at all events,” said Doc- 
tor Bryerly, on whose dark sinewy features, even 
in this imperfect light, I thought I detected a 


smile. 

“Perhaps,” said I, ‘I appear very foolish in 
supposing him actuated by any but sordid mo- 
tives; but he is my near relation, and I can’t 
help it, sir.” 

‘This is a very serious thing, Miss Ruthyn,” 
he replied. ‘You are very young, and can not 
see it at present as you will hereafter. He is 
very religious, you say, and all that, but his 
house is not a proper place for you, It is a sol- 
itude; its master an outcast, and it has been the 
repeated scene of all sorts of scandals, and of 
one great crime; and Lady Knollys thinks your 
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having been domesticated. there will be an in- 
jury to you all the days of your life.” 

“So Ido, Maud,” said Lady Knollys, who had 
just entered the room unperceived. ‘: How do 

rou do, Doctor Bryerly ?—a serious injury. 
a have no, idea how entirely that house is 
condemned and avoided, and the very name of 
its inmates tiabooed.” 

“ How monstrous! how cruel!” I exclaimed. 

“Very unpleasant, my dear, but perfectly 
natural. You are to recollect that, quite inde- 
pendently of the story of Mr. Charke, the house 
was talked about, and the country people had 
cut your Uncle Silas long before that adventure 
was dreamed of; and as to the circumstance of 
your being placed in his charge by his brother, 
who took, from strong family feeling, a totally 
one-sided view of the affair from the first, hav- 
ing the slightest effect in restoring his position in 
the county, you must quite give thatup. Ex- 
cept me, if he will allow me, and the clergyman, 
not a soul in the county will visit at Bartram- 
Haugh. They may pity you, and think the 
whole thing the climax of folly and cruelty, but 
they won’t visit at Bartram, or know Silas, or 
have anything to do with his household.” 

“They will see, at all.events, what my dear 
papa’s opinion was.” 

“They know that already,” answered she, 
‘Cand it has not, and ought not to have, the 
slightest: weight with them. There are been 
there who think themseves just as great as the 
Ruthyns; or greater; and your. poor father’s 
idea of carrying it by a demonstration was sim- 
ply the dream of a man who had forgotten the 
world, and learned to exaggerate himself in his 
long seclusion. I know he was beginning him- 
self to hesitate; and I think, if he had been 
spared another year, that provision of his will 
would have been struck out.” 4 

Doctor Bryerly nodded, and he said. ‘‘ And if 
he had the power to dictate now, would he insist 
on that direction? It isa mistake every way, 
injurious to you, his child; and should you hap- 
pen to die during your sojourn under your un- 
cle’s care, it would wofully defeat the testator’s 
object, and raise such a.storm, of surmise and 
inquiry as would awaken all England, and send 
the old scandal on the wing through the world 
again. 

“* Doctor Bryerly will, I have no doubt, ar- 
range it all.. In fact I do not think it would be 
very difficult to bring Silas to terms; and if you 
do not consent to his trying, Maud, mark my 
words, you will live to repent it.” % 

Here were two persons, viewing the question 
from: total y different points; both perfectly dis- 
interested; both in their different ways, [ be- 
lieved, shrewd and even wise; and both honor- 
able, urging me against it, andin a way that un- 
definably alarmed, my imagination, as well as 
moved my reason. looked from one to the 
other—there was a silence. By this time the 
candles had come, and we could see one another. 

“T only wait your decision, Miss Ruthyn,” 
said the trustee, “to see your uncle, | If his ad- 
vantage was the chief object contemplated in 
this arrangement, he will be the best judge 
whether his interest is really best consulted by 
it or no; and I think he will clearly see that 16 
is not so, and will answer accordingly.” 

“T can not answer now—you must allow me 
to think it over—I will do my best—I am very 
much obliged, my dear. Cousin Monica, you are 
so very good, and you, too, Doctor Bryerly.’ 

Doctor Bryerly by this time was looking into 
his pocket-book, and did not acknowledge my 
thanks even by anod. 

“T must, be in London, the day after to-mor- 
row, Bartram-Haugh isnearly sixty miles from 
here, and. only twenty of that by rail, I find. 
Forty miles, of posting over those Derbyshire 
mountains is slow work; but, if you say try, Pll 
see him to-morrow morning,” 

“You must say try—you must, my dear 
Maud.” 

“But how can I decide in a moment? Oh, 
dear Cousin Monica, I am so distracted!” 

“ But you need not decide at all; the decision 


“rests with him. Come, he. is more competent 


than you. You must say yes,” 

Again I looked from her to_Doctor Bryerly, 
and from him to her again. I threw my arms 
about her neck, and, hugging her closely; to me, 
I cried, ‘‘ Oh, Cousin Monica, dear Cousin Mon- 
ica, advise me. Lama wretched creature. You 


must advise me.” { 
I did not know till now how irresolute a char- 


acter was mine. ; 

I knew somehow by the tone of her voice that 
she was smiling as she answered, “‘ Why, dear, I 
have advised you; I do advise you;” and. then 
she added, impetuously, “‘ Lentreat and implore, 
if you really think I love you, that you fol- 
low my advice, It is your duty to leave your 
Uncle Silas, whom you believe to be more com- 
petent than you are, to decide, after full confer- 
ence with Doctor Bryerly, who knows more of 
your poor father’s views and intentions in mak- 
ing that appointment than either you or L. 

‘Shall I say yes?” I eried, drawing her close 
and kissing her helplessly. ‘‘ Oh, 
me to say yes.” 

“Yes, of course, yes, She agrees, Doctor 
Bryerly, to your kind proposal.” 

“T am to understand so?” he asked. 


me—tell 
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UNCLE, SILAS. 


“Very. rely 96 Doctor Bryerly,” I replied. 


“You have. resolved wisely and well,” said 
he, briskly, like a man who has got a care off 
his mind. 

“I forgot to say, Dr. Bryerly—it was very 
rude—that you must stay here to-night.” 

“He can’t, my dear,” interposed Lady Knol- 
lys; ‘‘it is.a long way.” 

“He will dine—won’t you, Doctor Bryerly?” 

‘*No, he can’t. You ote you can’t, sir,” 
said my cousin, peremptorily, ** You must not 
worry him, my dear, with civilities he can’t ac- 
cept. He'll bid us good-by this moment. Good- 
by, Dr. Bryerly. You'll write immediately; 
don’t wait till yo reach town. Bid him good- 
by, Maud. Il say a word to you in the hall.” 

And thus she literally hurried him out of the 
room, leaving me in a state of amazement and 
confusion, not able to review my decision—un- 
satisfied, but still unable to recall it. 

I stood where they had left me, looking after 
them, I suppose, like a fool. 

Lady Knollys returned in a few minutes. If 
Thad been a little cooler, 1 was shrewd enough 
to perceive that she had sent poor Doctor Bry- 
erly away upon his travels, to find board and 
lodging half way to Bartram, to remove him 
forthwith from my presence, and thus to make 
my decision—if mine it was—irrevocable, 

x | en you, my dear,” said Cousin Knol- 
lys, in her turn embracing me heartily. ‘‘ You 
are a sensible little darling, and have done ex- 
actly what re ought to have done.” 

*T hope I have,” I faltered. 

‘Hope? fiddle! stuff! the thing’s as plain as a 
pikestaff,” 

And in came Branston to say that dinner was 
served, 


CHAPTER XXTX. 
HOW THE EMBASSADOR FARED. 

Lapy Knouuys, I could plainly see, when we 
got into the brighter lights at the dinner-table, 
was herself a good deal excited; she was re- 
lieved and glad, and was garrulous during our 
meal, and told me all her early recollections of 
dear papa, Most of them I had heard before; 
but they could not be told too often. 

Notwithstanding, my mind sometimes wan- 
dered—often, indeed—to the conference so un- 
expected, so suddenly decisive, possibly so mo- 
mentous; ar,| with a dismayed uncertainty, the 
question—had I done right?—was always before 
me. 

I dare say my cousin understood my character 
better, perhaps, after all my honest self-study, 
than I do even now. Irresolute, suddénly re- 
versing my own decisions, impetuous in action 
as she knew me, she feared, I am sure, a revoca- 
tion of my commission to Doctor Bryerly, and 
thought of the countermand I might send gal- 
loping after him. 

So, kind creature, she labored to occupy m 
thoughts, and when one theme was exhausted, 
found another, and had always her parry pre- 

ared as often as I directed a reflection or an 
inquiry to the reopening of the question which 
she had taken so much pains to close. ’ 

That. night I was troubled. I was dlready 
upbraiding myself. I could not sleep, and at 
last_sat up in bed, and cried. I lamented my 
weakness in having assented to Doctor Bryerly’s 
and my cousin’s advice. Was I not departin 
from my. engagement to nt dear papa? Was 
not consenting that my Uncle Silas should’ be 
induced to second my breach of faith by a cor- 
responding perfidy? P arpa ’ 

tady Knollys had done wisely in dispatching 
Doctor Bryerly so promptly; for, most assured- 
ly, had he’ been at_ Know] next morning when I 
came down I should have recalled my commis- 
sion. 

That day in the study I found four papers 
which increased my perturbation. They were 
in dear papa’s handwriting, and had an indorse- 
ment in ele words: *‘ Copy of my lettér ad- 
dressed to , one of the trustees named in 
my will.” Here, then, were the contents of 
those four sealed letters which had excited mine 
and Lady Knollys’ curiosity on the agitating 
day on which the will was read. 

tt contained these words: 

“T name my oppressed and unhappy brother, Silas 
Ruthyn, residing at my house of Bartram-Haugh, as 
guardian of the peraon of my beloved child, to con- 
vince the world if possible, and failing that, to sat- 
isfy at least all future generations of our family that 
his brother, who knew him_ best, had implicit confi- 
dence in him, and that he deserved it. cowardly 
and preposterous slander, originating in . political 
malice, and which would never have been whispered 
had he not been poor and imprudent, is best silenced 
by this ordeal of purification. All I possess goes to 
him if my child dies under MiP and the custody of 
her person I commit meanwhile to him alone, know- 
ing that she is as safe in his. as she could have been 
under my own care. I rely upon your remembrance 
of our early friendship to make this known wherever 
an opportunity occurs, and also to say what your 
Sense of justice may warrant.” ‘ 

The other letters were in the samé spirit, My 
heart sunk like lead as I read them. I quaked 
with fear. What had I done? My father’s 
wise and noble vindication of our dishonored 
name I had presumed to frustrate. I had, like 
a coward, receded from my easy share in the 
task; and, merciful Heaven, I had broken my 
faith with the dead! 
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With these letters in my hand, white with 
fear, T flew like a shadow to the drawing-room 
where Cousin Monica was, and told her to réad 
them.. I saw by her countenance’ how much 
alarmed she was, by my looks; but she said 
nothing, only read the letters hurriedly,andthen 
exclaimed, ‘Is that all, my dear child? I real- 
ly fancied you had found a second will, and 
had lost every thing. Why, my dearest Maud. 
we knew all this before. We quite understood 
poor dear Austin’s motive, Thy are you so 
easily disturbed?” 

“Oh, Cousin Monica, 1 think he was right; it 
all seems quite reasonable now; and I—oh, what 
a crime!—it must be stopped.” 

fe My dear Maud, listen to reason. Doctor 
Bryerly has seen your uncle at Bartram at least 
two hours ago. You can’t stop it, and why on 
earth should you if you could? Don’t you think 
your uncle should be consulted?” said she. 

“But hehas decided. Ihave his letter speak- 
ing of it as settled; and Doctor Br erly—oh, 
Cousin Monica, he has gone to tempt him.” 

‘* Nonsense, gut Doctor Bryerly ‘is a good 
and just man, | do believe, and has, besides, no 
imaginable motive to pervert: either his con- 
science or his judgment.  He’s not gone’ to 
tempt him—stuff!—but to unfold the facts:and 
invite his consideration; and I say, considering 
how thoughtlessly such duties are often under- 
taken, and how long Silas has been ‘living in 
lazy solitude, shut out from the world, and un- 
used to discuss any thing, I do think it only con- 
scientious and honorable that he should have a 
fair and distinct view of the matter in all its 
bearings submitted to him before he indolently 
incurs what may prove the worst danger he 
was ever involved in.” 

So Lady Knollys argued with feminine ener- 
gy, and; I must confess, with a good deal of the 
repetition which I have sometimes observed in 
logicians of my own sex, and she puzzled with- 
out satisfying me. 

‘Tt don’t know why I went to that room,” I 
said, quite frightened, ‘‘ or why I went to that 
press; how it happened that these papers, which 
we never saw there before, were the first things 
to strike my eye to-day.” 

‘What do you mean, dear?” said Lady Knol- 


lys. 

“IT mean this—I think Iwas brought there, 
and that there is poor papa’s appeal to me as 
plain as if his hand came and wrote it upon the 
wall.” I nearly screamed the conélusion of this 
wild confession. 

‘You are nervous, my darling; your bad 
nights have worn you out. Let us go out; the 
air will do you good; and I do assure you that 
you will very soon see that we are quite right 
and rejoice conscientiously that you have ac’ 
as you did.” 

But I was not to be satisfied, although my first 
vehemence was quieted. In my prayers that 
night my conscience upbraided me. When I 
lay down in bed my nervousness returned four- 
fold. Everybody at all nervously excitable has 
suffered some time or another by the appearance 
of ghastly features presenting themselves in 
every variety of contortion; one after another, 
the moment the.eyes are closed. ‘This night my 
dear father’s face troubled me—sometimes white 
ands as ivory, sometimes strangely’ trans- 
oe like glass, sometimes all hanging in ca- 

averous folds, always with the same unnatural 
be oa ag ae diabolical fury. 

rom this dreadful vision I could only éseaj 

by sitting - and staring atthe light. At length, 
worn out, I dropped asleep, and in a dream if 
meee 8 heard papa’s voice say sharply dut- 
side the bed-curtain, ‘“Maud, we shall be jate ati 
Bartram-Haugh.” And I awoke in a horror, 
the walls, as it seemed, stilloringing with the 
summons, and the speaker, I fancied, standing 
at the other side of the curtain. : 

A miserable night I bead. In the morning, 
looking myself like a ghost, I stood in my nigh 
dress by Lady Knollys’ bed. 

“‘T have had my warning,” I said. | ‘Oh, 
Cousin Monica, papa has been with me, and or- 
dered me to Bartram-Haugh; and go I will.” 

She stared in my face uncomfortably, and 
then tried to laugh the matter off; but I know 
she was troubled at the strange state to which 
agitation and suspense had reduced me, |» 

“You're spring too much for granted, Maud,” 
said she; ‘Silas Ruthyn, most likely, will refuse 
his consent, and insist on your going to Bar- 
tram-Haugh.” [ ” 

“Heavan grant it!” I exclaimed; “but if he 
doesn’t, it is all the same to me, go I will. He 
may turn me out, but Pll go and try to expiate 
the breach of faith that I fear is so horribly 
wicked.” tal zi 

_ We had several hours still to wait for the ar- 
rival of the post. For both of us the delay was 
a suspense; for me an almost izing one, At 
length, at an unlooked-for moment, Branston 
did enter the roomwith: the post-bag. There 
was a large letter with the Feltram mark, 
addressed to Lady Knollys—it was Doctor Bry- 
erly’s dispatch; we r it together. It was 
ve ‘on the day before, and its purport was 

us? 


“Resprcrep Mapam!—I this. day saw Mr, Silas 


Ruthyn at Bartram-Haugh, and he peremptori 
fuses, on any terms, to vacate the Euardianghip, OF 
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to. consent to Miss Ruthyn’s residing anywhere but 
under his own immediate care. As he bases his re- 
fusal, first, upon a conscientious difficulty, declaring 
that hie has no ri ‘ht, through fear of personal con- 
tingencies, to abdicate an office imposed inso solemn 
a way, and so naturally devolving on him as’ only 
brother to the deceased; and, secondly, upon the 
effect such a withdrawal, at the instance of the act- 
ing trustee, would have upon his own character, 
amounting to a public self-condemnation; and as he 
refused to discuss these positions with me, I could 
make no way whatsoever with him. Finding, there- 
fore, that his mind was quite made up, after a short 
time I took my leave. He mentioned that prepara- 
tions for his niece’s reception are being completed 
and that he will send for her in a few days; so that t 
think it will be advisable that I should go down to 
Knowl, to assist Miss Ruthyn with any advice she 
may require before her departure, to discharge ser- 
vants, get inventories made, and provide for the care 
of the place and grounds during her minority. 
“Tam, respected madam, yours truly, 
“Hans E. Bryerty.” 

I can’t describe to you how chopfallen and 
angry my cousin. loo) ed, She sniffed once or 
twice, and then said, rather bitterly, in a sub- 
dued tone, ‘‘Well, now, I hope you are pleased?” 

‘No, no, no; you know Pm not—grieved to 
the heart, my only friend, my dear Cousin Mon- 
ica; but my conscience is at rest; you don’t 
know what a sacrifice it is; Iam a most unhap- 

y creature. I feel an indescribable foreboding. 
if am frightened; but you won’t forsake me, 
Cousin Monica?” 

‘“No, darling, never,” she said, sadly. 

‘And you'll come and see me, won’t you, as 
often as you can?” 

‘Yes, dear—that is, if Silas allows me; and 
I’m sure he will,” she added, hastily, seeing, I 
suppose, my terror in my face.‘ I can do 

ou may be sure I will, and perhaps he will al- 
iow you to come to me now and then for a short 
visit, You know I am only six miles away— 
little more than half.an hour’s drive; and 
though I hate Bartram, and. detest Silas—yes, 
J detest Silas,” she repeated, in-reply to my sur- 

rised “Twill call at Bartram—that. is 
low. if he allows me; for, you know, I haven't 
been there for a quarter of a cen ; and 
though I never understood Silas, I fancy he for- 
gives no sins, whether of omission or commis- 
sion.” 

IT wondered what old grudge could make m 
cousin judge Uncle Silas always so hardly— 
could not suppose it» was justice, I had seen 
my hero indeed lately so disrespectfully handled 
before my eyes, that he had, as idols will, lost 
something of his sacredness. But,as an article 
of faith, [ still cultivated my trust in his divini- 
ty, and dismissed every intruding doubt with an 
exorcism, as a suggestion of the Evil One. But 
I wronged Lady Penbliys in suspecting her of 

ique, or malice, or anything more than that 
Lidende to take strong views which some per- 
sons attribute to my sex. ‘ . 

So, then, the little project of Cousin Monica’s 
guardianship, which, had it been r papa’s 
wish, would have made me so very happy, was 

uite knocked on the head, to revive no more. 

comforted myself, however, with her promise 
to re-open communications with Bartram- 
Haugh, and we grew resigned. 

IT remember, next morning, as we sat ata very 
late breakfast, Lady Knollys, reading a letter, 
suddenly made an exclamation and a little 
laugh, and read on with increased interest for a 
few minutes, and then, with another little laugh, 
she looked up, placing her hand, with the open 
letter in it, beside her teacup. 

“Youll not guess whom DTve been reading 
about,” said she, with her head the least thing 
on one side, andan arch smile. 

I felt: myself blushing—cheeks, forehead, even 
down to the tips’ of my fingers, - I anticipated 
the name I was to hear. . She looked very much 
amused. Was. it possible that Captain Oakley 
was married? 

“T really have not the least idea,” I replied, 


with that kind of overdone carelessness which 
betrays us. i 
“No, I see quite plainly you have not; but 


you can’tthink how prettily you blush,” answer- 
ed she, very much dive st 1 

“T really don’t care,” I replied, with some lit- 
the oo , and blushing deeper and deeper, 

‘* Will you make a guess?” she asked. 

Ey} can ess.” 4s) 

“Well, shall I tell you?” 

** Just as you please.” 

“Well, I will—that is, I'll read.a page_of my 
letter, which tells it all. | Do you know Georgi- 
na Fanshawe?’ she asked. 

“Lady Georgina? No,” 

“Well, no matter; she’s in Paris now, and 
this letter is from her, and she says—let me see 
the! place— babe what do you think?— 
quite an apparition i acy shall hear. My 
brother Craven yeste iy insisted on my ac- 
com) ing him to Le ’ shop in that odd 
little antique street near the Greve: it isa won- 
derful old curiosity shop. I forget what: they 

call them here: ‘When we went’ into this: place 
it was very nearly dese ) ‘@ were. SO 
many curious things to look at all about, that 
for a minute or two I did not observe a tall 
woman in a gray silk and_ a black velyet man- 
and gate a nice new Parisian bonnet. You 

_sWill be charmed, by-the-by, with the new shape; 
it is only out three weeks, and is quite indeserib- 


ably elegant, think, at least. They have them 
Iam sure, by this time at Molnitz’s, so I need 
say no more. And now that I am on this sub- 
ject of dress, [haye got your lace; and I think 
you willbe PORE METAL OL if you are not charm- 
ed with it.’ ell, [need not read all that— 
here is the rest;” and she read: 

‘But you'll ask about my mysterious dame 


in the new bonnet and velvet mantle: she was | 


sitting on a stool at the counter, not buying, but 
evidently selling a quantity of stones and trink- 


ets which she had in a card-box, and the man | 


was picking them up one by one, and, I suppose, 
valuing them. I was near enough to see such 
a darling little pearl cross, with at least half a 
dozen really good pearls in it, and had be; to 
covet them for my set, when the lady glanced 
over my shoulder, and she knew me—in fact, 
we knew one another—and who do you think 
she was? Well—you’ll not guess in a week, and 
I can’t wait so long, so I may as well tell you at 
once—she was that horrid old Mademoiselle 
Blassemare whom you pointed out to me at El- 
verston; and I never forgot her face since, nor 
she, it seems mine, for she turned away very 
quickly, and when I next saw her her vail was 


Own. 
“Did you not tell me, Maud, that you_had 
lost your pearl cross while that dreadful Mad- | 


ame de la Rougierre was here?” 

“Yes; but—” 

“T know; but what has she to do with Mad- 
emoiselle de Blassemare, you were going to say 
wage are one and the same rears Me 

“Oh, I perceive,” answered I, with that dim 
sense of danger and dismay with which one 
hears suddenly of an enemy of whom one has 
lost sight for a time. 

“Tl write and tell Georgie to buy that cross. 
I wager my life it’s yours,” said Lady Knollys, 

aly. 

The servants, indeed, made no secret of their 
opinion of Madame de la Rougierre, and frank- 
y charged her with a long list of larcenies. 

ven Anne Wixted, who had enjoyed her bar- 
ren favor while the gouvernante was here, hint- 
ed privately that she had bartered a missing 
ners of lace belonging to me with a gipsy ped- 

er for French gloves and an Irish poplin, 

“ And so@urely as I find it is yours, I'll set 
the police in pursuit.” , 

“ But you must not bring me into court,” said 
I, half amused and half alarmed. 

“No occasion, my dear; Mary Quince and 
Mrs. Rusk can prove it perfectly.” 

“ And why do you dislike her so very much?” 
T asked. 

Cousin Monica leaned back in her chair, and 
searched the cornice from corner to corner with 
upturned eyes for the reason, and at last laughed 
a little, amused at herself. 

“Well, really, it is not easy to define, and 

rhaps, it is not quite charitable; but I know 

ate her, and I know, you little RS iene you 
ey her as much as i: > and we both laughed a 
little. 

“But you must tell me all you know of her 


ry: 

“Her history?” echoed she, ‘“T really know 
next to nothing about it, only that Iused to see 
her, sometimes about the place that Georgina 
mentions, and there were some unpleasant 
things said about her; but you know they may 
be all lies. The worst I know of her is her 


treatment of you, and her robbing the desk”— | 


(Cousin Monica always called it her robbery— 
‘and I think that’s enough to hang her, Sup- 
pose we go out for a walk?” 

So together we went, and_I resumed about 
madame; but no more could I extract—perhaps 
there was not much more to hear. 


CHAPTER. XXX. 
_.ON THE ROAD. 

Az at Knowl was indicative of the break-up 
that was so near at hand,. Doctor Bryerly ar- 
rived according to promise. He was in a whirl 
of business all the time. He and Mr. Danvers 
conferred about the management of the estate. 
It was agreed that the eroumns and gardens 
should be let, but not the house, of which Mrs. 
Rusk was to take care. The gamekeeper re- 
mained in office, and some other outdoor ser- 
vants. But the rest were to go, except Mary 
que who was to accompany me to . 

ugh as my maid. 

“Dont part with Quince,” said Lady Knol- 
ys, peremptorily; ‘ theyll want you, but 

owt,” 


She kept harping on this point, and recurred 
to it half a eatin avery. day. . 

“They'll say, you know, that she is not fit for 
a lady’s Inaid, as she certainly is not, if it in the 
least signified in such a wilderness as Bartram- 
Haugh; but she is attached, trustworthy and 
honest; and those are qualities valuable every- 
where, cially ina solitude. Don’t allow 
them to give you a wicked young French milli- 
nerin her stead.” «. - . 

Sometimes she said things that j un- 
pleasantly on my REE and left an undefined 


| hour or so at teatime. 


Or, suddenly, ‘‘Can Mary Quince write, in 
case you were i” 

Or, ‘‘ Can she take a message exactly?” 

Or, “‘Isshe a ei of any enterprise and 
resource, and cool in an emergency?” 

Now these questions did not come all in a 


| string, as I write them down here, but at long 
| intervals, and were followed quickl 


by ordi- 
nary talk; but they generadlg: escape fein my 
companion after silence and gloomy thought; 
and though I could extract nothing more de- 
fined than these questions, yet they seemed to 
me to point at some possible danger contem- 
plated in my good cousin’s dismal ruminations, 

Another topic that occupied my cousin’s mind 
a good deal was obyicusly the larceny of my 

arl cross. She made a note of the description 

urnished by the recollection respectively of 
Mary Quince, Mrs, Rusk and myself. I had 
fancied her little vision of the police was no 
more than the result of a momentary impulse; 
but really, to judge by her methodical examina- 
tions of us, I should have fancied that she had 
taken it up in downright earnest. 

Having learned that my departure from 
Know! was to be so very soon, she resolved not 
to leave me before the day of my journey to 
Bartram-Haugh; and as day after day passed 
by, and the hour of our leave-taking approach- 
ed, she became more and more kind and affec- 
tionate. A feverish and sorrowful interval it 
was to me. 

Of Doctor Bryerly, though staying in the 
house, we saw almost pts except for an 
t He breakfasted very 
early, and dined solitarily, and at uncertain 
hours, as business permitted. ; 

The second evening of his visit Cousin Monica 

took occasion to introduce the subject of his visit 
to Bartram-Haugh. ; 
P “You saw him, of course?’ said Lady Knol- 
‘Ys. 
“Yes, he saw me; he was not well. On hear- 
ing who I was, he asked me to go to his room, 
where he sat in a silk dressing-gown and slip- 
ers. 

“About business principally,” said Cousin 
Monica, laconically. é 

“That was dispatched in very few words; 
for he was quite resolved, and placed his refusal 
upon grounc which it was difficult to dispute. 
But difficult or no, mind you, he intimated that 
he would hear nothing more on the subject; so 
that was closed.” 

“Well, and what is his religion now?” in- 
quired she, irreverently. 

“We had some interesting conversation on 
the subject. He leans much to what we call 
the doctrine of correspondents. He is read ra- 
ther deeply in the writings of Swedenborg, and 
seemed anxious to discuss some points with one 
who professes to be his follower. To say truth 
I did not expect to find him either so well r 
or so eo interested in the subject.” 

‘Was he angry when it was pest that he 
should vacate the guardianship?” _ 

“Not at all. Contrariwise, he said he had at 
first been so minded himself. His years, his 
habits, and something of the unfitness of the 
situation, the remoteness of Bartram-Haugh 
from good teachers, and all that, had struck 
him, and nearly determined him against accept- 
ing the office. But then came the views which I 
stated in my letter, and they eben him; 
and nothing’ could shake them, he said, or in- 
nae him to re-open the question in his own 
mind. 

All the time Doctor Bryetly was relating his 
conference with the head of the family at Bar- 
tram-Haugh, my cousin commented on the nar- 
rative with a variety of little “‘pishes” and 
sneers, which I thought showed more of vexa- 
tion than contempt. 

J was feed to hear all that Doctor Bryerly re- 
lated. Sg me a kind of a and I 
experienced a momentary reaction. fter all 
could Bartram-Haugh be more lonely than I had 
found Knowl? Was I not sure of the society of 
my Cousin Millicent, who was about my own 
age? Was it not quite possible that my sojourn 
in Derbyshire might turn out a happy though 
very quiet remembrance through all my after- 
life? hy should it not? What time or place 
would be happy if we gave ourselves over to dis- 
mal imaginations? 

So the summons reached me from Uncle Silas, 
The hours at Knowl were numbered. — 

The evening before I de d I visited the 
full-length portrait of Uncle Silas, and studied 
it for the last time carefully, with deep interest, 
for many minutes, but with results vaguer than 


ever. 

With a brother so generous and so wealthy, 
always ready to help him forward; with His 
taileutte® with his lithe and gorgeous beauty, the 
shadow of which hung on that canvas, what 
might he not have accomplished? whom might 
he not have io ( hecentel And yet where and 
what was he? A poor and shunned old man, 
occupying @ lonely house and place that did not 
belong to » married to degradation, with a 
few years of suspected and solitary life before 
him, and then swift oblivion his best portion. 

T'gazed on the picture, to fix it well and viv- 
idly in my remembrance. I might still trate 
some of its outlines and tints in its living orig- 
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inal, whom I was next day to see for the first 
time in my life. : 

So the ‘morning came—my last for many a 
day at Knowl—a day of partings, a day of noy- 
elty and regrets. e traveling-carriage and 

t-horses were at the door. Cousin Monica’s 
carriage had just carried her away to the rail- 
way. We had embraced with tears; and her 
kind face was still before me, and her words of 
comfort and promise in my ears. The early 
sharpness of morning was still in the air; the 
frosty dew still glistened on the window-panés. 
We had made a hasty breakfast, my share of 
which was a single cup of tea. The aspect of 
the house how strange! Uncarpeted, uninhab- 
ited, doors for the most part locked, all the ser- 
vants but Mrs. Rusk and Branston departed. 
The drawing-room door stood open, and a char- 
woman was washing the bare floor. I was look- 
ing my last—for who could say how long?—on 
the old house, and lingered. The luggage was 
all up, I made'Mary Quince get in first, for 
every delay was precious; and now the moment 
was come. Ihugged and kissed Mrs, Rusk in 
the hall. 

‘God bless you, Miss Maud, eke, You 
must not fret; mind, the time won’t be long go- 
ing over—no time at all; and you'll be bringing 
back a fine young gentieman—who knows?—as 
great as the Duke of Wellington, for your hus- 
band; and Tll take the best of Gare of every 
thing, and_the birds and dogs, till you come 
back; and T’'ll go and see you and Mary, if you'll 
allow, in Derbyshire,” and so forth. 

T got into the Carriage, and bid Branston, who 
shut the door, good-by, and kissed hands to Mrs. 
Rusk, who was smiling, and drying her a 
and courtesying on the hall-door steps. The 
dégs, who had ‘started gleefully with the car- 
riage, were called back by Branston and driven 
home, wondering. and wistful, looking back 
with ears oddly cocked and tails dejected. M 
heart thanked them for : their kindness, and 
felt like a stranger, and very desolate. 

It was a bright, clear morning. It had been 
settled that it was not worth the trouble chang- 
ing from the pit to the railway for sake of 
five-and-twenty miles, and so the entire journey 
of ‘sixty miles was to be made by the post-road 
—the pleasantest traveling, if the mind were 
free. The grander and more distant features of 
the landscape we may see well enough from the 
window of a railway-carriage, but it is the fore- 
ground that interests and instructs us, like a 
pleasant gossiping history; and that we had, in 
old days, from the post-chaise windows. It was 
more than traveling picquet. Something of all 
conditions of life—luxury and misery—high spir- 
its and low; all sorts of costume, livery, rags, 
millinery; faces buxom, faces wrinkled, faces 
kind, faces wicked; no'end of interest'and sug- 
gestion, passing in a procession silent and vivid, 
and all in their proper scenery. The golden 
corn-sheafs—the old dark-alleyed orchards, and 
the high streets of antique towns—there were 
few dreams brighter, few books so pleasant. 

We drove by the dark wood—it always looked 
dark to me—where the ‘‘ mausoleum” stands— 
where both my dear nts lay now. ree 
on its somber masses not with a softened feel- 
ing, but with a peculiar sense of pain, and was 
glad when it was quite past. 

All the morning I had not shed a tear, Good 
Mary Quince cried at leaving Knowl; Lady 
Knollys’ eyes were not dry as she kissed and 
blessed me, and promised an early visit; and 
the dark, lean, energétic face of the housekeeper 
was quivering, and her cheeks wet, as I drove 
away. But I, whose grief was sorest, never shed 
a tear. TIonly looked about from one familiar 
object to another, pale, excited, not quite ap- 
prehending my departure, and wondering at 
my. own composure. 

ut when we reached the old bridge, with the 
tall osiers standing by the buttress, and looked 
back at poor Knowl—the places we love and are 
leaving look so fairy-like and so sad in the clear 
distance, and this is the finest view of the gabled 
old house, with its slanting meadow-lands and 
noble timber reposing in solemn groups—I gazed 
at the Cee vision, and the tears came at 
last, and I wept in silence long after the fair 
picture was hidden from view by the interven- 
ing uplands. 

was relieved, and when we had made our 
next change of horses, and got into a country 
that was unknown to me, the new scenery and 
the sense of progress worked their accustomed 
effects on a yo traveler who had lived a par- 
ticularly secluded life, and I began to experi- 
ence, on thé whole, a not unpleasurable excite- 
ment. 

Mary Quince and I, with the hopefulness of 
inexperienced travelers, began already to specu- 
late about our proximity to Bartram -Haugh 
and were sorely disappointed when we hear 
from the nondescript courier—more like an ost- 
ler than a servant, who sat behind in charge of 
us and the luggage, and represented my guard- 
ian’s special care—at nearly one o'clock, that 
we had still forty miles to go, a considerable 
portion of which was across the high Derby- 
eit Ss ag cae before we réached Bartram- 

ugh, 

The fact was, we had driven at’a pace accom- 
modated rather to the’ convenience of the horsés 


than to our impatience; and finding at the 
quaint little inn where we now halted that we 
must wait for a nail or two in a loose shoe of 
one of our relay, we consulted, and being both 
hungry, agreéd to beguile the time with an early 
dinner, which we ren hh very sociably in a 
queer little parlor with a bow window, and 
commanding, with a little garden for fore- 
ground, a very pretty landscape. 

Good Mary Quince, like myself, had quite 
dried ‘her tears by this time, and we were both 
highly interested, and I a little nervous, too, 
about our arrival and reception at Bartram. 
Some time, of course, was lost in this pleasant 
little parlor before we found ourselves once 
more pursuing our way. 

The slowest part of our journey was the pull 
up the long mountain road, ascending zigzag, as 
sailors make way against a head wind by tack- 
ing. I forget the name of the pretty little 
group of houses—it did not amount to a village 
—buried in trees, where we got our four horses 
and two postillions, for the work was severe. I 
can only designate it as the place where Mary 
Quince and T had our tea, very comfortably, 
and bought some gingerbread, very curious to 
look upon, but quite uneatable. 

The greater portion of the ascent when we 
were fairly ip the mountain was accomplish- 
ed at a walk, and at some Mtns steep 

ints we had to get out and go on foot. But 
his, to me, was quite delightful. TI had never 
scaled a ‘mountain before, and the ferhs and 
heath, the pure boisterous air, and, above all, 
the magnificent view of the rich country we 
were leaving behind, now gorgeous and misty 
in sunset tints, stretching in gentle undulations 
far beneath us, quite enchanted me. 

We had just reached the summit when the 
sun went down. The low grounds at the other 
side were already lying in cold gray shadow 
and I got’ the man who sat behind to point out 
as ‘well as he could the site of Bartram-Haugh. 
But mist was gathering over all by this time. 
The film disk of the moon which was to light us 
on, so soon as twilight faded into night, hun 
ie in air, I'tried to see the sable mass of wi 
which he described, But it was vain, and to 
acquire a clear idea of the place, as of its mas- 
ter, {must only wait that néarer view which an 
hour or two more would afford me. 

And now we rapidly descended the mountain 
side. The scenery was wilder and ‘bolder than 
T was accustomed to. Our road skirted the edge 
of a’ great heathy moor. The silvery light of 
the moon began to glimmer, and we passed a 
gipsy bivouac with fires alight and caldrons 
hanging over them. It was the first Thad seen. 
Two or three low tents: a couple of dark, with- 
ered crones, veritable witches; a graceful girl 
standing behind, gazing after us; and men in 
odd-shaped ‘hats, with gaudy ‘waistcoats, and 
bright-colored neck-handkerchiefs, and gaitered 
legs, stood lazily in front. They had all a wild, 
tawdry display of color; and a group of alders 
in the’ rear made a background of shade for 
tents, fires, and figures. 

I opened a front window of the chariot, and 
called to the Syl ag to stop. The groom from 
behind came to the window. 

‘« Aye not those gipsies?” T inquired. 

‘s Yes, ‘please’m, them’s ‘gipsies, ‘sure, miss,” 
he answered, glancing with that odd smile, half 
contemptuous half superstitious, with which I 
have since ‘often observed the peasants of Der- 
byshire’ éying those thievish ‘and ‘uncanny 
neighbors. 


CHAPTER XXXT. 
BARTRAM-HAUGH, 

In a moment a tall, lithe girl, black-haired, 
black-eyed, and, as I thought, inexpressibly 
handsome, was smiling with such beautiful rings 
of pearly teeth, at the window; and in her pe- 
culiar accent, with a suspicion of something 
foreign in it; proposing with many courtesies to 
tell the lady her fortune. © 

T had never seen this wild tribe of the human 
race before—thildren of mystery and liberty. 


| Such vagabondism and beauty in the “eta oa 
oug! 


fore me! T looked at their hovels, and 

of the night, and wondered at their independ- 
énce, and felt my inferiority. I could not re- 
sist. She held up her slim Oriental hand. 

“Yes, Pil hear my fortune,” I said, return- 
ing the sibyl’s smile instinctively. 

‘Give me some money, agit vated No, 
not that,” I said, rejecting the thrifty sixpence 
she tendered, for I had heard that the revela- 
tions of this weird sisterhood were bright in 
proportion to the kindness of their clients, and 
was resolved to approach Bartram with cheer- 
ful auguries, ‘That five-shilling piece,” I in- 
sisted; and honést Mary réluctantly surrender- 
ed the coin. 

So the feline beauty took it, with courtesies 


“arid were duly proud o 


room with me, and yet they should not be able 
to hurt me. ‘That I should see blood spilt and 
yet not my own, and finally be very happy and 
splendid, like the heroine of a fairy tale, 

Did this strange, girlish charlatan see in my 
facé some signs of shrinking when she spoke of 
enemies, and set me down for a coward whose 
weakness might be profitable? Very likely. 
At all events, she plucked a long brass pin, with a 
round bead for a head, from some of her 
dress, and holding the point in her fingers, and 
exhibiting the treasure before my eyes, she 
told me that I must get a charmed pin like that 
which her. edt cnet had given to her, and 
she ran glibly through a story of all the magic 
expended on it, and told me she could not part 
with it; but its virtue was that, you were to stick 
it through the blanket, and while it was there 
neither rat, nor cat, nor snake—and then came 
two more terms in the catalogue, which I sup- 
pose belonged to the gipsy dialect, and which 
she explained to mean, as well as I could under- 
stand, the first, a malevolent spirit, and the sec- 
ond ‘‘a cove to cut your throat,” could approach 
or hurt you, 

A charm like that, she gave me to understand 
Imust by hook or by crook obtain, She had 
not a second, None of her people in the camp 
over there possessed one. I am ashamed to con- 
fess that T actually paid her a pound for this 
brass pin! The purchase was partly an indica- 
tion of my temperament, which could neyer let 
an opportunity y pass away irrevocably without a 
struggle, and ways apprehended “some, da 
or other I'll reproach myself for haying neglec 
ed it,” and partly a record of the trepidations of 
that period of my life, At all events, I had her 
pin and she my pound, and I venture to say I 
was the gladder of the two, 

She stood on the road-side bank courtesying 
and smiling, the first enchantress I had encoun- 
tered with, and I watched the receding picture, 
with its patches of firelight, its dusky groups, 
and donkey carts, white as skeletons in the 
moonlight, as we drove rapidly away, 

They, I suppose, had a wild sneer and a mer- 
i, laugh over my purchase, as they sat and ate 
their supper of stolen poultry about their fire, 

1 belonging to the supe- 
rior race, 


Mary Quince, shocked at my prodigality, 
hinted a remonstrance. 

“Tt went to my heart, miss, it did. They’re 
such 8 Se young and old, all ean thieves and 
vagabonds, and many a poor wanting.” 

Prat, Mary, neyer mind, Byecyone hn her 
elope? Se some ae i her sage oh pant 

ave ag one without paying. 
we must be near Bartran hia a Mey 

The road now traversed the side of a stee 
hill, parallel to which, along the opposite side 
of a winding river, rose the dark steeps of a cor- 
responding upland, covered with forest that 
looked awful and dim in the deep shadow, while 
we Ee rippled fitfully upon the stream 

mea 


“Tt seems to bea beautiful country,” I said 
to Mary Quince, who was munching a sandwich 
in the corner, and thus appealed to, adjusted 
her bonnet ‘and made an inspection from her 
window, which, however, commanded nothing 
but the ‘heathy slope of the hill whose side we 
were Ae at ~ 

“Well, miss, I suppose it is} but there’s a deal 
o’ mountains—is not there?’ and, so saying, 
honest Mary leaned back again, and went on 
va her jeg near 

@ were now descending at a great pace, I 
knew we were coming near, I stood up as well 
as I could in the carriage to see over the iil- 
lions’ heads. I was eager, but frightened too; 
agitated as the crisis of the arrival and meeting 
UES tewang At last, a long stretch of compar- 
atively level country below us, with. masses of 
wood as well as I could see irregularly over- 
spreading it, became visible as the narrow val- 
ley through which we were speeding made a 
sudden bend, ; 


At last the postillions be to draw bridle 
aiid St aaight anigia? the moan, raatiey ful 
upon them, we wheeled into a wide semicircle 


‘formed by the receding park walls, and halted 


great Cetiiods, ae cted 
thy 


vahire 2or’ mari 5 


comrade’s, to our ‘e to the enchanted 
castle—the florid tracery of the iron 


gate o and we entered between somber files 
of mapniheent forest-trees. one of those 


‘broad straight avenues Whose width measures 


the front’ of the house, ‘This was ‘all built of 


~— 


in. unusu 
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white stone, resemblin, 
parts of Derbyshire produce in such abundance. 

So this was Bartram, and here was Uncle Si- 
las. I was almost breathless as eyed eign 
The bright moon shining full on the white front 
of the old house revealed not only its highly dec- 
orated style, its fluted pillars and doorway, rich 
and florid earving, and balustraded summit, but 
also its stained and moss-grown front. Two 
giant trees, overthrown at last by the recent 
storm, lay with their upturned roots, and their 
yellow foliage still flickering on the sprays that 
were to bloom no more, where they had fallen, 
at the right side of the court-yard, which, like 
the avenue, was studded with tufted weeds and 

Tass. 
si All this gave to the aspect of Bartram a for- 
lorn character of desertion and decay, contrast- 
ing almost awfully with the grandeur of its pro- 
portions and richness of its architecture. 

There was a ruddy glow from a broad window 
in the second row, and I thought I saw some 
one peep from it and disappear; at the samo 
moment there was a furious barking of dogs, 
some of whom ran scampering into the court- 
yard from a half-closed side, door; and amid 
their uproar, the bawling of the man in the back 
seat, who jumped down to drive them off, and 
the crack of the postillions’ whips, who struck 
at them, we drew up before the lordly door- 


_Steps of this melancholy mansion. 


ust as. our attendant had his hand on the 
knocker the door opened, and we saw, by a not 
ve brilliant candle-light, three figures—a 
shabby, little old. man, thin, and very much 
stooped, with a white cravat, and looking as if 
his black clothes were too large, and made for 


‘some one else, stood with his hand upon the door; 


a young, pram, but very pretty female figure, 

ally- short petticoats, with fattish legs, 
and nice ankles, in boots, stood in the center; 
and a dowdy maid, like an old charwoman, be- 
hind her. 

The household paraded for welcome was not 
certainly very brilliant. Amid the. riot the 
trunks were deliberately put down by our attend- 
ant, who kept shouting to the old man at the 
door and to the dogs in turn; and the old man 
was talking and ng stiffly and tremulous- 
ly, but I could not hear what he said. 

“Was it Rote. cone that mean-looking 
old man be Uncle Silas?” 

The idea stunned me; but I almost instantly 
perceived that he was much toosmall, and I was 
relieved, and even grateful. It was certainly 
an odd mode of procedure to devote primary at- 
tention to the trunks and boxes, leaving the 
travelers still shut up in the carriage, of which 
they were by this time pretty well tired. I was 
not sorry for ths reprieve, however, being ner- 
vous about first impressions, and. willi de- 
fer mine. I sat shyly back, poaping at the can- 
dle and moonlight picture before me, myself 


unseen, 

“Will you tell me—yes or no—is my cousin in 
the coach?” screamed the plump young lady, 
anaping her stout black boot in a momentary 


Yes, I was there, sure. 
“And why the puck don’t you let her out, 


“you stupe, you?” 


“Run down, Giblets—you. never do. nou’t 
without driving, and let Cousin Maud out. 
You're very welcome to Bartram.” This greet- 
ing was screamed at an amazing high pitch, and 
repeated before I had time to drop the window, 
and say “thank you.” ‘‘I’d-a let you out my- 
self—there’s a good dog, you would na bite cou- 
sin.” (the parenthesis was to a huge mastiff, who 
thrust himself beside her, by this time quite 
ange tec only I daren’t go down the steps, 

or the governor said I shouldn’t.” 

The venerable person who went by the name 
of Giblets had by. this time opened the carriage 
door, and our courier or ‘* boots”—he looked 
more like the latter functionary—had lowered 


“the steps, and in greater trepidation than I ex- 


perienced when in after-days I was presented to 
my sovereign, 1 glided down to offer myself to 
the greeting and inspection of the plein sakes 
young lady, who stood at the top of the steps to 
receive me. 
She welcomed me with a hug and a 

buss, as she called that salutation, on each cheek, 
and pulled me into the hall, and was evidently 


glad to see me. 


“And you're tired a bit, P’ll_warrant; and 
who's the old un, who?” she asked, eagerly, ina 
stage whisper, which made my ear numb for 
five minutes after. ‘Oh, oh, the maid! and a 
precious old ‘un—ha, ha, ha! But lawk! how 
grand she is, with her black’ silk cloak and 
crape, and I oy in twilled cotton, and rotten 
old Coburg for Sundays. Odds, it’s a shame; 
but you'll be tired, you will. ‘It’s a smartish 
pull, they do say, from Knowl. I know a spell 
of itis, only so far as the * Cat and Fiddle,’ near 
the Lannon road. Come up, will you? Would 
you like to come in first and talk a bit with the 

overnor? Father, you know, he’s a bit silly, 

e is, this. while”. I found that the phrase 
meant only bodily infirmity. “He took a pain 
0’ Friday, newralgie—something or other he 
calls it—rheumatics it is when it old ‘ Gib- 
lets’ there; and he’s sitting in his own room; or 
maybe you’d like better to come to your bed- 


that of Caen, which | 


noone first, for it is dirty work traveling, they 
O. say. 

| _ Yes, I preferred the preliminary adjustment. 
| Mary Quince was standing behind me; and as 
| my voluble kinswoman talked on, we had each 
| ample time and opportunity to. observe the per- 
sonnel of the other; and she made no scruple 
of letting me. perceive that, she was improving 
it, for she stared me full in the face, taking in 
evidently feature after feature; and she felt the 
material of my mantle pretty carefully between 
her finger and. thumb, and manually examined 
my chain and trinkets, and picked up my hand 
as she might a glove, to con over my rings. 

I can’t say, of course, exactly, what impres- 
sion I may have produced on her. But in my 
Cousin Milly lL saw a. girl who looked younger 
than her years, plump, but with a slender 
waist, with light hair, ighter than mine, and 
very blue eyes, rather round; on the whole, 
very good-looking. She had an odd swagger- 
ing walk, a toss of her head, and asaucy and 
imperious, but rather good-natured and. honest 
countenance. She talked rather loud; with a 
good ringing voice, and a boisterous laugh when 
it came. 


If I was behind the fashion, what would Cou- 
sin Monica have thought of her? She was ar- 
rayed, as she had stated, in black twilled cotton 
expressive of her affliction; but it was made 
almost as short in the skirt as that of the prints 
of the Bavarian broom-girls.. She had white 
cotton stockings, and a pair of black leather 
boots, with leather buttons, and, for a lady, pro- 
digiously thick soles, which reminded me of the 
navvy boots I had so often admired in Punch. 
I must add, that the hands with which she as- 
sisted her scrutiny of my dress, though pretty, 
were very much sunburnt indeed. 
ait pag ween oun eet she demanded, oe 

ary Quince, who was gazing on her 
aerfully with round eyes, as an inland spinster 
ight upon a whale beheld for the dirst time. 
y courtesied, and I answered: 

‘Mary Quinee,” she repeated. ‘‘ You're wel- 
come, Quince. What shall I call her? I’vea 
name for all o’ them. Old Giles, there is Gib- 
lets. He did not like it first, but he answers 
quick enough now; and Old Lucy Wyat there,” 
nodding toward the old woman, ‘‘is Lucia. de 
L’Amour.” A slightly erroneous reading of 
Lammermoor, for my cousin sometimes made 
mistakes, and was not much versed in the Ital- 
ian opera. ‘“ You know it’s a. play, and I call 
her L’Amour for shortness;” and; she. laughed 
hilariously, and I could not forbear joining; 
and, winking at me, she called aloud: 

‘TL’ Amour.” 

To which the crone, with a high-cauled cap, 
resembling Mother Hubbard, responded with a 
courtesy, and ‘‘ Yes’m.” 

‘ Are all the trunks and. boxes took up?” 

They were. 

“Well, we'll come now; and what shall I call 
you, Quince? Let me see.” : 

** According to your pleasure, miss,” answered 
Mary, with dignity, and a dry courtesy. 

“Why, you're as hoarse as a.frog, Quince. 


We'll call you Quinzy for the present. That’ll 
do. Come along, Quinzy.” 5 
So my Cousin Milly took me under the arm 


and pulled me forward; but, as we ascended, she 
let me go, leaning 
my attire from a new point of view. 

‘* Hallo, cousin,” she cried, givin, my dress a 
smack with her, open hand, ‘‘ what a plague do 

ou want of all that bustle? you'll leave it be- 

ind, lass, the first bush you jump over.” 

I was a good deal astounded. I was also 
very near laughing, for there was a sort of im- 

rtance in her plump countenance, and an in- 

escribable grotesqueness in. the fashion. of her 
garments, which hightened the outlandishness 
of her talk in a way which I cannot at all de- 
scribe. 

What palatial wide stairs those were which 
we ascended, with their prodigious carved ban- 
isters of oak, and each huge pillar on the land- 
ine mace crowned with a shield and carved her- 
aldic supporters; florid oak paneling covered 


the walls. But of the, house I,could form no 
estimate, for Uncle Silas’ housekeeping did not 
Bede light for hall and passages, and we were 

ependent on the glimmer of a single candle; 
but there would be quite enough of this kind of 
exploration in the daylight. 

along dark oak flooring we advanced to 

my room, and I had now an opportunity of ad- 
miring, at my leisure, the lordly proportions of 
the building. Two great windows, with dark 
and tarnished curtains, rose half as high again 
as the windows of Knowl, and yet Knowl, in its 
own style, is a fine house, The door-frames, 
like the window-frames, were richly carved; the 
fireplace was in the same massive style, and the 
mantel-piece projected with a;mass of very rich 
carving. On the whole, I was:surprised. 
never slept in so noble a room before. 

The furniture, I must confess, was by no means 
on a par with the architectural pretensions of 
the bape steseagellon French bed, a piece of carpet 
about three yards square, a small table, two 
chairs, a toilet table—no wardrobe—no chest of 
drawers. The furniture painted white, and of 
the light.and diminutive Baa was pereculanly. 
ill adapted to the scale and style of the apart- 


to make inspection of |; 


ment,.one end only of which it occupied, and 
that but sparsely, leaving the rest of the cham- 
ber in the nakedness of a stately desolation. My 
Cousin Milly ran away to beth progress to 
“the governor,” as she termed Uncle Silas, 

“Well, Miss Maud,I never did expect to see 
the like o’ that!” éxclaimed honest Mary Quince. 
*‘Did you ever see such a young lady? She’s 
no more like one 0’ the family than I am—Law 
bless us! and what’s she dressed like? Well, 
well, well!” And Mary, with a rueful shake of 
her head, clicked her tongue. pathetically to the 
back of her teeth, while I could not forbear 
BANS 

“And such a scrap o’ furniture! Well, well, 
well!” and the same ticking of the tongue fol- 
lowed. 

But in a few minutes back came Cousin Milly. 
and, with a barbarous sort of curiosity, assisted 
in unpacking my trunks, and. stowing away 
the treasures, on which she ventured a variety 
of admiring criticisms, in the presses, which, 
like cupboards, filled recesses in the walls, with 
hie oak doors, the keys of which were in 
them. 

As Iwas making my hurried toilet, she enter- 
tained me now and then with more strictly per- 
sonal criticisms. 

“Your hair’s a shade darker than mine—it’s 
none the better o’ that, though, is it? Mine’s 
said to be the right shade. I don’t know—what 
do you py ¢ y : 

IT conceded the point with a good ce. 

“T wish my hands was as white, though—you 
do lick me there; but it’s all gloves, and I never 
could abide ’em. I think I'l try, though—they 
are very white, sure. 

“I wonder which is the prettiest, you or 
me? I don’t know, J’m sure—which do you 
think?’ 

I laughed outright at this challenge, and she 
blushed a little, and for the first time seemed for 
a moment a little shy. 

“Well, you are a half an inch longer than 
me, I-think—don’t you?” 

I was fully an inch taller, so I had no difficul- 
ty in making the proposed admission, 

“Well, you do look handsome—doesn’t she, 
Quinzy, lass? but your frock comes down almost 
to your heels—it does,” 

nd she glanced from mine to hers, and made 
a little kick up with the heel of the navyy boot 
ee assist her in measuring the comparative dis- 
ce. 

“* Maybe mine’s a thought too short?”.she sug- 
gested. ‘‘ Who’s there? Oh, it’s you, is it?’ she 
cried, as Mother Hubbard appeared at the door. 
““Come in, L’Amour; don’t you know, lass, 
you're always welcome?” 

She had come to let us know. that Uncle 
Silas would be happy to see me whenever I 
was ready, and that my Cousin Millicent would 
conduct me to the room where he awaited me, 

In an instant all the comic sensations awak- 
ened by ay singular cousin’s eccentricities van- 
ished, and I was thrilled with awe. I wasabout 
to.see in the flesh—faded, broken, aged, but still 
identical—that being who had been the vision 
ane the problem of so many years of my short 

8. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
UNCLE SILAS. ; 

I THOUGHT my odd cousin was also impressed 
with a kind of awe, though different in de; 
from mine, for a shade overcast her face, and 
she was silent as we walked side by side along 
the gallery, accompanied by the crone who car- 
ried the candle which aeoted us to the door of 
that apartment which I may call Uncle Silas’ 
presence-chamber. 

Miby, whispered to me as we approached, 
“Mind how you make a noise; the governor's 
a8 sharp as a weasel, and nothing yexes him like 

nab. 

She was herself toppling along on tiptoe. We 
paused at a door near the head of the great stair- 
case, and L’Amour knocked timidly with her 
zheumane HFnuckles, 

voice, Clear and penetrating, from within, 
summoned us to enter. ‘The old woman opened. 
the door, and the next moment I was in the pres- 
ence of Uncle Silas, 

At the far end of a handsome wainscoted 
room, near the hearth in which a low fire. was 
burning, beside a small table on which stood 
four wax-lights, in tall silver candlesticks, sat a 
sthgalet-loo ing oldman, % 

e dark wainscoting behind him, and the 
darkness of the room, in the remoter parts of 
which the light which fell pmanay upon his face 
and figure expended itself with hardly any ef- 
fect, exhibited him with the forcible and strange 
relief of a finely-painted Dutch portrait. For 
some time I saw nothing but him, 

A face like marble, with a fearful monument- 
al look, and, for an old man, singularly vivid, 
strange eyes, the Sugularity, of which rather 
grew upon me as I looked; for his eyebrows 
were still black, though his hair descended from 
his temples in long locks of the purest silver and 
fine as silk, nearly to his shoulders, 

He rose, tall and slight, a little stooped, allin 
black, with an ample black velvet tunic, which 
was rather a gown than a. coat, with loose 
sleeves, showing his snowy shirt some way up 


| 


‘Nos. 17-18. 


1 = 5 . = 


UNCLE SILAS. 


the arm, and a pair of wrist-buttons, then quite 
outof fashion, which glimmered aristocratically 
with diamonds. 

IT know I can’t convey in words an idea of 
this apparition, drawn as it seemed in black and 
white, venerable, bloodless, fiery-eyed, with its 
singular look of power, and an expression so 
bewildering—was it derision, or anger, or cru- 
elty, or patience? 

a 


e wild eyes of this strange old man were | 


fixed upon me as he rose; an habitual contrac- 
tion which in certain lights took the character 
of a scowl, did not relax as he advanced toward 
me with his thin-lipped smile. He said some- 
thing in his clear, gentle, but cold voice, the 
import of which I was too much agitated to 
catch, and he took both my hands in his, wel- 
comed me with a courtly grace which belonged 
to another age, and led me affectionately, with 
many inquiries which I only half comprehend- 
ed, to a chair near his’ own. 

‘T need not introduce my daughter; she has 
saved me that mortification. You'll find her, I 
believe, good-natured and affectionate; au reste, 
I fear avery rustic Miranda, and fitted rather 
for the society of Caliban than of a sick old 
Prospero. Is it not so, Millicent?” 

The old man paused sarcastically for an an- 
swer, with his eyes fixed severely on my odd 
cousin, who blushed and looked uneasily to me 
for a hint. 

“T don’t know who they be—neither one nor 
other.” 

“Very good, my dear,” he replied, with.a lit- 
tle mocking bow., ‘‘ You see, my dear Maud; 
@vhat a Shakesperean you have got for a cousin. 
It’s plain, however, she has made acquaintance 
with some of our dramatists, she has studied the 
role of Miss Hoyden so perfectly.” 

It was not a reasonable peculiarity of my: un- 
cle that he resented, with a good deal of playful 
acrimony, my poor cousin’s want of education, 
for which, if he were not to blame, certainly 
neither was she. 

“You see her, poor thing, a result of all the 
combined disadvantages of want of refined edu- 
cation, refined companionship, and, I fear, natu- 
rally, of refined tastes; but a-sojourn at a good 
French conventual school will do wonders, and 
that I hope to manage by-and-by. In the mean 
time, we jest at our misfortunes, and love one 
another, | hope, cordially.” 

He extended his thin, white hand with a chil- 
ly smile toward Milly, who bounced up and took 
it with a frightened look; and he repeated, hold- 
ing her hand rather slightly, I thought, ‘‘ Yes, I 
hope, very cordially,” and then turning again 
to me, he put it over the arm of his chair, and 
let it go, as a man might drop something he did 
not want from a carriage window. 

Having made this apology for poor Milly, who 
was plainly bewildered, he passed on, to her and 
my relief to other topics, every now and then 
expressing his fears that i was fatigued, and his 
anxiety that I should partake of some supper or 
tea; but these solicitudes somehow seemed to 
escape his remembrance almost as soon as utter- 
ed; and he maintained the conversation, which 
soon degenerated into a close, and to me a pain- 
ful examination, respecting my dear father’s ill- 
ness and its symptoms, upon which I could give 
no Satermatiet, and his habits, upon which I 
could. 

Perhaps he fancied that there might be some 
family  dgvcewent to the organic disease of 
which his brother died, and that his questions 
were directed rather to the prolonging of his 
own life than to the better understanding of my 
dear father’s death. 

How little was there left to this old man to 
make life desirable, and yet how keenly, I after- 
ward found, he clung to it. Have we not all of 
us seen those to whom life was not only unde- 
sirable, but positively painful—a mere series of 
bodily torments, yet hold to it with a desperate 
and pitiable tenacity—old children or young, it 
is all the same, 

_, See how a sleepy child will put off the inev- 
itable departure for bed. ‘The little creature’s 
eyes blink and stare, and it needs constant jog- 
ging to prevent his nodding off into the slumber 
which nature craves, His waking is a pain; he 
is quite worn out, and peevish, and stupid, and 
yet he implores a respite, and deprecates repose, 
and vows he is not sleepy, even to the moment 
when his mother takes him in her arms, and car- 
ries him, in a sweet slumber, to the nursery, So 
it is with us old children of earth and the great 
sleep of death, and nature our kind mother, 
Just so reluctantly we part with consciousness, 


the picture is, even to the last, so interesting: | 


the bird in the hand, though sick and moulting, 
so inestimably better than all the brilliant ten- 
ants of the bush. We sit up, yawning, and 
blinking, and stupid, the whole scene swimming 
before us, and the stories and music humming 
off into the sound of distant winds and waters. 
It is not time yet; we are not fatigued; we are 
good for another hour still, and so pos 
against bed, we falter and drop into the dream- 
os i which nature assigns to fatigue and 
satiety. 

He then spoke a little eulogy of his brother, 
very polished, and, indeed, in a kind of way, 
eloquent. He possessed in a high degree that 
accomplishment, too little cultivated, I think, 


Testament, 


by the present generation, of expressing himself 
with perfect precision and fluency. ‘There was, 
too, a great deal of slight illustrative quotation, 
and a sprinkling of French flowers, over his 
conversation, which gave to it a character. at 
ence elegant and artificial. It was_ all easy, 
light and pointed, and, being quite new to me, 
had a wonderful fascination. 

He then told me that Bartram was the tem- 
ple of liberty, that the health of a whole life 
was founded in a few years of youth, air, and 
exercise, and that accomplishments at least, 
if not education, should wait upon health. 
Therefore while at Bartram I should dispose of 


| my time quite as I pleased, and the more I plun- 


dered the garden and gipsied in the woodlands, 
the better. 

Then he told me what a miserable invalid he 
was, and how the doctors interfered with his fru- 
gal tastes. A glass of beer and a mutton-chop 
—his ideal ofa dinner—he dared not touch. 
They made him drink. light. wines, which. he 
detested, and live upon those artificial abom- 
jnasione, all liking for which vanishes with 

outh. 

. There stood on a side-table, in its silver coaster, 
a long-necked Rhenish bottle, and beside it a 
thin pink glass, and he quivered his fingers in a 
peevish way toward them. 

But, unless he found himself better very soon, 
he would take his case into his own’ hands, a: ! 
try the dietary to. which nature pointed. 

e waved his a toward his bookcases, 
and told mé his books were altogether at m 
service during my-stay; but this promise eided, 
I must. confess, disappointingly. At last, remark- 
ing that I must be fatigued, he rose, and kissed 
me with a solemn tenderness, placed his hand 
upon what I now perceived to be a large Bible, 
with two broad silk markers, red and gold, 
folded in it—the one, I might conjecture, indi- 
cating the place in the Old, the other in the New 
It stood. on the small table that 
supported the wax-lights, with a handsome cut 
bottle of eau-de-cologne, his gold and jeweled 
pencil-case, and his chased repeater, chain, and 
seals, beside it.. There certainly were no indi- 
cations of poverty in Uncle Silas’ room; and 
he said impressively, ‘‘ Remember that book; 
in it -your father placed his trust, in it he found 
his reward, in it lives my only hope, consult it, 
my beloved niece, day and night, as the oracle 
of life.” 

Then he laid his thin hand on my head, and 
blessed me, and then kissed my forehead, 

‘“No—a!” exclaimed Cousin Milly’s lusty 
voice. I had quite forgotten her presence and 
looked at her with a little start. She was seated 
on avery high old-fashioned chair; she had 

alpably been asleep; her round eyes were 
linking and staring glassily at us; and her 
white legs and navvy boots were dangling in the 


air. 

“ Have you anything to remark about Noah?” 
inquired her father, with a polite inclination and 
an ironical interest. 

“ No—a,” she repeated, in the same blunt ac- 
cents; ‘I didn’t snore; did I? No—a.” 

The old man smiled and shrugged a little at 
me—it was the smile of disgust. 

“Good-night, my dear Maud;” and, turning 
to her, he said, with a peculiar, gentle sharp- 
ness, ‘‘ Had you not better wake, my dear, and 
try whether your cousin would like some sup- 

r?”’ 

So he accompanied us to the door, outside 
which we found L’Amour’s candle awaiting 


us. 

“T am awful afraid of the governor, I am. 
Did I snore that time?” _ é 

“No, dear—at least I did not hear it,” I said, 
unable to repress a smile. 

“Well, if I sane I was awful near it,” she 
said, reflectively. : 

We found poor ay pane dozing over the 
fire; but we soon had tea and other good things, 
of which Milly partook with a wonderful appe- 
tite. 


“T was in a qualm about it,” said Milly, who 
by this time was quite herself again. ‘ en 
he spies me a nappmg, maybe he don’t fetch me 
a prod with his pencil-case over the head. Odd! 
girl, it is sore.” 

When I contrasted the refined and fluent old 
gentleman whom I had just left with this amaz- 
ing specimen of young ladyhood, I grew ske 
aoe almost as to the possibility of her being his 
child, 

T was to learn, however, how little she had, I 
won't say of his society, but even of his pres- 
ence—that she had no domestic companion of 
the least pretensions to education—that she ran 
wild about the place—never, except in church, 
so much as saw a person of that rank to which 
she was born—and that the little she knew of 
reading and writing had been picked up, in des- 
ultory half hours, from. a person who did not 
care a pin about her manners or decorum, and 
perhaps rather enjoyed her grotesqueness—and 
that no one who was willing to take the least 
trouble about her was competent to her a 

rticle more refined than I saw her—the won- 

er ceased. We don’t know how little is herita- 
ble, og how aniiel simply tery + pe we en- 
counter some such gs eas of m r 
Cousin Milly. Rec = 
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When I lay down in my bed and reviéwed' the 
day, it seemed like a month of wonders. Uncle 
Silas was always before me; the voice, so sil- 
very for an old man, so preternaturally soft; the 
manners so sweet, so gentle; the aspéct smiling, 
suffering, spectral. It was no lo’ a shadow; 
T had now seen him in the flesh, Buf, after al 
was he more than a shadow to mé? When 
closed my eyes I'saw him before mé ‘still, in ne- 
cromatic black, ashy with a pallor on which I 
looked with fear and pain, a face so dazzling] 
pale, and those hollow, fiery, awful eyes! tt 
sometimes seemed as if the curtain opened, and 
T had seen a ghost. 

T had seen him, but he was still an enigma and 
amarvel, The living face did not expound the 
past any more than the portrait portended the 
future. He was still a mystery and a vision; 
and thinking of these things I fell asleep. 

Mary Quince, who slept in the dréssing-room, 
the door of which was close to my bed, and lay 
open to secure me against facets called me up; 
and the moment I knew where I’ was I jumped 
up, and peeped eagerly from the window. It 
commanded the avenue and court-yard; hut we 
were many. windows. removed from*‘that over 
the hall door, and immediately beneath ours lay- 
the two giant lime-trees, prostrated and uproot- 
ed, which I had observed as we ‘drové up the 
night before. 

T saw more clearly in the ae light of morn- 
ing the signs of neglect and almost of dilapida- 
tion which had struck me as I approached. The 
court-yard was tufted over with ‘grass, seldom 
from year to year crushed by 6 Carri 
wheels, or trodden by the feet of Visitors. T’ 
melancholy verdure thickened where the area 
was more remote from the center; and under 
the windows, and skirting the walls to the left, 
was re-enforced by a thick grove of nettles. The 
avenue was all grass-grown excépt in the very 
center, where a narrow track’ still’ Showed the 
roadway. ‘The handsome carved balustrade of 
the court-yard was discolored with lichens, and 
in two places gapped and brekeri; andthe air of 
decay was hightened by the fallen trees, amon 
whose sprays and yellow leaves the'small bi 
were hopping. 

Before my toilet was completed in marched 
my Cousin Milly. We were to breakfast alone 
that morning, “and so much the better,” she 
told me. Sometimes the governor ordered her 
to breakfast with him, and ‘never left off chaff- 
ing her” till his newspaper came, and ‘*someé- 
times he said such things he made her cry,” and 
then he only ‘“‘boshed her more,” and’ packed 
her away to her room; but she was by chalks 
nicer than him, talk as he might. “Was not 
she nicer? was not she? was not she?’ Upon 
this point she was so strong and urgent that T 
was obliged to reply by a protest against award- 
ing the palm of elegance between parent and 
child, and declaring I liked her very much, 
which I attested by a kiss. 

“T know right well which of us you do think’s 
the nicest, and no mistake, ele afraid 
of him; and he had no business hing me last 
night before you, 1 knew he was at it, though 
I couldn’t twig him altogether; but wasn’t’ he a 
sneak, now, wasn’t he?’ 

This was a still more awkward question; so 
I kissed her again, and said she must never ask 
me to say of my uncle in his absence anything 
I could not say to his face; at which speech she 
stared at me for a while, and then treated me to 
one of her hearty laughs, after which she seemed 
happier; and gradually grew into better humor 
with her father. 

““Sometimes, when the curate calls, he has 
me up—for he’s as religious as six, he is—and 
they read Bible and prays, ho—don’t they? 
You'll have that, lass, like me, to go through; 
and maybe I don’t hate it—oh, no!” 

We breakfasted in a small room, almost a 
closet, off the great parlor, which was évidently 
quite disused. Nothing could be homelier than 
our equipage, or more shabby than the furniture 
of the little apartment. Still, somehow, T liked 
it. Ttwas a total change; but one likes ‘‘rough- 
ing it” a little at first. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 
THE WINDMILL Woop, 


T HAD not time to explore this noble old house 
as my curiosity Sag d, for Milly was in such 
a fuss to set out for the “blackberry dell ” that 


T saw little more just so much as I neces- 
sarily traversed in making my way to and from 
my room. 

e actual decay of the house had been pre- 
vented by my dear father, and the roof,windows, 
masonry and carpentry had all been kept in re~ 
pair. but, short of indications of actual Se 
there are many manifestations of poverty an 
neglect which impress with a feeling of desola- 
tion. It was plain that not nearly a tithe of this 
great house was inhabited; long corridors and 
galleries stretched away in dust and silence, 
and were crossed by others, whose dark arches 
inspired me in the distance with an awful sort 
of sadness. It was plainly one of those great 
structures in which you might easily lose your- 
self, and with a pleasing terror it reminded me 
of that delightful old abbey in Mrs, Radcliffe’s 
romance, among whose silent staircases, dim 
passages and long suites of lordly but forsaken 
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chambers, begirt without by the somber forest, 
ae family of La Mote secured a gloomy asy:- 
um. 

My cousin Milly and I, however, were bent 
upon an open-air ramble, and, traversing several 
passages, she conducted me to a door which led 
us out upon a terrace overgrown with weeds, and 
by a, broad flight of steps we descended to the 
level of the grounds beneath. Then on, over 
the short grass, under the noble trees, we 
walked; Milly in high good humor, and talking 
away volubly, in her short garment, navvy boots 
and a weather-beaten hat. She carried a stick 
in her gloveless hand. Her conversation was 
guite new to me, and resembled very much what 

would have fancied the holiday recollections 
of a school-boy; and the language in which it 
was sustained was sometimes so outlandish that 
Iwas forced to laugh outright—a demonstration 
which she plainly did not like. 

Her talk was about the great jumps she had 
made—how she ‘‘snow-baJled the chaps” in 
winter—how she could slide twice the length of 
her stick beyond “ Briddles, the cow-boy, 

With this and similar conversation she enter- 
tained me. 

The. grounds were delightfully wild and neg- 
lected. But we had now passed into a vast par’ 
beautifully varied with hollows and uplands, an 
such glorious old timber massed and scattered 
over its slopes and, levels...Among these, we 
got at last into a picturesque dingle, the gra 
rocks peeped from among the ferns and wild- 
flowers, and the steps of soft sward along its 
sides were dark in, the shadows of, silver-stem- 
med birch, and russet_ thorn,.and oak, under 
which, in the vaporous night, the erl-king and 
his daughter might glide on their aerial horses. 

Tn the lap of this pleasant dell were the finest 
blackberry-bushes, f think, I ever saw, bearing 
fruit quite fabulous; and plucking these, an 
chatting, we rambled on very pleasantly. 

Thad first only thought of Milly’s absurdities, 
to which, in description, I cannot do justice, 
simply because so many details have, by distance 
of time, escaped my recollection. But her ways 
and her talk were so indescribably grotesque 
that she made me again and again quiver with 
suppressed laughter. 

ut there was a pitiable and even a melan- 
choly meaning underlying the burlesque, 

This creature, with no more education than a 
dairy-maid, I pesuaty, discovered had fine nat- 
ural aptitudes or accomplishment—a very sweet 
voice, and wonderfully delicate ear, and a talent 
for drawing which quite threw mine into the 
shade. It was really astonishing. 

Poor Milly, in_all her life, had never read 
three books, and hated to think of them, One 
over which she was wont to yawn and sigh, and 
stare fatiguedly for an hour every Sunday, by 
command of the governor, was a stout volume 
of sermons, of the earlier school of George III., 
and a dryer collection you can’t fancy. I don’t 
think she read.anything else. But she had, 
notwithstanding, ten times the cleverness of half 
the circulating library misses one meets with. 
Besides all this, had a long sojourn before me 
at Bartram-Haugh, and I had learned from Mil- 
ly, as I had heard before, what a perennial soli- 
tude it was, with a ludicrous fear of eat) 
Milly’s pre rous dialect, and turning at las’ 
into something like her. So I resolved 
Icould for her—teach her whatever I knew, if 
she would allow me—and gradually, if possible, 
effect. some civilizing changes in her language, 
and, as they torm it in boarding-schools, her de- 
meanor. 

But I must pursue at resent our first day’s 
ramble in what was called Bartram Chase. Peo- 
ple can’t go on eating blackberries always; so, 
after a while, we resumed our walk along this 
pretty dell, which secua ly: expanded into a 
wooded valley—level beneath and inclosed by 
irregular uplands, receding, as it were, in mimic 
bays and harbors at some points, and running 
out at others into broken promontories, ending 
in clumps of forest-trees. 

Just where the glen which we had been tray- 
ersing expanded into this broad but wooded yal- 
ley, if was traversed by a high and close paling, 
which, although it looked decayed, was still very 


strong. 
In this there was a wooden gate, rudely but 
strongly constructed, and at the side we were 
approaching stood a girl, who was leaning 
inst the post, with one arm resting on the 
top of the gate. 
his girl was neither tall nor short—taller 
than she looked at a distance; she had not a 
slight waist; sooty black was her hair, with a 
broad forehead, perpendicular but low, she had 
a pair of ve fine, dark, lustrous eyes, and_no 
other good eature—uniess I may so call her 
teeth, which were very white and even. Her 
face was rather short, and swarthy as a gipsy’s; 
observant and sullen too; and she did not move, 
only eyed us negligently from under her dark 
lashes as We OPI meets 4 et S as a 
icturesque ‘e, With & dus petticoat o: 
ti, and tattered jacket of Battie grees 
, with short sleeves, which showed her 
brown arms from the elbow. | 
“'That’s Pegtop’s daughter,” said Milly, 
“ Who is Pegtop?” Iasked. 
“He's the yonder it is,” and she 


do all | 


pointed to a very pretty feature in the landsca: 
—a windmill crowning the summit of a hillock, 


which rose suddenly above the level of the tree- | 


tops like an island in the center of the valley. 
‘The mill not going to-day, Beauty?” bawled 


i 
** No—a, Beauty, it hain’t,” replied the girl, 
loweringly, and without stirring 

“ And what's gone with the stile?’ demanded 
Milly, aghast ‘‘It’s tore away from the pal- 
ing! 


“Well, so it be,” replied the wood nymph in 
the red petticoat, showing her fine teeth with a 


lazy AL 

: o’s a bin and done all that?’ demanded 
pith 

“Not you nor me, lass,” said the girl. 

‘Twas old Pegtop, your father, did it,” cried 
Milly, in rising wrath. 

ye Appa it wor,” she replied, 

& the gate locked.” 

“That's it—the gate locked,” she repeated, 
sulkily, with a defiant side-glance at Milly. 

“ And where’s Pegtop?” 

‘At other side, somewhere; how should I 
know where he be?” she replied, 

‘Who's got the key?” 

“Here it be, lass,” she answered, striking her 
hand on her pocket. 

“And how durst you stay us here! Unlock 
-o huzzy, this minute!” cried Milly, with a 
stamp. 

Her answer. was a sullen smile. 

per the gate this instant!” bawled Milly. 

“Well, I won't.” 

LT expected that Milly would have flown into a 
frenzy at this direct defiance, but she looked in- 
stead puzzled and curious—the girl’s unexpected 
audacity bewildered her, 

“Why, you fool, I could get over the paling 
as soon as look at you, but I won’t. What's 
come over. you? Open the gate, I say, or Tl 
make you.” 

“Do let her alone, 
a mutual assault, “She has been ordered, may- 
be, not to open it, Is.it so, nf good girl? 

‘well, thou'rt not the biggest fool 0’ the 
two,” she observed, commendatively, “thou’st 
hit it, lass.” ‘ 

“ And who ordered you?” exclaimed Milly. 

‘“Fayther.” 

“Old Pegtop. Well, that’s summat to laugh 
at, it is—our servant a-shutting us out of our 
own grounds,” 

“Wo servant 0’ yourn!” 

‘Come, lass, what do you mean?” 

4 “He be old Silas’ miller, and what’s that to 
hee? 

With these words the girl made a spring on 
the hasp of the padlock, and then got easily over 


the gate. 
an’t you do that, cousin?” whispered Milly 
to me, with an impatient nudge. ‘‘I wish you’d 


** No, dear—come away, Milly,” and I began 
to withdraw, 

“‘ Lookee, lass, ’twill be an ill day’s work for 
thee when I tell the governor,” said Milly, ad- 
dressing the girl, who stood on a log of timber 
at the other side, regarding us with a sullen 
composure, 

‘We'll be over in spite 0’ you,” cried Milly. 

**-You lie!” answered she. 

“And why not, huzzy?’ demanded my cousin, 
who was less incensed at the affront than I ex- 
pected, All this time I was urging Milly in vain 
to come away. 

“Yon lass is no wild-cat like thee—that’s 
why, ” said the sturdy portress. 

“Te I cross, I'll give you a knock,” said Milly. 

‘‘ And I'll gi’ thee another,” she answered, 
with a vicious wag of the head. 

“Come, Milly, 1’ll go if you don’t,” I said. 

“But we must not be beat,” whispered she. 
vehemently, catching my arm; ‘‘and ye shal 
get over, and see what I will gi’ her!” 

“Tl not get over.” 

“Then I'll break the door, for ye shall come 
through,” exclaimed Milly, kicking the stout 
paling with her ponderous boot. 

“Purr it, purrit, purr it!” cried the lass in 
the red petticoat, with a grin. 

nae know who this lady is?’ cried Milly, 
suddenly. 

“She is a prettier lass than you,” answered 

Beauty. 
“She’s my Cousin Maud—Miss Ruthyn of 
Knowl—and she’s a deal richer than the queen; 
and the goyamer's taking care of her; an he'll 
make old Pegtop bring you to reason.” 

The girl eyed me with a sulky listlessness, a 
little inquisi ively I thought. 

“See if he don’t,” threatened Milly. 

“You positively must come,” I said, drawing 
her aa ys me. 

‘“ Well, shall we come in?’ cried Mill i 
a last summons, Y BIS 

“You'll not come in that much,” she an- 
swered, oe ee an i itesi dis- 
tance on her finger with her thumb, which she 
pinched against it, the gesture ending with a 
snap of defiance, and a smile that showed her 
fine teeth. _ 

“I’ve a mind to shy a stone at you,” shouted 


Milly. 
“Faire away; Pll shy wi’ ye as long as ye 


na eee 


dear,” I entreated, fearing- 


You, TL. 


like, lass; take heed o’ yerself,” and Beauty 
ae up a round stone as large as a cricket 
all. 


With difficulty I got Milly away without an 
exchange of missiles, and much disgusted at my 
want of zeal and agility. 

“Well, come along, cousin, I know an e 
way by the river, when it’s low,” answered Mil 
ly. “She’s a brute—is not she” 

As we receded, we saw the girl slowly wend- 
ing her way toward the old thatched cottage, 
which showed its gable from the side of a little 
rugged eminence embowered in spreading trees, 
and dangling and twirling from its string on 
the end of her finger the key for which a battle 
had so nearly been fought. 

The stream was low enough to make our flank 
movement round the end of the paling next it 
ae easy, and so we pursued our way, and 

illy’s equanimity returned, and our ramble 
grew very pleasant again. 

Our path lay by the river-bank, and as we 
proceeded the dwarf timber was succeeded by 
grander trees which crowded closer and taller, 
and at last the scenery deepened into solemn for- 
est, and a sudden sweep in the river revealed the 
beautiful ruin of a.steep old bridge, with the 
fragments of a gate-house on the other side. 

“Oh, Milly, darling,” I exclaimed, “what a 
beautiful drawing this would make! {should so 
like to make a sketch of it.” 

“So it would. Make a picture—do!—here’s 
a stone that’s pure and flat to sit upon, and you 
look very tired. Do make it, and TN sit by 


“Yes, Milly, I am tired a little, and I will sig 
down; but we must wait for another day to 
make the picture, for we have neither pencil 
nor paper. But it is much too pretty to be lost; 
so let us come again to-morrow.” 

“To-morrow be hanged! you'll do it se aay 
bury-me-wick but you shall; !’'m wearying 
see you make a picture, and {’ll fetch your co- 
nundrums out o’ your drawer, for do’t you 
shall.” 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 
ZAMIEL, 

Ir was all vain my remonstrating. She 
vowed that, by crossing the stepping-stones close 
by she could, by a short cut, reach the house, 
and return with my pencils and block-book in a 

uarter of an hour. Away, then, with many a 
jump and fling, scampered Milly’s queer white 
stockings and navvy boots across the irregular 
and precarious stepping-stones, over which I 
dared not follow her; so I was fain to return to 
the stone so “pure and flat,” on which I sat en- 
joying the grand silvan solitude, the dark back- 
ground and the gray bridge midway, so tall and 
slim, across whose ruins a sunbeam glimmered 
and the gigantic forest-trees that slumbere 
round, opening here and there in dusky vistas, 


and breaking in front into detached and solemn 
groups. It was the setting of a dream of ro- 
mance. ; 

It would have been the very spot in which to 


read a volume of German folk-lore, and the 
darkening colonnades and silent nooks of the 
forest seemed already haunted with the voices 
and shadows of those charming elves and gob- 


lins, . 

As Isat here enj ying’ the solitude and m 
fancies among the low branches of the wood, 
at my right I heard a crashing, and saw a squat, 
broad figure in a ‘stained and tattered milita 
coat, and loose short trowsers, one limb of whic’ 
flapped about a wooden leg. He was forcin 
himself through. His face was rugged an 
wrinkled, and tanned to the tint of old oak; his 
eyes black, beadlike, and fierce, and a shock of 
sooty hair escaped from under his battered wide- 
awake nearly to his shoulders. This forbidding- 
looking person came stumping and jerking 
along toward me, whisking his stick now an 
then viciously in the air, and giving his fell of 
hair a short shake, like a wild 
attack. A ; 3 

I stood up involuntarily with a sense of fear 
and surprise, almost fancying I saw that wood- 
en-legge' d soldier who in the forest demon 
haunted Der Freischutz, 

So he approached shouting, ‘ Hollo! you— 
how came you here? Dost ’eer?” 

And he drew near panting, and sometimes 
tugging angrily in his haste at his wooden leg, 
which sunk now and then deeper than was con- 
yenient in the sod. This exertion helped to an- 

er him; and when he halted before me, his 

ark face smirched with smoke and dust, and 
the nostrils of his flat, drooping nose expanding 
and quivering as he pantad Hike the gills of a fish, 
an angrier or an uglier face it would not be 
eas ny. 

“Yell all come when ye like, will ye? and 
‘do nou’t but what pleases yourselves, won't you? 
And who’rt thou}. Dost ’eer—who are ye, I 


null preparing to 


say; and what the de’il seek ye in the woods 


here? Come, bestir thee!” 
his wide mouth and great tobacco-stained 

teeth, his scowl, and loud discordant tones were 
intimidating, they were also extremely irrita- 
ting. The moment my spirit was roused, my 
courage came. 

Tam Miss Ruthyn, of Knowl, and Mr. Silas 
Ruthyn, your master, is my uncle.” : 
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UNCLE. SILAS. 


‘*Hoo!” he exclaimed more gently, ‘‘an’ if 
Silas be thy uncle, thou’lt be come to live wi’ 
him, and thou’rt she as come overnight—eh?”’ 

I made no answer, but I believe I looked both 
angrily and disdainfully. 

‘““And what make ¥ alone here? and how 
was I to know’t, an’ Milly not wi’ ye, nor no 


one? But Maud or no Maud, I wouldn’t let the | 


dooke hisself set foot inside the palin’ without 
Silas said let him. 
them’s the words o’ Dickon Hawkes, and Ill 
stick to ’m; and, what’s more, Pll tell him my- 
self—I will; I'll tell him there be no use o’ my 


striving and straining heer, day an’ night and | 


night and day, watchin’ again achers, and 
thieves and gipsies, and they entag lads, if 
rules won’t be kep’, and folk do jist as they 
pe, Dang it, lass, thow’rt in luck I didn’t 
eave a brick at thee when I saw thee first.” 

“Tl complain of you to my uncle,” I replied. 

“So do, and ’appen thow'lt find thyself in the 
wrong box, lass; thou canst na’ say I set the 
dogs arter thee, nor ca’d thee so much as a wr 
name, nor heave a stone at thee—did I? Well, 
and where’s the complaint, then?’ 

IT simply answered, rather fiercely, ‘‘ Be good 
enough to leave me.” 

“Well, I make no objections, mind. I’m 
takin’ thy word—thow’rt 
thou be’st and_’appen thou bain’t. I’m not 
aweer on’t, but I takes thy word, and all I want 
to know’s just this—did Meg open the gate to 
thee?” 

I made him no answer, and, to my great re- 
lief, I saw Milly striding and skipping. across 
the unequal stépping-stones. 

“Hallo, Pegtop! what are you after now?” 
she cried, as she drew near. : 

“This man has been extremely impertinent. 
You know him, Milly?” I said. ‘ 

“Why, that’s. Pegtop Dickon, Dirty old 
Hawkes that never was washed, I tell you, lad, 

ye’ll see what the governor thinks o’t—a-ha! 
ée’ll talk to you.” 

“*] done or said nou’t—not but I should, and 
there’s the fack—she can’t deny’t; she hadn’t a 
hard word from I; and I don’t care the top o’ 
that thistle what no one says—not I. But I tell 
thee, Milly, I stopped some o’ thy pranks, and 
T’ll stop more. Ye’ll be shying no more stones 
at the cattle.” 

“Tell pou tales, and welcome,” cried Miu 
“T wish I was here when you jawed cousin. If 
Winny was here she’d catch you by the timber 
toe and put you on your back.” 

Ube Ys she'll be a good’un yet if she takes arter 
thee,” retorted the old man, with a fierce sneer, 

“Drop it, and get_away wi’ ye,” cried she, 
“or maybe I’d call Winny to smash your tim- 
ber leg for you.” 

“Aha! there’s more on’t. She’s a sweet ’un, 
isn’t she?” he replied, sardonically. 

“* You did not like it last Easter when Winny 
broke it with a kick.” 

‘OT was a kick o’ a horse,” he growled, with a 
glance at me. 

“Twas no such thing—twas Winny did it— 
and he laid on his back for a week while car- 
penter made him a new one.” And Milly 

ughed hilariously. 

“Tl fool no more wi’ ye, losing my time—I 
won't; but mind ye, I'll speak wi’ Silas.” And 
going away, he put his hand to his crumpled 
wide-awake, and said to me, with a surly defer- 
ence, ‘‘Good-evening, Miss Ruthyn—good-even- 
ing, ma’am—and ye'll please remember I did 
not mean nout to vex thee.” 

And so he swaggered away, jerking and wad- 
dling over the sward, and was soon lost in the 


wood. 

“It’s well he’s a little bit frightened; I never 
saw him so angry, I think; he is awful mad.” 

“Perhaps he really is not aware how very 
rude he is,” I suggested. 

“T hate him. We were twice as pleasant 
with poor Tom Driver; he never meddled with 
any one, and was always in liquor; Old Gin 
was the name he went by. But this brute—I 
do hate him—he comes from Wigan, 1 think, 
and he’s always spoiling sport; and he whops 
Meg—that’s Beauty, you know, and I don’t 
think she’d be half as bad only for him. Listen 
to him whistlin’.” . 

I did hear whistling at some distance among 
the trees. 2 : , 

“T declare if he isn’t calling the dogs! Climb 
up here, I tell ye;” and we climbed up the slant- 
ing trunk of a great walnut-tree, and strained 
our eyes in the direction from which we ex- 
peated the onset of Pegtop’s vicious pack, 

But it was a false alarm. 

“Well, I don’t think he would do that, after 
all—hardly; but he is a brute, sure! 

“ And that dark girl who would not let us 
through is his daughter, isshe?”? 

“Yes, that’s Meg—Beauty I christened her 
when [ called him Beast; but I call him Pegtop 
now, and she’s Beauty still, and that’s the way 


ot.” P 
“Come, sit down now, an’ make your pic- 
ture,” she resumed, so soon as we had ount- 


ed from our position of securitiy, : ‘ 
“Tm afraid ’m hardly in the vein I don’t 
pi could draw a straihgt line, my hand 
mbles. 
“T wish you could, Maud,” said Milly, with 


And you may tell Silas | 


aud Ruthyn—appen. | 


a look so wistful. and entreating, that, consider- 
ing the excursion she had made for the pencils, 
I could not bear to disappoint her. 

“Well, Milly, we must only try; and if we 
fail we can’t help it. Sit you down beside me 
and I'll tell you why I begin with one part and 
not another, and you'll see how I make trees 
and the river, and—yes, that pencil; it is hard, 
and answers for the ‘fine light lines; but we 
must begin at the beginning, and learn to copy 
drawings before we attempt real views like this. 
And if you wish it, Milly, I’m resolved to teach 
you eyery thing I know, which, after all, is not 
| a great deal, and we shall have such fun making 

sketches of the same landscapes, and then com- 
paring.” 

And so on, Milly, quite delighted, and long- 
ing to begin her course of instruction, sat down 
beside me in a rapture, and hugged and kissed 
me so heartily that .we were very near rolling 
together off the stone on which we were seated. 
Her boisterous Cele and good-nature helped 
to restore me, and, both laughing heartily to- 
gether, I commenced my task. 

“Dear me! who’s that?” I exclaimed sudden- 
Vy, as, looking up from my _block-book, I saw 
the figure of a slight man in the careless morn- 
| ing-dress of a gentleman, crossing the ruinous 
bridge in our direction, with considerable cau- 
tion, upon the precarious footing of the battle- 
ment, which alone offered an unbroken pas- 


sage. . 

Phis was a day of apparitions! Milly recog- 
nized him instantly. The gentleman was Mr. 
Carysbroke, He had taken The Grange only 
for a year. He lived quite to himself, and was 
very good to the poor, and was the only gentle- 
man, for ever so long, who had visited at Bar- 
tram, and, oddly enough, nowhere else. But he 
wanted leave to cross through the grounds, and 
having obtained it, he repeated his visit, partly 
induced, no doubt, by the fact that Bartram 
boasted no hospitalities, and that there was no 
risk of meeting the county folk there. 

With a stout walking-stick in his hand, and a 
short shooting-coat, and a wide-awake hat in 
much better trim than Zamiel’s, he emerged 
from the copse that covered the bridge, walking 
at a quick but steady pace. 

‘He'll be goin’ to see Old Snoddles, I guess,” 
said Milly, looking a little frightened and cu- 
rious; for Milly, I need not say, wasa bumpkin, 
and stood in awe of this gentleman’s good-breed- 
ing, though she was as brave as a lion, and would 
have fought the Philistines at any odds with the 
jawbone of an ass, 

ue Coe any he won’t see us,” whispered Milly, 
hopefully, 

ut he did, and raising his hat, with a cheer- 
ful smile that showed very white teeth, he 
paused. 

‘“‘ Charming day, Miss Ruthyn.” 

IT raised my head greg ianh as he spoke, from 
habit appropriating the address; it was so mark- 
ed that he raised his hat respectfully tome, and 
then continued to Milly; 

“Mr. Ruthyn, I hope, quite well? but I need 
Hey, ask, you seem so happy Will you kind- 
ly tell him that I expect the k I mentioned 
in a day or two, and when it comes [ll either 
send or bring it to him Se apg rats 

Milly and [ were standing at this time, but 
she only stared at him, tongue-tied, her cheeks 
rather flushed, and her eyes very round, and to 
facilitate the dialogue, as I suppose, he said 

ain: 

“ He’s quite well, I hopeh 

Still no response from Milly; and I, provoked, 
though a little shy, made answer: 

*“My uncle, Mr. Ruthyn, is very well, thank 
you,” and I felt that I blushed as I spoke. 

‘Ah! pray excuse me; may I take a great 
liberty? you are Miss Ruthyn, of Knowl? Will 
you think me very impertinent—lI’m afraid you 
will—if I venture to introduce myself? 
name is Carysbroke, and I had the honor of 
knowing poor Mr. Ruthyn when I was quite a 
little boy, and he has shown a kindness for me 
since, and I hope yon will pardon the liberty I 
fear Pve taken. I think my friend, Lady Knol- 
lys, too, is a relation of yours; what a charming 
person she is!” 

“Oh, is not she? such a darling!” I said, and 
then blushed at, my outspoken affection, 

But he smiled kindly, as if he liked me for it; 
and he said; 

“You know, whatever I think, I dare not 
quite say that; but frankly I can quite under- 
stand it. She preserves her youth so wonder- 
fully, and her fun and good nature are so en- 
tirely girlish, What a sweet view you have 
selected,” he continued, changing all’ at once. 
“Tve stood just at this point so often to look 
back at that exquisite old bridge. Do you ob- 
serve—you're an artist, I see—something very 
peculiar in the tint of the gray, with those odd 
cross stains of faded red and yellow?” 

‘I do, indeed; I was just remarking the pe- 
culiar beauty of the coloring—was not I, Milly?” 
, Milly stared at me, and uttered an alarmed 

Bi ” and looked as if she had been caught in 
aro 

“Yes, and you have so very peculiar a back- 

und,” he resumed, “It gk better before 

e storm, though, but it is very good still.” 

Then a little pause, and: 


: 
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“Do you know this country at, all?’ rather 
suddenly. 

“No, not in the least—that is, I’ve only had 
the drive to this place; but what T did see inter- 
ested me very much.” 

‘You will be charmed with it when you know 
it better—the very place, for an, artist. I’m a 
wretched scribbler myself, and I carry. this 
little book in my pocket,” and he laughed depre- 
catingly while he drew forth a thin, fishing- 
book, as it looked. “They are mere memo- 
randa, you see. . l walk so much, and come’ un- 
expectedly on such pretty nooks and studies, I 
just try to make a note of them; but it is re y 
more writing than sketching; my sister says it 
is a cipher which nobody but myself under- 
stands. However, Pll try and explain just two, 
because you really ought to go and see the 
places. Oh, no, not that,” he laughed, as acci- 
dentally the page blew over; “that’s the Cat 
and Fiddle, a curious, little pot-house where ~ 
ba rave me some very good ale one day.” 

iin , at this, exhibited some ‘uneasy tokens 
of being about to speak; but, not knowing what 
might be coming, | hastened to observe on the 
spirited little sketches to which he meant to 
draw my attention. 

“T only want to show you the places within 
easy reach—a short ride or drive.” 

So he proceeded to turn over tivo or three, in 
addition to the two he had at first Me stign and 
then another; then a little sketch just tinted, 
and really quite a charming little gem, of Cou- 
sin Moni¢a’s pretty gabled old house; and every 
subject had its little criticism, or its narrative, 
or adventure. 

‘As lie was about returning this little sketch- 
hook to his pocket, still chatting to me, he sud- 
denly recollected poor Milly, who was looking 
rather lowering; but she brightened a good dea 
as he presented it to her, with a little speech 
which she palpably misunderstood, for she made 
one of her odd courtesies, and was about, I 
thought, to put itin her large pocket, and accept 
it as a present, 

“Took at the drawings, Milly, and then re- 
turn it,” I whispered. 

At his request Iallowed him to look at my 
unfinished sketch of the bridge; and while he 
was measuring distances and proportions with 
his eye, Milly whispered rather angrily to me; 

“ And why should 1?” 

“Because he wants it back, and only meant 
to lend it to you,” whispered I. 

‘Lend it to me—and after you! Bury-me- 
wick if I look at a leaf of it,” she retorted, in 
high dudgeon. ‘‘ Take it, lass; give it. to him 
youre 1f—Tll not,” and she popped it into my 

and, and made a sulky step back. 

“ My*cousin is very much obliged,” I said, re- 
turning the book, and smiling for her, and he 
took it smiling also and said: 

“T think if I had known how very well you 
draw, Miss Ruthyn, [should have hesitated about 
showing you my poor scrawls. But these are 
not my best, you know; Lady Knollys will tell 

ou that I can really do better—a great deal 
better, T think.” 

And then, with more apologies for what he 
called his impertinence, he took his leave, and I 
felt altogether very much pleased and flattered, 

He could not be more than twenty-nine or 
thirty, I thought, and he was decidedly hand- 
some—that is, his eyes and teeth, and clear 
brown complexion were—and there was some- 
thing distinguished and graceful in his figure 
and gesture; and altogether there was the in- 
describable attraction of intelligence; and I fan- 
cied—though this, of course, was a secret—that 
from the moment he spoke to us he felt an in- 
terest in me. I am not going to be vain, It 
was a grave interest, but still an interest, for I 
could see him studying my features while I was 
turning over his sketches, and he thought I saw 
nothing else. It was flattering, too, his anxiety 
that I should think well of his drawing, and re- 
ferring me to Lady Knollys. Carysbroke—had 
Tever heard my dear father mention that name? 
I could not recollect it, But then he was ha- 
bitually so silent, that his not doing so argued 
nothing. 


CHAPTER XXXV, 

WE VISIT A ROOM IN THE SECOND STORY. 

Mr. CARYSBROKE amused TY acy, suffi- 
ciently ph ad be my observing Milly’s silence 
till we had begun our return homeward, 

“The Grange must be a pretty house, if that 
little sketch be true; is it far from this? 7 

“"Pwill be two mile,” 

“ Are you vexed, Milly?” I asked, for both her 
tone and looks were angry. 

“Yes, Iam vexed; mae why not, lass?” 

“What has happened?” 

“Well, now, that is rich! Why, look at that 
fellow, Carysbroke: he took no more notice to 
me than a dase and kep’ i ag ee you all the 
time of his pictures, and his walks, and his peo- 
ple. Why a pig’s better manners than that. 

“But, Mully, dear, a forget he tried to talk 
to you, and you would not answer him,” I ex- 


ated, 

“ And is not that just what I say—tI can’t talk 
like other folk—ladies I mean, Brey one 
laughs at me; an’ ’m dressed like a show, I 
am. It’s a shame! I saw Polly Shives—what 
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a lady she is, my eyés!—laughing at me in 
church last Sunday... I was minded to give her 
a bit of my mind, An’ I know I’m queer.’ It’s 
a shame, it is. Why should 7be so rum? it isa 


ashame! I don’t want to be so, nor it isn’t my 
fault.” 
And poor Milly broke into a flood of tears, 


and stamped on the ground, and buried her face 
in her short frock, which she whisked up to her 
eyes; and an odder figure of grief I never be- 


eld. 

** And I could not make head or tail of what 
he was saying,” cried poor Milly through her 
buff cotton, with a stamp; “and you twigged 
every word o’t, An’ why amIso? It’s a shame 
—a'shame! Oh ho, ho! it’s a shame!” 

“But, my dear Milly, we weré talking of 
drawing, and you have not learned yet, but you 
shall—I’ll teach you; and then you'll understand 
all about it.” 

“An every one laughs at me—even you; 
though you try, Maud, yn can scarce keep from 
laughing sometimes. don’t blame you, for I 
know I’m queer; but I can’t help it; and it’s a 
shame.” 

“Well, my dear Milly, listen to me: if you 
allow me, I assure you I'll teach you all the mu- 
sic and drawing I know. You have lived very 
much alone; and as you say, ladies have a way 
of speaking of their’ own that is different from 
the talk of other people.” 

“Yes, that they have, an’ gentlemen too—like 
the governor, and that Carysbroke; and a pre- 
cious lingo it is—dang it! why the devil him- 
self could not understand it; and I’m like a fool 
among you... I could ’most drown myself. It’s 
ashame! It is—you know it is—it’s a shame!” 

“But Pll teach you that lingo too, if you wish 
it, Milly; and you shall know everything that 
L know; and I'll manage to have your dresses 
better made.” 

By this time she was looking very ruefully, 
but attentively, in my face, her round eyes and 
nose swelled, and her cheeks all wet. 

‘“T think if they were a little longer—yours is 
longer, you know;” and the sentence was inter- 
rupted by_asob. " 

* Now, Milly, you must not be crying; if you 
choosé you may be just the same as any other 
lady—and you Shall; and you will be very much 
admired, I can tell you, if only you will take the 
trouble to quite unlearn all your odd words and 
ways, and dress yourself like other people; and 
I will take care of that, if you let me; and I 
think you are very clever, Milly; and I know 
you are very pretty.” 

Poor Milly’s blubbered face expanded into a 
smile in spite of herself; but she shook her head, 
looking down. * ' 

‘‘Noa, noa, Maud, I fear *twon’t be.” And 
indeed it seemed I had proposed to myself a la- 
bor of Hercules. 

But Milly was really a clever creature, could 
see quickly, and when her ungainly dialect was 
mastered, describe very pleasantly; and if only 
she would endure the restraint, and possessed 
the industr, uisite, I did not despair, and 
was resolv as lena to do my part. 

Poor Milly! she was really very grateful, and 
entered into the project of her education with 

eat zeal, and with a strange mixture of humil- 
ity and insubordination. E 

Milly was in favor of again attacking ‘“ Beau- 
ty’s” position on our return, and forcing a pas- 
sage from this side; but I insisted on following 
the route by which we had arrived, and so we 
got round the paling by the river, and were treat- 
ed to a provoking grin of defiance by “‘ Beauty,” 
who was talking across the gate to a slim young 
man, arrayed in fustian, and with an odd-look- 
ing cap of rabbit-skin on his head, which, on see- 
ing us, he pulled sheepishly to the side of his face 
next to us, as he lounged, with his arm under 
his chin, on the top bar of the gate. 

After our encounter of to-day, indeed, it was 
Miss “‘ Beauty’s” wont to exhibit a kind of jeer- 
ing disdain in her countenance whenever we 


TI think Milly would have enga; ed her again 
had I not reminded her of her undertaking, and 


that Pegtop: he stopped me o’ riding the cows 
a year ago, he did.’ 
thought Pegtop might have done worse. 
Indeed, it was plain that a total reformation was 
needed here; and Iwas glad to find that poor 
Milly seemed herself conscious of it, and that 
her resolution to become more like other people 
of herstation was not a mere of mortifica- 
tion and jealousy, but a genuine and very zeal- 
ous resolve. 4 
Thad not half seen this old house of Bartram- 
Haugh yet. At first indeed, I had but an im- 
perfect idea of its extent. There was a range 
of rooms along one side of the great gallery, with 
closed window-shutters, and the doors generally 
locked. Old L’Amour grew cross when we went 
into them, although we could see nothing; and 
Milly was afraid to open the windows—not that 
any luebeard revelations were a) rehended, 
but simply because she knew that Uncle Silas 


order was that things should be left undisturbed; 
and this boisterous spirit stood in awe of him to 
a degree which his gentle manners and apparent 
quietude rendered quite surprising. 

There were in this house, what certainly did 
not exist at Knowl, and what I have never ob- 
served, though they may possibly be found in 
other old houses—I mean, here and there, very 
high hatches, which we could only peep over by 
jumping in the air. They crossed the long cor- 
ridors and great galleries; and several of them 
were turned across and locked, so as to intercept 
the passage and interrupt our explorations. 

Milly, however, knew a queer little, very steep 
and dark back stair, which reached the upper 
floor; so she and I mounted, and made a long 
ramble through rooms much lower and ruder in 
finish than the lordly chambers we had left be- 
low, These commanded various views of the 
beautiful though neglected grounds; but, on 
crossing a gallery, we entered suddenly a cham- 
ber, which looked into a small and dismal quad- 
rangle, formed by the inner walls of this great 
house, and of course designed only by the archi- 
tect to afford the needful light and air to per- 
tions of the structure. 

Trubbed the window-pane with my handker- 
chief and looked out; The surrounding roof 
was steep and high. The walls looked soiled 
and dark; the windows lined with dust and dirt, 
and the window-stones were in places tufted with 
moss, and grass, and groundsel. An arched 
doorway had opened from the house into this 
darkened square, but it was soiled and ‘dusty; 
and the damp weeds that overgrew the quadran- 
gle drooped undisturbed against it. It was plain’ 
that human footsteps tracked it little, and I 
gazed into that blind and sinister area with a 
strange thrill and sinking. 

‘This is the second floor—there is the inclosed 
court-yard,” I, as it were, soliloquized. 

“What are you afraid of, Maud? You look 
as ye’d seen a ghost,” exclaimed Milly, who 
came to the window and peeped over my shoul- 


der. 

“Tt reminded me’ suddenly, Milly, of that 
frightful business.” 

“What business, Maud? what_a plague are 
ye thinking on?” demanded Milly, rather 
amused. 

“Tt was in one of these rooms—maybe this— 
yes, it certainly was this; for, see, the paneling 
had been pulled off the wall—that Mr. Charke 
killed himself.” 

Iwas staring ruefully round the dim cham- 


| ber, in whose corners the shadows of night were 


already gathering. 

“Charke! what about him? who’s Charke?” 
asked Milly. 

“ Why you must have heard of’ him,” said I. 

“ Not as ’'m aware on,” answered she. ‘ And 
he killed. himself did he—hanged himself, eh? 
or blowed his brains out?’ 

“He cut his throat in one of these rooms— 
this one, ’'m sure—for your papa had the wain- 
scoting stripped from the wall to ascertain 
whether there was any second door through 
which a murderer could have come; and you see 
these walls are stripped, and bear the marks of 
the woodwork that has been removed,” I an- 
swered. 

“Well, that was awful! I don’t know how 
they have pluck to cut their throats; if I was 
doing it, I'd like best to put a pistol to my head 
and fire, like the young gentleman did, they say 
in Deadman’s Hollow. But the fellows thatcu 
their throats, they must be awful game lads, ’m 
thinkin’, for it’s a long slice, you know.” 

“Don’t, don’t, Milly dear. Suppose we come 
away,” I said, for the evening was deepening 
rapid y into night. 

‘Hey, and bury-me-wick, but here’s the blood ; 
don’t you see a big black cloud all spread over 
the floor hereabout—don’t ye see?” Milly was 
stooping over the spot, and tracing the outline 
of this, perhaps, imaginary mapping in the air 
with her finger. 

“No, Milly, you could not see it; the floor is 
too dark, and it’s all in shadow. "It must be 
fancy; and perhaps, after all, this is not the 
room.” 

“ Well—I think, ’'m swre it is, Stand—just 
look.” 

‘We'll come in the morning, and if you are 
right we can see it better then. Come away,” 
Isaid, growing ees And just as we 
stood up to depart, the white, high-cauled cap, 
and large, sallow features of old L’Amour peeped 
in at the door. 

“Lawk! what brings you here?” cried Milly, 
nearly as much startled as I at the intrusion. 

“What brings you here, miss?’ whistled 
L’Amour through her gums. 

‘“* We're looking where Charke cut his throat,” 
replied Milly. 

‘**Charke the devil!” said the old woman, 
with an odd mixture of scorn and fury. ‘ "Tisn’t 
his room; and come ye out of it, please. Mas- 
ter won’t like when he hears how you keep pull- 
ing Miss Maud from one room to another, all 
through the house, up and down.” 

She was gabbling sternly enough, but dropped 
a low courtesy as I passed her, and witha peated 
and nodding stare round the room, the old wo- 
man cmpped to the door sharply and locked it. 

“And who has been a-talking about Charke? 


—a pack o’ lies, I warrant. I s’pose you want 
to frighten Miss Maud here” (another crippled 
courtesy) ‘ wi’ ghosts and like nonsense.” 

‘You're out there: *twas she told me; and 
much about it.. Ghosts, indeed! I don’t vally 
them, not Tif I did, 1-know' who'd frighten 
me,” and “Milly laughed. 

The old woman stuffed the key in her. pocket, 
and her wrinkled mouth pouted and receded 
with a grim uneasiness. 

“ A harmless brat, and kind she is; but wild— 
wild—she will he wild.” 

So whispered L’Amour in my ear during the 
silence that followed, nodding shakily toward 
Milly over the banistér, and she courtesied again 
as we departed, and shuffled off toward Uncle 
Silas’ room. 

“The governor is queerish this evening,” said 
Milly, when we were seated at our tea, “‘‘ You 
never saw him queerish, did you?” 

‘** You must say what you mean more plainly, 
Milly. You don’t mean ill, I hope?” 

‘Well, I don’t know what it is, but he does 
grow very queer sometimes; you'd think he was 
dead a’most maybe two or three days and nights 
together. He sits all the time like an old wo- 
man inaswound. Well, well, it is awful!” 

‘Is the insensible’ when in that state?’ I 
asked, a good deal alarmed. 

“T don’t know; but if never signifies any- 
thing. It won’t kill him, I do believe; but old 
L'Amour knows all about it. I hardly ever go 
into the room when he’s so, only when I’m sent 
for; and he sometimes wakes up and takes a 
fancy to call for this one or that. One day he 
sent for Pegtop all the way to the mill, and 
when he came, hé only stared at him for a min- 
ute or two, and ordered him out o’ the room. 
He’s like @ child a’most when he’s in one 0’ them 
dazes.” 

T almost knew when Uncle Silas was: “‘ queer- 
ish” by the injunctions of old L’Amour, whistled 
and spluttered over the banister as we came up- 
stairs to mind how we made :a noise passing 
master’s door; and by the sdund of mysterious 
to-ings and fro-ings about his room, 

I saw very little of him. He sometimes took 
a whim to have us breakfast with him, which 
lasted perhaps for a week, and then the order of 
our living would relapse into its old routine. 

I must not forget two kind letters from Lady 
Knollys, who was detained away, and delighted 
to hear that T enjoyed ey Gi life; and prom- 
ised to apply, in person, ncle Silas for per- 
mission to visit me. 

She was to be for the Christmas at Elverston, 
and that was only six miles away from Bartram- 
Haugh, sol had the excitement of a pleasant 
look forward. 

She also said that she would include poor 
Milly in her invitation; and a vision of Captain 
Oak ay rose before me, with his handsome gaze 
turned in wonder on poor Milly, for whom I had 
begun to feel myself responsible: 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 
AN ARRIVAL AT DEAD OF NIGHT. 

I HAVE sometimes been asked why I wear 
an odd little turquoise ring, which to the unin- 
structed eye appears quite valueless and alto- 
gether an unworthy companion of those jewels 
which flash insultingly beside it. It is a little 
oo ea of which I became possessed about this 

ime. 

“Come, lass, what name shall I give you?” 
cried Milly, one morning, bursting into my room 
in a state of alarming hilarity. 

“My own, Milly.” 7 

“No, but you must have a nickname, like 
everyone else.” 

“Don’t mind it, bot 
on but I will.. Shall I call you Mrs. Bus- 
le? 


“You shall do no such thing.” 

“ But you must have a name.” 

“T refuse a name.” 

“But Pl give you one, lass.” 

“And I won’t have it.” 

“But you can’t help me christening you.” 

“T can decline answering.” 

a T'll make you,” said Milly, growing very 
red, 

Perhaps there was something provoking in m 
tone, for I certainly was very Oe dispute d nA 
Milly’s relapse into barbarism. 

“You can't,” I retorted, quietly. 

* See if I don’t; and I'll give you one twice as 


we 
smiled, I fear disdainfully. 

“And I think you're a minx, and a slut, anda 
fool,” she broke out, flushing scarlet. 

T smiled in the same unchristian way. 

And Pd give ye a smack o’ the cheek as soon 
as look at you.” 

And she gave her dress a great slap, and drew 
near me in her wrath. I really thought she 
was about tendering the ordeal of single combat. 

Imade her, however, a yzing courtesy, 
and, with immense ignity, sailed out of the 
room, and into Uncle Silas’ study, where it 
happened we were to breakfast that morning, 
and for several subsequent ones. 

During the meal we maintained the most dig- 
nified reserve, and I don’t think either so mu: 
as looked at the other. 

We had no walk together that day. 


th 


we a 
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T was sitting in the i quite alone, when 
Milly entered the room. Her eyes were red, 
and she looked very sullen. 

“T want your hand, cousin,” she said, at the 
same time taking it by the wrist, and adminis- 
tering with it asudden slap on her plump cheek, 
which made the room ring and my fingers tin- 

le, and before [had recovered from my surprise 
she had vanished. 

I called after her, but no answer; I pursued, 
but she was running too; and I quite lost her at 
the cross galleries. 

I did not see her at tea, nor before going to 
bed; but after I had fallen asleep I was awakened 
by Milly, in floods of tears. 

“Cousin Maud, will ye forgi’ me? You'll 
never like me again, will ye? No, 1 know ye 
won’t—I’m such a brute; 1. hate it—it’s a 
shame. And here’s a Banbury cake for you—I 
sent to the town for it, and some taffy—won’t ye 
eat it? and here’s a, little ring—tisn’t as pretty 
as your own rings; and ye'll wear it ae for 
my sake—poor Milly’s sake, before 1 was so bad 
to ye—if ye forgi’ me; and I'll look at break- 
fast, and if it’s on your finger ’ll know -you’re 
friends wi’ me again; and if you don’t, [won't 
trouble you no more; and I think Pll just drown 
myself out 0’ the way, and..you’ll never, see 
wicked Milly no more.’ 

And, without waiting a moment, leaving me 
only half awake, and with the sensations of 
dreaming, she scampered. from the room. in her 
bare feet, with a petticoat about her shoul- 
ders. 

She had left her candle by my bed, and her 
little offerings on the coverlet by me. Thad 
stood an atom less in terror of goblins than I 
did, [should have followed her, but I was afraid. 
I stood in my bare feet at my bedside, and kissed. 
the poor little ring, and put it on my finger, 
where it has remained ever since, and always 
shall. And when I lay down, longing for morn- 
ing, the image of her pale, imploring, peniten- 
tial face was before me for hours; and I repent- 
ed bitterly of my cool provoking ways, and 
thought myself, I dare say justly, a thousand 
times more to blame than Mill 3 

I searched in vain for her before breakfast. 
At that meal, however, we met, but’ in the pres- 
ence of Uncle Silas, who, though silent and ap- 
athetic, was formidable; and we, ‘sitting at a 
table disproportionately large, under the cold 
strange gaze of my guardian, talked only wha 
was inevitable, and that in low tones; for when- 
ever Milly for a moment raised her voice, Uncle 
Silas would wince, place his thin white fingers 
quickly over his ear, and look as if a pain had 
pierced his brain, and then shrug and smile pit- 
eously into vacancy. When Unele Silas, there- 
fore, was not in the talking vein himself—and 
that was not often—you may suppose there was 
very little spoken in his presence. 

When Milly, across the table, saw the rin 
upon my finger, she, drawing in her breath, saic 
“Oh!” and, with round eyes and mouth, looked 
so delighted ; and she made a little motion, as if 
she was on the point of jumping a and then 
her poor face quivered, and she bit her lip; and, 
staring imploringly at me, her eyes filled fast 
with tears, which rolled down her round peni- 
tential cheeks. ; 

Tam sure I felt more penitent than she. I 
know I was crying and smiling, and longing to 
kiss her. I suppose we were very absurd; but 
it is well that small matters can stir the affec- 
tions so profoundly at a time of life when great 
troubles seldom approach us. 

When at length the opportunity did come, 
never was such a hug out of the wrestling ring 
as poor Milly bestowed on me, swaying me this 
pila and that, and burying her face in my dress, 
and blubbering, ‘‘I was so lonely before you 
came, and you so good to me, and I sucha devil; 
and Pll néver ¢ youaname but Maud—my 
darling Maud.” 

“You must, Milly—Mrs. Bustle. Ill be Mrs. 
Bustle, or any ee like. You must.” I 
was blubbering like Milly, and hugging my best; 
and, indeed, I wonder how we kept our feet. So 
Milly and I were better friends t ever. 

Meanwhile the winter deepened, and we had 
short days and long nights, and long fireside 
gossipings at Bartram-Haugh. Iwas ftrighten- 
ed at the frequency of the strange collapses to 
which Uncle Silas was subject. I did not at first 
mind them much, for I naturally fell inte Mil- 
ly’s way of talking about them. 

But one day, while in one of his “‘queerish” 
states, he called tre me, and I saw him, and was 

peakably scared. : ‘ 
a2 a eae wrapper, he lay coiled in a t 
easy-chair. I should have thought him d had 
Tnot been accompanied by old L’Amour, who 

‘knew every gradation and symptom of these 
strange affections. ; 

She winked and nodded to me with a ghastly 
significance, and whispered, Don’t make no 

noise, miss, till he talks; he’ll come to for a bit 
anon. F 

Except that there was no sign of convulsions, 
the countenance was like that of an epileptic ar- 
rested in one of its contortions. __ “ad 

There was a frown and smirk like that of idi- 
ocy, rin a strip of white eyeball was also dis- 
closed. 

Suddenly, with a kind of chilly shudder, he 


opened his eyes wide, and screwed his lips to- 
emeend and blinked and stared on me with a 
atuized uncertainty, that gradually broke into 
a feeble smile. 

“Ah! the girl—Austin’s child. Well, dear, 
I’m hardly able—Pll speak to-morrow—next 
day—is it tic—neuralgia or something—torture 
—tell her.” ; 

So, huddling himself together, he lay again 
in his great chair, with the same inexpressible 
helplessness in his, attitude, and gradually his 
face resumed its dreadful cast. 

“Come away, miss; he’s. changed his mind; 
he’ll not be fit to talk with you noways all day, 
maybe,” said the old woman, again in. a whis- 


or. 

So forth we stole from the. room, I unspeaka- 
bly shocked. ; In fact, he looked as if he were 
dying, and so, in my agitation, I told the crone, 
who, forgetting the ceremony with which she 
usually treated me, chuckled out derisively, ‘‘ A- 
dying, is he? Well, he is like Saint Paul—he’s 
bin a-dying daily this many a day.” 

I looked at her with a chill of horror, She did 
not care, I suppose, what sort, of feelings she 
might excite, for she went on mumbling sarcas- 
tically to herself. I had paused, and overcame 
my reluctance to speak to her again, for I was 
really very much frightened. 

“Do you think he is in danger? Shall we send 
for a doctor?’ I-whispered. 

‘‘ Law bless ye, the doctor knows all about it, 
miss.” This old woman’s face had a gleam of 
that derision which is so shocking in the features 
of feebleness and age. 

“ But it is a fit—it is a paralytic, or something 
horrible—it can’t be safe to leave him to chance 
or negee to get through with these horrid at- 

ac 


“There’s no fear of him—tisn’t no fits at all 
—he’s nou’t the worst o’t—jest silly a bit now 
and again. It’s been the same a dozen year and 
more; and the doctor knows all about it,” an- 
swered the old woman, sturdily. “ And ye’ll 
find he’ll be as mad as bedlam if ye make any 
stir about it.” 

That night I talked the matter over with Mary 
Quinee. 

“They’re very dark, miss; but I think he 
takes a deal too much laudlum,” said Mary, 

To this hour I can not say what was the na- 
ture of those periodical seizures. I have often 
spoken to medical men about them since, but 
never could learn that excessive use of opium 
could altogether account for them, It was, I 
believe, certain, however, that he did use that 
drug in startling quantities. It was, indeed, 
sometimes a topic of complaint with him that 
his neuralgia imposed this sad necessity upon 
him. 

The image of Uncle Silas, as I had seen him 
that day, troubled and affrighted my imagina- 
tion as I. lay in my bed; I had slept very well 
since my arrival at Bartram. So much of the 
day was passed in the open air and in active ex- 
ercise, that this was but natural. But that night 
I was nervous and wakeful, and it was past two 
o'clock when I fancied I heard the sound of 
horses and carriage-wheels on the avenue. 

Mary Quince was close by, and therefore, I 
was not afraid to get up an a from the win- 
dow. My heart beat fast as I saw a post-chaise 
approach the court-yard, A front window was 
let down, and the postillion pulled up for a few 
seconds. 7: P 

In consequence of some directions received by 
him, I fancied he resumed his route at a walk, 
and so drew up at the hall door, on the steps of 
which a figure awaited itsarrival. I think it 
was old L’Amour, but I could not be quite cer- 
tain. There was a lantern on the top of the 
balustrade, close by the door. The chaise-lamps 
were lighted, for the night was rather dark. 

A bag and valise, as well as I could see, were 
ulled from the interior by the post-boy, and a 
ox from the top of the vehicle, and these were 

carried into the hall. ; 

I was obliged to keep my cheek against the 
window-pane to command a view of the point 
of debarkation, and my breath upon the glass. 
which dimmed it again almost as fast as I wipe 
it away, helped to obscure my vision. But I 
saw a tall figure, in a cloak, get down and 
swiftly enter the house, but whether male or 
female I could not discern. 

My heart beat fast. I jumped at once to a 
conclusion. My uncle was worse—was, in fact, 
dying; and this was the physician, too late sum- 
moned to his bedside. 7 

T listened for the ascent of the doctor, and his 
entrance at my uncle’s door, which, in the still- 
ness of the night, I thought I might easily hear, 
but no sound reached me. I listened so for fully 
five minutes, but without result. I returned to 
the window, but the carriage and horses had dis- 
appeared. : 

was strongly tempted to wake Mary Quince, 
and take counsel with her, and persuade her to 
undertake a reconnoissance. The fact is, I was 
persuaded that my uncle was in extremity, and 

Was quite wild to know the doctor’s opinion. 
But, after all, it would be cruel to summon the 
good soul from her refreshing nap; so, as I be- 
gan to feel very cold, I returned to my bed. 
where I continued to listen and conjecture unt: 
T fell asleep. 


In the yeaa as was usual, before I was 
dressed, in came Milly. 

‘How is Uncle Silas?’ I eagerly inquired. 

‘Old, L’Amour says he’s queerish still; but 
he’s not so dull as yesterday,” answered she, 

‘Was not the doctor sent for?” I asked. _ 

‘““Was he? Well, that’s odd, and she said 
never a word o’t to me,” answered she, 

“Tm asking only,” said I. 

“T don't know whether he came or no,” she 
replied; “‘but what makes you take that in your 
head?” 

“‘ A chaise arrived here between two and three 
o’clock last night.” 

‘“‘ Hey! and who told you?” Milly seemed all 
on a sudden highly interested. 

“T saw it, Milly; and some one, I fancy the 
doctor, came from it into the house.” 

“Pudge, lass! who’d send for, the doctor? 
*T wasn’t he, Itell you. What was he like?’ said 


illy, 

wy t could only see clearly that he, or she, was 
tall, and wore a cloak,” I replied. 

“Then *twasn’t him, nor t’other I was think- 
ing on neither; and I'll be hanged but I think it 
will be Cormoran,” cried Milly, with a thought- 
ful rap with her knuckle on the table. 

Precisely at this juncture a tapping came to 
the door. 

** Come in,” said I, 

And old L’Amour entered the room with a 
courtesy. 

“T came to tell Miss Quince her breakfast’s 
ready,” said the old lady, 

“Who came in the chaise, L’Amour?’ de- 
manded Milly. 

“ What chaise?” spluttered the beldame, tart- 

“The chaise that came last night, past two 
o'clock,” said Milly. 

“ That’s a lie, and a damn lie!” cried the bel- 
dame. ‘‘There worn’t,no chaise at the door 
since Miss Maud there come from Knowl.” 

I stared at the audacious old menial who could 
utter such language. 

“Yes, there was a chaise, and Cormoran, as I 
think, be come in it,” said Milly, who seemed 
accustomed to L’Amour’s daring address. 

“ And-there’s another damn lie, as big as the 
other,” said the crone, her haggard and with- 
ered face flushing orange all over. 

rl’ beg you will not use such language in my 
room,” T replied, very angrily. ‘“‘I saw the 
chaise at the door; your untruth signifies very 
little, but your impertinence here I will not per- 
mit. Should it be repeated, I will assuredly 
complain to my uncle,” 

The old woman flushed more fiercely as I 
spoke; and fixed her bleared glare on me, with 
a compression of her mouth that amounted to a 
wicked grimace. She resisted her angry im- 
pulse, however, and only chuckled a little spite- 
fully, saying, ‘‘No offense, miss; it be a way 
we has in Derbyshire o’ speaking our minds, 
No offense, miss, were meant, and none -took, 
as I hopes,” and she made me another courte- 


sy. 

Vic and I forgot to tell you, Miss Milly, the 

master wants you this minute.” _ 
So Milly, in mute haste, withdrew, followed 

closely by L’Amour. 


CHAPTER XXXVIL. 
DOCTOR BRYERLY EMERGES. 

WHEN muy. joined me at breakfast, her eyes 
were red and Swollen. She was still sni 
with that little sobbing hiccough, which be- 
trays, even were there no other signs, recent 
violent. weeping. She sat down quite silent. 

“Is he worse, Milly?” I inquired anxiously. 

“No, nothing’s wrong wi’ him; he’s right 
well,” said Milly, fiercely. 

“What's the matter, then, Milly dear?” 

“The poisonous old witch! "I'was just to tell 
the gov’nor how I’d said *twas Cormoran that 
came by the po’shay last night. aces 

“And who is Cormoran?’ I inquired. 

* Ay, there it is, I’d like to tell, and you want 
to hear; and I just daren’t, for he’ll send me off 
right me French school—hang it—hang them 
all!—if I do. 

“‘ And why should Uncle Silas care?” said I, a 
good deal surprised. 

“'They’re a-tellin’ lies.” 

“Whor” said I. 

‘‘TAmour—that’s who. So soon as she made 
her complaint of me, the governor asked her, 
sharp enough, did any one come last night, 
or a po’shay; and she was ready to swear there 
was no one. Are ye quite sure, Maud, you real- 
ly did see aught, or ’appen ‘twas all a dream?” 

“Tt was no dream, Mit ; So sure as you are 
there I saw exactly what I told you,” I replied. 

‘‘ Gov’nor won’t believe it anyhow; and he’s 
right mad wi’ me; and he threatens me he’ll 
have me off to France; I wish twas under the 
sea. I hate France—I do—like the devil. 
Don’t you? They're always a-threatening me 
wi vate if I dare say a word more about the 
po’shay, or—or anyone. 

I rently was curious about Cormoran; but 
Cormoran was not to be defined to me by Milly; 
nor did she, in reality, know more than I re- 
specting the arrival of the night before. 

One day I was surprised to see Doctor Bryer- 
ly on the’stairs. Iwas standing in a dark ‘gal- 
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Vomit. 


lery as he walked across the floor of the lobby 
to my uncle’s door, his hat on, and some papers 
in his hand. 

He did not see me; and when he had entered 
Uncle Silas’ door, I went down and found 
Milly awaiting me in the hall. 

“So, Dr. Bryerly is here?” I said. 

“That's the thin fellow, wi’ the sharp look 
and the shiny black coat, that went up just 
now?” asked Milly. 

“Yes; he’s gone into your papa’s room,” 
said I. 

‘°Appen *twas he come t’other night. He 
may be staying here, though we see him sel- 
dom, for it’s a barrack of a house—-it is.” 

The same thought had struck me for a mo- 
ment, but was dismissed immediately. It cer- 
tainly was not Doctor Bryerly’s figure which I 
had seen. ‘ 

So, without any new light gathered from this 
apparition, we went on our way, and made our 
little sketch of the ruined bridge. We found 
the gate locked as before; and, as Milly could 
not persuade me to climb it, we got ’round the 
paling by the river’s bank. 

While at our drawing we saw the swarthy 
face, sooty locks and old, weather-stained red 
coat of Zamiel, who was glowering malignantly 
at us from among the trunks.of the forest trees, 
and standing motionless as a monumental fig- 
ure in the side aisle of a cathedral. When we 
looked again he was gone. 

Although it was a fine mild day for the win- 
try season, we yet, cloaked as we were, could not 
pursue so still an occupation as sketching for 
more than ten or fifteen minutes. As’ we re- 
turned, in passing a clump of trees we heard a 
sudden outbreak of voices, angry and expostu- 
latory, and saw, under the trees, the savage old 
Zamiel striking his daughter with his stick two 
great blows, one of which was across the head. 

‘Beauty” ran only a short distance a 
while the swart old wood-demon stumped lustily 
after her, cursing and brandishing his cudgel. 

My blood boiled. I was so shocked that for | 
a moment I could not speak; but in a moment 
more I screamed: 

san brute! How dare you strike the poor 
girl?” 

She had only run a few steps, and turned | 
about, confronting him and us, her eyes gleam- 
ing fire, her features pale and quivering to sup- 
ein a burst of weeping. Two little rivulets of 

lood were trickling over her temple. 

“T say, fayther, look at that,” she said, with 
a strange, tremulous smile, lifting her hand, 
which was smeared with blood. 

Perhaps he was ashamed, and the more en- 
raged on that account, for he growled another 
curse, and started afresh to reach her, whirling 
his stick in the air. Our voices, however, ar- 
rested him. 

‘“* My uncle shall hear of your brutality. The 
poor girl!” : 

“Strike him, Meg, if he does it again; and 
pitch his leg into the river to-night, when he’s 
asleep. 

i serve you the same,” and out came an | 
oath, ‘* You’d have her lick her fayther, would 
ye? Look out!” | 

And he wagged his head, with a scowl at 
Milly, and a flourish of his cudgel. 

“* Be quiet, Milly,” I whispered, for Milly was 
reparing for battle; and I again addressed 
im with the assurance that, on reaching home, 

I would tell my uncle how he had treated the 
poor ya 

‘Tis you she may thank for’t, a-wheedling o’ 
her ope that gate,” he snarled. 

“ That’s a lie; we went round by the brook,” 
cried Milly. 

‘ I ee ee ge roper to discuss the m7 

er wi ; and looking very an and 

thought, a little put out, Ze jerked Saiteared 
himself out of sight. I merely repeated my 
promise of informing my uncle as 
which, over his shoulder, he bawled: 

“Silas won’t mind ye that!” snapping his 
horny bes. jl and thumb. 

The girl remained where she had stood, wip- 
ing the blood off pp Sa the palm of her 
hand, and looking at it before she rubbed it on 
her apron. Z 

y poor girl!” I said, “you must not cry. 
ri speak to my uncle about you.” 

But she was not crying. She raised her head, 
and looked at us a little askance, with a sullen 
rare I thought. 

you must have these apples—won’t 


e went, to 


“oe 

uu?” 

We had brought in our basket two or three 
of those splendid apples for which Bartram was 
famous. 

I hesitated to go near her, these Hawkeses, 
Beauty and Pegtop, were such savages, So I 
cee the apples gently along the ground to her 


eet. 
She continued to look doggedly at us with the 
same bie gp and kicked away the apples 
sullenly that approached her feet.” Then, wi 
ing her temple and forehead in her apron, with- 
out a word she turned and walked slowly away. 
“*Poor thing! I’m afraid she leads a hard life. 
What strange, repulsive people they are!” 
. When we reached home, at the head of the 
great staircase ald L’Amour was awaiting me, | 


and, with a courtesy, and very respectfully, she 
informed me that the master would be happy to 


see me, 

Could it be about my evidence as to the ar- 
rival of the mysterious chaise that he summon- 
ed me to this interview? Gentle as were his 
ways, there was something undefinable about 
Uncle Silas which inspired’ fear; and I should 
have liked few things less than meeting his gaze 
in the character of a culprit. : 

There was an uncertainty, too, as to the state 
in which I might find him, and a positive horror 
of beholding him again in the condition in 
which I had last seen him. 

I entered the room, then, in some trepida- 
tion, but was instantly relieved. Uncle Silas 
was in the same health, apparently, and, as 
nearly as I could recollect it, in ‘precisely the 
same rather handsome though negligent garb in 
which Thad first seen him. 

Doctor Bryerly—what a marked and vulgar 
contrast, and yet, somehow, how reassuring !— 
sat at the table near him, and was tying up pa- 
pers. His eyes watched me, I thought, with an 
anxious scrutiny, as I eked and I think 
it was not until I had saluted him that he recol- 
lected suddenly that he had not seen me before 
at Bartram, and stood up'and greeted me in his 
usual abrupt and’ somewhat familiar way. It 
was vulgar and not cordial, and yet it was hon- 
est and indefinably kind. 

Up rose my uncle, that strangely venerable 
pale portrait, in his loose Rembrandt black vel- 
vet. How gentile, how benignant, how unearth- 
ly and inscrutable! 

*‘T need not say how she is. Those lilies and 
roses, Doctor Bryerly, speak their own beauti- 
ful praises of the air of Bartram. I almost re- 

t that her carriage will be home so soon. IT 
only hope that it may not abridge her rambles. 
It positively does me good to look at her. It is 
the glow of flowers in winter, and the fragrance 
of a field which the Lord hath blessed.” 

“Country air, Miss bach is a right good 
kitchen to country fare. like to see young 
women eat heartily. You have had some 
pounds of beef and mutton since I saw you last,” 
said Doctor Bryerly. 4 a 

And this sly speech made, he scrutinized my 
countenance in silence rather embarrassingly. 

ions system, Dr. Bryerly, as a disciple of 
A®sculapius you will isla first, ac- 
complishment afterward. The Continent is the 
best field for elegant instruction, and we must 
see the world a little by-and-by, Maud; ‘and to 
me, if my health be spared. there would be an 
unspeakable, though a melancholy charm in the 
scenes where so many happy, though so man 
wayward and foolish young days were p ; 
and I think I should return to these picturesque 
solitudes, with, perhaps, an increased relish. 
You remember old Chaulieu’s sweet lines: 

“** Desert, aimable solitude, 
Sejour du calme et de la paix, 
Asile ou n’entrerent jamais 
bs Le tumulte et Pinquietude.’ 
T can’t say that care and sorrow have not some- 
times penetrated these silvan fastnesses, but the 
tumults of the world, thank Heaven! never.” 

There was a sly skepticism, I pasta a in Doc- 
tor Bryerly’s sharp face; and hardly waiting 
for the impressive ‘‘never,” he said, “I forgot 
to ask, who is your banker?” 

“Oh! Bartlett and Hall, Lombard street,” an- 
swered Uncle Silas, dryly and shortly. 

Dr. Bryerly made a note of it, with an ex- 
pen of face which seemed, with a sly reso- 
ution, to say, “‘ You shan’t come the anchorite 
over me.” 

I saw Uncle Silas’ wild and piercing eye rest 
suspiciously on me for a moment, as if to ascer- 
tain whether I felt the spirit of Dr. Bryerly’s 
almost interruption; and, nearly at the same 
moment, stuffing his oe into his capacious 
oe pockets, Doctor Bryerly rose and took his 
leave. 

When he was gone, I bethought me that now 
was a& good opportunity of making my com- 
plaint of Dickon Hawkes. Uncle Silas havin 
risen, I hesitated, and began: “ Uncle, may 
mention an occurrence, which I witnessed?” 

“Certainly, child,” he answered, fixing his 
eye sharply on me. I really think he fancied 
that the conversation was about to turn upon 
the phantom chaise. 

So I described the scene which had shocked 
Milly and me an hour or so ago in the Wind- 
mill Wood. 

“You see, my dear child, they are rough per- 
sons; their ideas are not ours; their young peo- 
ple must be chastised, and in a way and to a 
degree that we would look upon in a serious 
light. DPve found it a bad plan interfering in 
strictly domestic misunderstandings, and should 
rather not.” 

“But he struck her violently on the bead, 
uncle, with a heavy cudgel, and she was bleed- 
ing very fast.” 

“ Ah!” said my uncle, dryly. 

“ And only that way. and I deterred him by 
saying that we would certainly tell you, he 
would have struck her again; and I really think, 
if he goes on treating her with so much violence 
and cruelty, he may injure her very seriously, 
or perhaps killher.” 

“Why, you romantic little child, people in 
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that rank of life think absolutely nothing of a 
broken head,” answered Uncle Silas, in the 
same way. 

“ But is it not horrible brutality, uncle?” 

“To be sure it is brutality; but then you 
must remember they are brutes, and it suits 
them,” said he. 

I was disappointed. I had fancied that Uncle 
Silas” gentle nature would have recoiled from 
such an outrage with horror and indignation; 
and instead, heré he was, the apologist of that 
savage ruffian, Dickon Hawkes. 

“And he is always so rude and impertinent 
to Milly and to me,” I continued. 

“Oh! impertinent to you—that’s another mat- 
ter. I must see to that, Nothing more, my 
dear child?” 

““ Well, there was nothing more.” 

“He's a useful servant, Hawkes; and though 
his looks are not prepossessing, and his ways 
and language rough, yet he is a very kind 
father, and a most honest man—a thoroughly 
moral man, though severe—a very rough dia- 
mond though, and has no idea of the refine- 
ments of polite nt I venture to say he 
honestly believes that he has been always un- 
exceptionably polite to you, so we must make 
allowances.” 

And Uncle Silas smoothed my hair with his 
thin aged hand, and kissed my forehead. 

“Yes, we must make allowances—we must be 
kind. hat says the Book?+—‘ Judge not, that 
ye be not judged.’ Your dear father acted upon 
that maxim—so noble and so awful—and I 
strive to do so. Alas! dear Austin, longo 
intervallo, far behind! and you are removed— 
my example and my help; you are gone to 
your rest, and I remain beneath my burden, 
still marching on by bleak and alpine paths, 
under the awful night. 

**O nuit, nuit douloureuse! O toi, tardive aurore 

Viens-tu? vas-tu venir? es-tu bien loin encore,’ ” 

And repeating these lines of Chenier, with up- 
turned eyes, and one hand lifted, and an inde- 
scribable expression of grief and fatigue, he 
sunk stiffly into the chair, and remained mute, 
with eyes closed for some t me. Then applyin: 
his scented handkerchief to them hastily, an 
looking very kindly at me, he said, “ Anything 
more, dear child?” 

a Nothing, uncle, thank you very much, only 
about that man Hawkes: Idare say that he 
does not mean to be so uncivil as he is, but I am 
really afraid of him, and he makes our walks in 
that direction quite unpleasant,” 

“T understand quite, my dear. I will see to 
it; and you must remember that nothing is to 
be allowed to vex my beloved niece and ward 
during her stay at Bartram—nothing that her 
old kinsman, Silas Ruthyn, can remedy.” 

So, with a tender smile, and a charge to shut 
the door “‘ perfectly, but without clapping it,” 
he dismissed me. 1 

Doctor Bryerly had not slept at Bartram, but 
at the little inn at Feltram, and he was going 
direct to London, as I afterward learned. 

‘‘ Your ugly doctor’s gone away in a fly,” said 
Milly, as we met on the stairs, she running up, I 

own. 

On reaching the little apartment which was 
our sitting-room, however, I found that she was 
mistaken, for Doctor Bryerly, with his hat and 
a great pair of woolen gloves on, and an old Ox- 
ford gray surtout that showed his lank length 
to advantage, buttoned all the way, up to his 
chin, had set down his black leather bag on the 
table, and was reading at the window a little 
wee which [had borrowed from my uncle’s 
ibrary. 

It was Swedenborg’s account of the other 
worlds, Heaven and Hell, 

He closed it on his finger as I entered, and, 
without recollecting to remove his hat, he made 
a step or two toward me with his splay, creak- 
ing boots. With a quick glance at the door, he 
said, ‘‘Glad to see you alone fora minute—ve 

lad.” But his countenance, on the contrary, 
ooked very anxious. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. 
A MIDNIGHT DEPARTURE, 


“I going this minute—I—I want to know” 
—another glance at the door—“ are you really 
quite comfortable here?” 

“ Quite,” I answered, promptly. 

“You have only your cousin’s: company?” ho 
continued, glancing at the table which was laid 

or two, 
pre but Milly and I are very happy to- 

‘““That’s very nice; but I think there are no 
teachers, you see—painters, and singers, and 
that sort of thing that is usual with young la- 
dies. No teachers of that kind—of any kind— 
are there?” 

__ No; my uncle thinks it better I should lay 
in a store of health, he says.” 
know; and the carriage and the horses 
have not come; how soon are they expected?” 
really can’t say, and I assure you I don’t 
care. I think running about great fun,” ~~ 
“4 So a ha church?” 
es, Uncle Silas’ i wants a noi 
wheel, he told me.” a *s 


“Ay, but a young woman of yourrank, you 
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know, it is not usual she should be without the 
use of a carriage. Have you horses to ride?” 

I shook my head. 

“Your uncle, you know, has a very liberal 
allowance for your maintenance and educa- 
tion.” 

I remembered something in the will about it, 
and Mary Quince was constantly grumbling that 
“he did not spend a pound a week on our 
board.” 

Another glance at the door from Doctor Bry- 
erly’s sharp black eyes. 

“Ts he kind to you?” 

“Very kind—most gene and affectionate,” 

“Why doesn’t he keep company with you? 
Does he ever dine with you, or drink tea, or talk 
to you? Do you see much of him?” 

“He is a miserable invalid—his hours and 
regimen are peculiar. Indeed, I wish very 
much you would consider his case; he is, I be- 
lieve, often insensible for a long time, and his 
mind in a strange feeble state sometimes,” 

“I dare say—worn out in his young days; 
and Isaw that preparation of opium in his bot- 
tle—he takes too much,” 

‘*Why do you think so, Doctor Bey 

“Tt’s made on water: the spirit interferes 
with the use of it beyond a certain limit. You 
have no idea what these fellows can swallow, 
Read the ‘Opium Eater.’ I knew two cases in 
which the quantity exceeded De Sieecni Meg Aha! 
it’s new to you?” and he laughed quietly at my 
simplicity. 

‘And what do you think his complaint is?’ I 


asked. 

**Pooh! T haven’t a notion; but, probably, one 
way or another, he has been all his days work- 
ing on his nerves and his brain. These men of 
pleasure, who have no other pursuit, use them- 
selves up mostly, and pay asmart price for their 
sins. And so he’s kind and affectionate, but 
hands you over to yom cousin. and the ser- 
vants. Are his people civil and obliging?” 

“Well, I can’t say much for them; there is a 
man named Hawkes, and his daughter, who are 
very rude, and even abusive sometimes, and say 
they have orders from my uncle to shut us out 
from a portion of the grounds; but I don’t’ be- 
lieve that, for Uncle Silas never alluded to it 
page Iwas making my complaint of them to- 

© Rom what part of the grounds is that?” 
asked Doctor Bryerly, sharply. 

I described the situation as well as I could, 

“Can we see it from this?” he asked, peeping 
from the window. 

“Oh no,” 

Doctor Bryerly made a note in his pocket- 
book here, and I said, ‘‘ But Lam really quite 
sure it was a story of Dickon’s, he is such a sur- 
ly, disobliging man,” 

“* And what sort is that old servant that came 
in and out of this room?” 

‘“* Oh, that is old L’Amour,” I answered, rath- 
er indirectly, and forgetting that I was using 
Milly’s nickname, 

“ And is she civil?” I asked. 

“No, she certainly was not; a most disagree- 
able old woman, witha vein of wickedness. I 
thought I had heard her swearing.” 

“They don’t seem to be a ve! engaging lot,” 
said Doctor Bryerly; ‘‘but where there’s one 
there will be more. See here, I was just read- 
ing a passage,” and he opened the little volume 
at the place where his finger marked it, and 
read for me a few sentences, the purport of 
which I well remember, although, of course, 
the words have escaped me. : 

Tt was in that awful portion of the book which 
assumes to describe the condition of the con- 
demned; and it said that, independently of the 
physical causes in that state operating to enforce 
community of habitation, and an isolation from 
superior spirits, there exist sympathies, apti- 
tudes, and necessities which would, of them- 
selves, induce that depraved gregariousness, 
and isolation too. 

‘‘And what of the rest of the servants—are 
they better?” he resumed. 

e saw little or nothing of the others, except 
of old ‘‘Giblets,” the butler, who went about 
like a little automaton of dry bones, poking here 
and there, and whispering and smiling to him- 
self as he laid the cloth, and seeming otherwise 
quite unconscious of an external world. 

“This room is not got up like Mr, Ruthyn’s; 
does he talk of furnishing and m: things a 
little smart? No! Well, f must say, [ think he 
might.” - : 

ere there was @ little silence, and Doctor 
Bryerly, with his accustomed simultaneous 
glance at the door, said in low, cautious tone 
very distinctly, ‘‘ Have you been thinking at 
over that matter Se cele eat 
your uncle to forego his guardianship? 1 wo 
bi mind his first refusal. ‘You could make it 
worth his while, unless he—that is—unless he’s 
very unreasonable indeed; and I think you 
woild consult your interest, Miss managed 
doing so, and, i possible, getting out of 


“But I have not thought of it at all, Tam 
much happier here than'I had at all expected, 
and I am very fond of my cousin Milly. 

“How long have you been here exactly?” 

I told him. It was some two or three months, 
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“ Have hia! seen your other cousin yet—the 
young gen leman?” 
“ee oO. ? 


“ H’m ! 
ired. 
‘We see no visitors here; but that, you know, 


I was pe pe for.” 

Doctor Bryerly read the wrinkles on his spla 
boot intently and peevishly, and tapped the sole 
lightly on the ground: 

‘* Yes, it is very lonely, and the people a bad 
lot. You'd be pleasantér somewhere else—with 
Lagy Kap for instance, eh?” 

“ Well, there certainly. But I am very well 
here; really the’ time ‘passes very pleasantly; 
and my uncle is s6'kind: ‘I‘have only to men- 
tion anything that annoys me, and he will see 
that it is remedied; he is always impressing 
that on me.” 

“Yes, it is not a fit place for you,” said Doc- 
tor Bryerly. “‘ Of course, about your uncle,” 
he resumed, Neier pee surprised look, ‘it is 
all right; but he’s quite helpless, you know, At 
all events, think about it.” Here’s my address 
—Hans Emmanuel Bryerly, M; D.,°17 King 
Street, Covent Garden, London—don’t lose’ it, 
mind,” and he tore the leaf out ‘of his note. 


Aren’t you very lonely?” he’ in- 


““Here’s my fly at_ the door, and you must— 
you, mus (he was looking at his’ watch)— 
‘mind, you must think of it seriously; and so, 
you see, don’t let any one sée that. "You'll bé 
sure to leave it throwing about. The best way 
will be just to scratch it on the door'of your 
press, inside, you know; and don’t put my name 
—you'll remember that—only the rest of thead 
dress, and burn this. Quince is with you?" 

_ Yes,” I answered, glad to have a satisfac- 
tory word to say. 

“Well, don’t let her go; it’s a bad sign if they 
wish it. Don’t consent, mind; but just tip me 
a hint, and you'll have me down. ' ‘And any let- 
ters you get from Lady Knollys, ‘you know, for 
she’s very plain-spoken, you'd better burn them 
off-hand. And’ Pve staid too long,’ though; 
mind what I say, scratch it with a pin, and burn 
that, and not a word to a mortal about it. Good- 
by; oh, I was taking away your book,.” 

And so, in a fuss, with a slight shake of the 
hand, getting up his umbrella, his bag, and tin- 
box, he hurried from the room, and in a minute 
more I heard the sound of his vehicle as it drove 
away. 

I looked after it with a sigh; the uneasy sen- 
sations which I had experienced respectiag my 
sojourn at an oberg ag 7 were reawakened. 

y ugly, vulgar, true friend was disappearing 
beyond those gigantic lime-treés which hid Bar- 
tram frem the eyes of the outer world, The fly 
with the doctor’s valise on top, vanished, and I 
sighed an anxious sigh. The shadow of the 
overarching trees contracted, and I felt helpiess 
and forsaken; and glancing down the torn eat, 
Doctor Bryerly’s address met my eye, between 
my fingers. . 

slipped it into my breast, and ran up-stairs 
stealthily, trembling lest the old woman should 
summon me again, at the head of the stairs, into 
Uncle Silas’ room, where, under his tga I fan- 
cied I should be sure to party, tie ; 

But I glided unseen and safely by, entered my 
room, and shut my door. So, listening and work- 
ing, i with my scissors’ point, scratched the ad 
dress where Doctor Bryerly had advised, Then; 
in positive terror, lest some one should even 
knock during the operation, I, with a match, 
consumed to ashes t e telltale bit of paper. 

Now, for the first time, I experience’ the un- 

leasant sensations of having a secret to keep, 
fancy the painof this solitary liability was dis- 
Proportionstely acute in my case, for 1 was nat- 
y very open and very nervous. TI was al- 
ways on the point of betraying it apropos des 
bottes—always reproaching myself for my du- 
licity, and in constant terror when honest Mary 
uince approached the press, or good-natured 
Milly made her occasional survey of the wonders 
of my wardrobe, TI would have given anything 
to “fe and point to the tiny inscription, and say, 
“This is doctor Bryerly’s address in London. 
I scratched it with my scissors’ point, takin 
every precaution lest any one—you, my Be 
friends, included—should surprise me. ave 
ever since kept this secret to myself, and trem- 
bled whenever your frank kind faces looked into 
the press. There—you at last know all about it. 
Can you ever forgive my deceit?” 
., But I could not make up my mind to reveal 
it. nor yet to erase the inscription, which was my 
alternative thought. Indeed, I am a wavering, 
irresolute creature as ever lived, in my ordinary 
mood. High excitement or ion only can in- 
spire me with decision. Under the inspiration 
of either, HOweyEs IT am transformed, and o 
prompt and brave. 

b Bemie one lett laere’ Tad night, I think, miss,” 
said Mary Quince, with a mysterious nod, one 
morning. “Twas two o'clock, and I was bad 
with the toothache, and went down to get a 

inch o’ red pepper, leaving the candle alight 

ere lest you should awr’se. When I was com- 
ing up—as I was crossing the gee at the far 
end of the long gallery—what sho’ d I hear but 
a horse sno: , and. some ple a-talking, 
short and quiet like. So I locks out 0’ the win- 
dow; and there surely I did see two horses 
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yoked to a shay, and a fellah a-pullin’ a box u 
°’ fps and out comes a walise and a bag; and 
think it was old Wyat, please’m, that Miss Mil- 
ly calls L'Amour, that) stood im the doorway 
a-talking to the driver.” 

““And who got into the chaise, Mary?’ I 
asked. Bs 

‘Well, miss, I waited as long as I could; but 
the pain was bad, and meso ‘awful cold, I gave 
it up at last, ahd came back to bed; for I could 
not say how much longer they might wait. And 
you'll find, miss, twill be kep’'a secret, like the 
shay as you saw’d, miss, last week,’ J-hate them 
dark ways and secrets; and old Wyat—she does 
tell stories, don’t she?#—and she as ought to be 
partickler, seein’ her time be short now, ard she 
so old. It is awful, an old ’un like’ that telling 
such crams as she do.” : 

Milly was as curious as I, but could throw no 
light on this. "We both agreed, however) that 
the deparfure was probably that of the person 
whose arrival I had accidentally witnessed ‘This 
time the Chaise had drawn up at the side door, 
round the’ corner of the’ left side of the house, 
and, no doubt, driven away by the back road: 

Another accident had Me te ad this noctu¥nal 
move,’ Tt. was ‘very provokingy however, that 
Mary Quince had not had resolution to wait for 
the appearance of the traveler.» We all dgreed, 
however, that ‘we were to observe a strict si- 
lence, and that_even to Wyat—L’ Amour Dhad 
better continue’ to call’ her—Mary Quince was 
not to hint what she had seen. "I suspect, how- 
ever, that injured curiosity asserted “itself; and 
that Mary hardly adhered to this*self4lenying 
resolve: f 

But cheerful wintry suns and frosty — 
long iiglits) and brilliant starlight; with goo 
noes. fires in our enmageny /pomsinings sto- 
ries, short ‘readings now ‘and then, an brisk 
walks through the always beautiful scenery of 
Bartram-Haugh, and; above all) the unbroken 
tenor of our lifé, which had fallen into al serend 
routine, foreign to the idea ofvdanger or misad> 
venture, gradually quieted ‘the qua’ and mis- 
givings which my interview with! Doctor: Bry+ 
erly had so powerfully resuscitated. “nd 

My Cousiny Monica, ‘to my inexpressible joy, 
had returned to her country house, and an act+ 
ie diplomacy through the post-office was ‘négo- 

iating the re of ‘triendly relations ‘be- 
tween tlie coi of Hiverston and Bartram: 

At length, one fine day, Cousin! Moriica, smil+ 
ing pleasantly, with her cloak‘and ‘bonnet’ on, 
and_her color.fresh from ‘the shrewd air of :the 
Derbyshire hills, stodd*suddenly’ before nie’ in 
onr sitting-room, Our meeting was that of two 
school companions long separated. Cousin Mon- 
ica was always a girl in my eyes. : 

What a hug it was; what a shower of kisses 
and ejaculations, inquiries” and caresses! At 
last I pressed her down into a chair, and laugh- 
ing, she said:'‘* You have no idea what self-de- 
nial I have’exercised to bring this visit about, 
I, who detest writing, have actually written five 
letters to’Silas, and 1 don’t think I said a single 
impertinent thing in one of them! What a won- 
derful little old thing your butler is! ‘Idid not 
know what to make of himron the steps. «Is ‘he 
a struldbrug, or a fairy, or only a ghost? Where 
on earth did your uncle pick him up?: I’m sure 
he came in’ on All-Hallows E’en, to answer an 
incantation—not your future husband I hope— 
and he'll vanish some night int» iy smoke, 
and whisk sadly up the chimney. tie's the most 
venerable little thing I ever beheld in my life: 
I leaned back in the carriage and thought I 
should absolutely die of laughing. He’s gone 
up to prepare your ‘uncle for my visit; and I 
really am very glad, for I’m sure I shall Joolk: as 
young as Hebe after him.” But: who is’ this? 

Vho are you, my dear?” 

This was addressed ‘to poor Milly, who. stood 
at the corner of the hace ig are staring with 
her round eyes and plump cheeks in fear and 
wonder upon the strange lady. 

‘How stupid of me,” I exclaimed.  ‘‘ Milly, 
dear, this is your cousin, Lady Knollysi” 

“ And'so you are Millicent. \ Well, dear, Tam 
very glad to see you.” And Cousin Monica 
was on her feet inan instant, with Milly’s hand 
very cordially in hers; and she gave her a kiss 
upon each cheek, and patted her head, 

Milly, I must mention, was a much more pre- 
sentable figure’ than when I had first. encoun- 
tered her, Her dresses were at least a quarter 
of'a yard longer. Though very rustic, there- 
fore, she was not so barbarously grotesque, by 
any means. 


CFR APTER XXXIX. 
COUSIN MONICA AND UNCLE SILAS MEET. 

Covstn Monica, with her hands upon Milly’s 
shoulders, looked amusedly and ‘kindly in her 
face, “And,” said she, “we must gg good 
friends—you funny creature, you and Tm 
allowed to be the most saucy old woman in Der- 
byshire—quite incorrigibly privileged; and no- 
body is ever aftronted Swi me, 80 1 say the 
most shocking things constantly." 

“Tm a bit that way myself; and I think,” 
said poor Milly, making an effort, and growing 
very red—she quite lost, her head at that point, 
end was incompetent to finish the sentiment she 

refaced. 
gy Jou think? Now, take my advice, and 
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never: wait to think, my dear; talk first, and 
think afterward, that is my way—though, in- 
deed, I can’t say I ever think at all. It is a 
very cowardly habit. Our cold-blooded Cousin 
Mand, there, thinks sometimes, but it is always 
such a failure that I forgive her. I wonder 
when your little pre-Adamite butler will return. 
He speaks the language of the Picts and An- 


. cient Britons, I dare say, and, your father re- 


uires a little time to translate him. And, Milly 

ear, [am very hungry, so I won’t wait for your 
butler, who would give me, I suppose, one of the 
cakes baked by King Alfred, and some Danish 
beer ina skull, but l’ll ask you for a little of that 
nice bread and. butter 3” with which, according- 
ly, Lady Knollys was quickly supplied, but it 
dia not at all oe her utterance. 

“Do ‘you think; girls, you could be ready to 
come away with me, if Silas. gives. leave, in an 
hour or two? ,I should so like to take you, both 
home with me to Elverston.” ; 

“ How delightful! you darling,” cried I, em- 
bracing and kissing her; “‘for my part, I should 
oe ready in five minutes; what do you say, 

illy? 

aon Milly’s wardrobe, I am afraid, was more 

rtable than handsome, and she looked horri- 
by affrighted, and whispered in my ear, ‘“‘My 
best petticoat is away at the laundress’s; say in 
a week, Maud.” 

** What does she say?’ asked Lady Knollys. 

‘She fears she can’t be ready,” L answered, 
dejectedl r 

‘There’s a deal_of my slops in the wash,” 
blurted out poor Milly, staring straight at Lady 
Knollys. 

‘In the name of wonder, what does my cous- 
in mean?’ asked Lady Knollys. 

“Her things have not come home yet from 
the laundress,” I replied; and at this moment 
our wondrous old butler entered to annonce to 
Lady Knollys that his master was ready to re- 
ceive her whenever she was disposed to honor 
him, and also to make polite apologies for his 
being compelled, by his state of health, to give 
her the trouble of ascending to his room, 

So Cousin Monica was at the door in a mo- 
eeyoor her shoulder calling to us, ‘‘Come, 

“Please, not yet, my lady—you alone; and 
he requests the young ladies Silt be in the way, 
as he will send for them presently.” 

Ibegan to admire poor “‘ Giblets” as the wreck 
of a tolerably respectable servant. 

*“Very good; perhaps it is better we should 
kiss and be friends in private first,” said Cousin 
Knollys, laughing; and away she went under 
the guidance of the mummy. 

had an account of this tete-a-tete afterward 
from Lady Knollys. 

‘““When I saw him, my dear,” she said, “I 
could hardly believe my eyes—such white hair 
—such a white face—such mad eyes—such a 
death-like smile. When I saw him last his hair 
was dark; he dressed himself like a modern 
Englishman, and he really preserved a likeness 
to the full-length portrait at Knowl, that you 
fell in love with, you know; but, angels and 
ministers of grace! such aspecter! I asked my- 
self is it necromancy, cr is it delirium-tremens 
that has reduced him to this? And said he, 
with that odious smile, that made me fancy my- 
self half insane, ‘ You see a change, Monica.’ 

“What a sweet, gentle, insufferable voice he 
has! Somebody once told me about the tone of 
a glass flute that had made some people hysteri- 
om to listen to, and I was thinking of it all the 
time. There was always a peculiar quality in 
his voice. 

“*T do see a change, Silas,’ I said at last; ‘and 
no doubt, so do you in me—a great change.’ 

““«There has been time enough to work a 

ter than I observe in you since your last 
onored me with a visit,’ said he. 

“T think he was at his old sarcasms, and 
meant that I was the same impertinent minx he 
remembered long ago, uncorrected by time; and 
sol am, and he must not expect compliments 
from old Monica Knollys. 

“<Tt is a long time, Silas; but that, you 
know, is not my fault,’ said I. yy 

“<Not your fault, my dear—your instinct. 
We are imitative creatures: the great peo- 
ostracised me, and the small ones followed. 

e are very like turkeys, we have so much good 
sense and so much generosity. Fortune, in a 
freak, wounded m: Fead, and the whole brood 
were upon me, pecking and gobbling, gobbling 
and pecking, and you among them, dear Mon- 
ica. It wasn’t your fault, only your instinct, so 
I quite forgive you; but no wonder the peckers 
wear better than the pecked. You are robust, 
and I—what I am.’ 

“«« Now, Silas, I have not come here to quar- 
rel. If we quarrel now, mind, we can never 
make it up—we are too old; so let us forget all 
we can, and try and forgive something; and if 
we can do neither, at all events let there be 
truce between us while I am here.’ 

““«My personal wrongs I can quite forgive, 
and do, Heaven knows, from my heart; but 
there are things which ought not to be forgiven. 
My children have been ruined by it. I may, by 
the mercy of Providence, be yet set right in the 
world, and, so soon as that time comes, I will 
remember, and I will act; but my children—you 


will see that wretched girl, my. daughter—edu- 
cation, society, all would come too late—my 
children have been ruined by it.’ 

“*T have not done it; but I know what you 
mean;’I said. ‘You menace. litigation, when- 
ever you have the means; but you forget that 
Austin placed you under promise, when he gave 

‘ou the use of this house and place, never to dis- 
urb my title to Elverston. KS there is my an- 
swer, if you mean that,’ 

‘“‘*T mean what I mean,’ he replied, with his 
old smile. 

“You mean, then,’ said I, ‘that, for the 
pleasure of vexing me with litigation, you are 
willing to forfeit your tenure of this house and 
place. 

= spruppoee I did_mean precisely that, why 
should I forfeit any thing? My beloved broth- 
er, by his will, has given me a right to the use of 
Bartram-Haugh for my life, and attached no 
ae condition of the kind you fancy to his 

ift. 

. “Silas was in one of his vicious old moods 
and liked to menace me. His vindictiveness got 
the better of his craft; but he knows as well as 
Ido that he never could succeed in disturbin 

the title of my poor dear Harry Knollys; an 

Iwas_not at all alarmed. by his threats; and I 
told him so, as coolly as I speak to you now. 

“** Well, Monica,’ he said, ‘I have weighed 
you in the balance, and you are not found want- 
ing. Fora moment the old man possessed me; 
the thought of my children, of past unkindness. 
and present affliction and disgrace exaspera' 
me, and I was mad. It was but for a moment 
—the galvanic spasm of a corpse. Never was 
breast more dead than mine to the passions and 
ambitions of the world. They are not for white 
locks like these, nor -for_a mah who, for a week 
in every month, lies in the gate of death. Will 
you shake hands? He7e—I do strike a truce; 
and I do forget and forgive everything.’ 

‘“*T don’t know what he meant. by this scene. 
Ihave no idea whether bs was acting, or lost 
his head, or, in fact, way or how it occurred; 
but I am glad, darling, that, urilike myself, Iwas 
calm, and that a quarrel had not been forced 
upon me.” 

When our turn came and we were summoned 
to the presence, Uncle Silas was quite as usual; 
but Cousin Monica’s hightened color, and the 
flash of her eyes, showed plainly that something 
exciting and angry had occurred. 

Uncle Silas commented in his own vein upon 
the effect of Bartram air and liberty, all he Rad 
to offer, and called on me. to say how I liked 
them. And then he called Milly to him, kissed 
her tenderly, smiled sadly upon her, and, turning 
to Cousin Monica, said, ‘This is my daughter 
Milly—ohi she has been presented to ‘you down- 
stairs, has she? You have, no doubt, been in- 
terested by her. As I told her Cousin Maud, 
though I am not at quite a Sir Tunbelly Clum- 
sy, she is a very ished Miss Hoyden. Are not 
you; my Poor Milly? You owe your distinction, 
my dear, to that line of circumvallation which 
has, ever since your birth, intercepted all civil- 
ization on its way to Bartram. You are much 
be a Milly, to everybody who, whether nat- 
urally or unnaturally, turned a sod in that in- 
visible but impenetrable work. For your ac- 
complishments—rather singular than fashion- 
able, you are indebted, in part, to your cousin, 
Lady Knollys. Is not she, Monica?’ Thank her, 


“This is your truce, Silas,” said Lady Knollys, 
with a quiet sharpness.‘ I think, Silas Ruthyn, 
you want to provoke me to speak in a way be- 

ore ee young creatures which we shouid all 
regret. 

‘So my badinage excites your temper, Mon- 
nie. Think how you would feel, then, if I had 
found you by the highway side, mangled by rob- 
bers, and set my foot upon your throat, and spat 
in your face. But—stop this. Why have I said 
this? simply to emphasize my forgiveness. _ See, 
girls, y ollys and I, cousins long estranged, 

orget and forgive the past, and join hands over 
its buried injuries.” 

“Well, be it so; only let us have done with 
ironies and covert taunts.” 7 

And with these words their hands were join- 
ed; and Uncle Silas, after he had released hers. 
patted and fondled it with his, laughing icily and 
very low all the time. 4 

“‘T wish so much, dear Monica,” he said, 
when this piece of silent by-play was over, ‘‘ that 
I could ask you to stay to-night; but aay 
I have not a bed to offer, and even if I had 
fear my suit would hardly prevail, ia . 

Then came Lady Knollys’ invitation for Milly 
and me. He was very much obliged; he smiled 
over it a great deal, meditating. I thought he 
was puzzled; and, amid his smiles, his wild eyes 
scanned Cousin Monica’s frank face once or 
twice suspiciously. , 

There was a aime an undefined difficulty 
—about letting us go that day; but on a future 
one—soon—very soon—he would be most happy. 

Well, there was an end of that little project, 
for tine fh at least; and Cousin Monica was too 
well-br urge it beyond a certain point. 

“ Milly, my dear, will you puton your hat and 
show me the grounds about the house? Ma 
she, Silas? I should like to renew my acquain 
ance, 
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“You'll see them sadly neglected, Monnie. 
A poor man’s pleasure-grounds must rely on 
Nature, and trust to her for effects, here 
there is fine timber, however, and abundance of 
slope, and rock, and hollow, we sometimes: gain 
in picturesqueness what we lose by neglect in 
luxury.”. 

Then, as Cousin Monica said she would cross 
the grounds by a path, and meet her carriage at 
a point to which we would accompany her, and 
so make her way home, she took leave of Uncle 
Silas; a ceremony whereat—without, I thought, 
much zeal at either side—a kiss took place. 

“Now, girls,” said Cousin Knollys, when we 
were fairly in motion over the ‘grass, ““what do 
you say—will he let you come—yes or no? I 
can’t say, but I think, dear”—this to Milly— 
“he ought to let you see a little more of the 
world than SRR among the glens and bushes 
of Bartram: ery pretty they are, like your- 
self; but very wild, and very little seen. Where 
is your brother, Milly; is not he older than 

ou?” 

“T don’t know where; and he is older by six 
years and a bit.” 

By-and-by, when Milly was gesticulating to 
frighten some herons by the, river’s brink into 
the air, Cousin Monica said: confidentially to mé, 
‘He has run away, (’'m told—I wish’ I could. 
believe it—and enlisted in a regiment going to 
India, ‘perhaps the best thing for him. id you 
see him here before his judicious self-banish- 
ment?’ 

“ No.” 

‘* Well, I suppose you have had no Joss, Doc- 
tor Bryerly says, from all he can learn, he is a 
very bad young man. And now tell me, dear, 
is Silas kind to you?” F 

“Yes, always gentle, just as you saw him to- 
day; but we don’t see a great deal of him—very 
little, in fact.” 

“And how do you like your life and the peo- 
ple?” she asked. 

“My life, very well; and the people pretty 
well. There’s an old woman we don’t like— 
old Wyat; she is cross and mysterious, and tells 
untruths; but I don’t think she is dishonest—so 
Mary Quince says—and that, you know, is a 
point; and there is a family, father and daugh- 
ter, called Hawkes, who live in the Windmill 
Wood, who are perfect. savages, though my un- 
cle says they don’t mean it; but they are very 
disagreeable, rude people; and except them we 
see very little of the servants or other people. 
But there has been a mysterious visit; some one 
came late at night, and remained for some days, 
though Milly and I never saw them, and Mary 
Quince saw a chaise at the side door at two 
o'clock last night.” 

Cousin Mcnica was so highly interested at 
this that she arrested her walk and stood facin; 
me, with her hand on my arm, questioning an 
listening, and lost, as it seemed, in di con- 
jecture. 

“Tt is not pleasant, you know,” I said. 

“No, it is not pleasant,” said Lady Knollys, 
very mpoatly 
And just then Milly joined us, shouting to us 
to look ‘at the herons lying; so Cousin Monica 
did, and smiled and nodded in thanks to Milly, 
and was again silent and thonghtful as we 
walked on. 

‘“You are to come to me, mind, both of you 
girls,” she said, abruptly; “you shall. © Pll 
manage it.” ; 

When silence returned, and eres ran away 
once more to try whether the ol! gray trout 
was visible in the still water under the bridge, 
Cousin Monica said to me in a low tone, looking 
hard at me, ‘“‘ You’ve not seen any thing to 
frighten you, Maud? Don’t look so alarmed, 
dear,” she added, with a little laugh, which was 
not very merry, however. “f don’t mean 
frighten in any awful sense—in fact, I did not 
mean frighten at all. I meant—I can’t exactly 
express it—any thing to vex, or make you un- 
comfortable, have you?” 

“No, 1 can’t say [ have, except that room in 
which Mr. Charke was found dead.” 

“Oh! you saw that, did you? Ishould like 
tosee itso much. Your bedroom is not near it?” 

“Oh no, on the floor beneath, and looking to 
the front. And Doctor Bryerly talked a little 
to me, and there seemed to be something on his 
mind more than he chose to tell me, so that for 
some time after I saw him I rely. was, as you 
say, frightened; but, except that, I really have 
had no cause. And what is in your mind when 
you asked me?’ 

“Well, you know, Maud, you are afraid of 
ghosts, banditti, and every thing, and I wished 
to know whether you were uncomfortable, and 
what your particular bogle was just now—that, 
T assure you, was all; and I know,” she contin- 
ued, suddenly pene ay her light tone and man- 
ner for one of pointed entreaty. “what Doctor 
Bryerly said; and I implore of you, Maud, to 
think of it seriously; an l when you come to me, 
you shall do so with the intention of remaining 
at Elverston.” tay 

“Now, Cousin Monica, is this fair? you and 
Doctor Bryerly both talk in the same awful way 
to me; and, I assure you, you don’t know how 
nervous I am sometimes, and yet you won't, 
either of you, say what you mean. ow Mon- 
ica, dear cousin, won’t you tell me?” 
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‘You see, dear, it is. so lonely;.it’s a strange 
place, and he so’ odd. I don’t like the place, 
and 1 don’t like him. I’ve tried, but I can’t, 
and I think I never shall. He may be a very— 
what was it that good little silly curate at Knowl 
used to call him?—a very advanced Christian— 
that is it, and I hope he is; but if he is only 
what he used to be, his utter seclusion from so- 
ciety removes the only check, except personal 
fear—and he never had much of that—upon a 
very badman. And you must know, my dear 
Maud, what a prize you are, and what an im- 
mense trust it is.” 

Suddenly Cousin Monica stopped short, and 
looked at me as if she had gone too far. 

‘But you know Silas may be very good now, 
although he was wild and selfish in his young 
days. Indeed, I don’t know what to make of 
him; but I am sure, when you have thought it 
over, you will agree with me and Doctor Bryer- 
ly that you must not stay here.” 

It was in vain trying to induce my cousin to 
be more explicit. 

‘eT hope to see you at Elverstor in a very few 
days. 1 will shame Silas into letting you come. 
I don’t like his: reluctance.” 

“But don’t you think he must know that 
Milly would require some little outfit before her 
visit?” 

“Well, I can’t say. I hope that is all; but, 
be it what it may, Pil make him let you come, 
and immediately too.” 

After she had gone I experienced a repetition 
of those undefined doubts which had tortured 
me for some time after my conversation with 
Doctor Bryerly. I had truly said, however, I 
was well enough contented with my mode of life 
here, for I had been trained at Knowl to a soli- 
tude very nearly as profound. ; 


CHAPTER XL. 
IN WHICH I MAKE ANOTHER COUSIN’S AC- 
QUAINTANCE, 

My correspondence about this time was not 
very extensive. About once a fortnight a letter 
from honest Mrs, Rusk conveyed to me how the 
dogs and ponies were, in queer English, oddly 
spelt; some village gossip, a critique upon Doc- 
tor Clay’s or the curate’s last sermon, and some 
severities generally upon the Dissenters’ doings, 
with loves to Mary Quince, and all good wishes 
to me. Sometimes a welcome letter from cheer- 
ful Cousin Monica; and now, to vary the series, 
a copy of complimentary verses, without a sig- 
nature, very adoring—very like Byron I then 
fancied, and now, I must confess, rather vapid. 
Could I doubt from whom they came? 

Thad received, about a month after my ar- 
rival, a copy of verses in the same hand, in a 
plaintive ballad style, of the soldierly sort, in 
which the writer said that, as living, his sole ob- 
ject was to pleas? me, so dying I should be his 
latest thought; and some more poetic impieties, 
asking only in’ return that when the storm o 
battle had swept over, I should “‘shed a tear” on 
seeing “the oak lie where it fell.” Of course, 
about. this lugubrious pun there could be no mis- 
conception. ‘The captain was unmistakably in- 
dicated; and I was so moved that I could no 
longer retain my secret, but, walking with Milly 
that day, confided the little romance to that un- 
sophisticated listener, under the chestnut-trees. 
The lines were so amorously dejected, and yet 
so heroically redolent of blood and gunpowder, 
that Milly and 1 agreed that the writer must be 


on the verge of a sanguinary campaign, 
i rae Uncle ilas’ “‘ Times” 


It was not easy to ; 

or “Morning. Post,” which we fancied would 
explain these horrible allusions; but Milly be- 
thought her of a sergeant in the militia, resident 
in Feltram, who knew the destination and quar- 
ters of every Bhs Peat! in the service; and cir- 
cuitously, from this authority, we learned, to 
my infinite relief, that Captain Oakley’s, regi- 
ment had still two years to sojourn in England. 

I was summoned one evening by old L’Amour 
to my uncle’s room. I remember his appear- 
ance that evening so well, as he lay back in his 
chair—the pillow; the white glare of his strange 
eyes; his feeble, painful smile. 

“You'll excuse phe rising, dear Maud, I 
am so miserably ill this evening. 

I expressed my respectful condolence. 

“ Yes, I am to be pitied; but pity is of no use, 
dear,” he murmured, peevishly. “I sent for you 
to make you acquainted with your cousin, my 
son. Where are you, Daelest mi ei ane 

A figure seated in’a low lour @-chair, ai 
the other side of the fire, and which, till then, I 
had not observed, at these words rose Sp a little 
slowly, like a man stiff after a day’s hunting; 
and I beheld with a shock that held my breath, 

my eyes upon him in a stare, the 
pai age = Mi I had encountered at Church 
Seareiae on the day of my unpleasant excur- 
sion there with madame, and who, to the best 
of my belief, was also one of that ruffianly party 
who had peakably terrified me in the war- 


so uns: 
ren at Knowl. : 

I suppose I looked very much affrighted. If 
Thad been looking at a ghost I could not have 
felt much more scared and incredulous. 

When I was able to'turn my eyes upon my 
uncle he was not looking at me, but, witha glim- 
mer of that smile with which a father looks on a 
son whose youth and comeliness he admires, his 
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white face was turned toward the young man. 
in whom I beheld nothing but the image of 
odious and dreadful associations. 

“Come, sir,” said my uncle, ‘‘ we must not 
be too modest. Here’s your Cousin Maud— 
what do you say?” 

“How are ye, miss?” he said, with a sheepish 

in. 

a Miss!. Come, come, miss us no misses,” said 
my uncle; ‘‘she is Maud, and you Dudley; or 
I mistake; or we shall have you calling Mill 
madame. She'll not refuse you her hand, 
venture to think, Come, young gentleman, 
speak for yourself.” 

“How are ye, Maud?” he said, doing his best, 
and, drawing nearer, he extended his hand. 
“ You’re welcome to Bartram-Haugh, miss.” 

“Kiss your cousin, sir, Where’s your gal- 
lantry? On my honor, I disown you,” exclaimed 
my uncle, with more energy than he had shown 
before. 


With a clumsy effort, and a grin that was | 


both. sheepish and impudent, he grasped my 
hand and advanced his face, The imminent 
salute gave me a to spring back a step or 
two, and he hesitated. 

ge es laughed peevishly. 

“ Well, well, that will do, cup e. In my 
time first-cousins did not meet cer strangers; 
but perhaps we were wrong; we are learning 
modesty from the Americans, and old Englis 
Ways are too gross for us.” 

“Thave—l’ve seen him before—that is—” and 
at this point I stopped. 

My uncle turned his strange glare, ina sort of 
scowl of inquiry, upon me... ° 

“Oh! hey! why this is news. _ You never told 
me. Where haye you met, eh, Dudley?” 

“Never saw her in my days, so far as I’m 
aweer on,” said the young man, 

“No! Well, then, Maud, will you enlighten 
me?” said Uncle Silas, coldly. 

“T did see that young gentleman before,” I 
faltered. . 

“Meaning me, ma’am?’ he asked, coolly. 

“Yes—certainly you. I did, uncle,” an- 
swered I. 

“* And where was it, my dear? Not at Knowl, 
Ifancy. Poor dear Austin did not trouble me 
or mine much with his hospitalities.” 

This was not a pleasant tone to take in speak- 
ing of his dead brother and benefactor; but, at 
the moment, I was too much engaged upon the 
one point to observe it. 

““T met”—I could not say my cousin—‘‘ I met 
him, uncle—your son—that young gentleman 
—I saw him, I should say, at Chureh Sears- 
dale, and afterward with some other persons in 
the warren at Knowl. It was the night our 
gamekeeper was beaten.” 

“Well, Dudley, what do you say to that?’ 
asked Uncle Silas. 

“T never was at them places, so help me. I 
don’t know where they be; and I never set, eyes 
on the young lady before, as I hope to be saved, 
in all my days,” said he, with a countenance so 
unchanged and an air so confident that I began 
to think I ‘must be the dupe of one of those 
strange resemblances which have been known to 
lead to positive identification in the witness-box, 
afterward proved to be utterly mistaken. 

**You look so—so uncomfortable, Maud, at the 
idea of having seen him before, that T hardly 
wonder at the vehemence of his denial. There 
was plainly something disagreéable; but yeu see, 
as repent him, itis a total mistake. y boy 


was always a truth-telling fellow—you may rely 
implicitly on what he says. You were not at 
those places?” 


“T wish I may—” began the ingenuous youth, 
with increased vehemence. 

“There, there, that will do; your, honor and 
word as a gentleman—and that you are, though 
a poor one—will quite satisfy your Cousin Maud. 
Am I right, my dear? Ido assure you, as a 
gentleman, I never knew him to say the thing 
that was not.” 

So Mr. Dudley Ruthyn began, not to curse 
but to swear in the prescribed form, that he had 
never seen me before, or the places Thad named, 
“since I was weaned, by—” ; 

“That’s enough—now shake hands, if you 
won't kiss, like cousins,” interrupted my uncle. 

And very uncomfortably I did lend him my 
hand to shake. 

“You'll want some supper, Dudley, so Maud 
and I will excuse your going. Good-night, my 
dear boy,” and he smiled and waved him 
the room. 


observe how finely proportioned he igen ni - 
e's 


bate when he has had a little rie igen 
as 


nothing but what was disagrees in the horrid 
bumpin, and thought. such an instance of the 
we ess of parental partiality was hardly cred- 
ible. y | 


I looked down, dreading another direct appeal 
to my judgment; and Uncle Silas, I suppose, re- 
ferred those downcast looks to maiden modesty, 
or he forbore to task mine by any new inter- 
rogatory. 

udley Ruthyn’s cool and resolute denial of 
ever having seen me or the places I had named, 
and the inflexible serenity of his countenance 
while doing so, did very much shake my confi- 
dence in my own identification of him. I could 
not be quite certain that the person I had seen 
at Church Scarsdale was the very same whom I 
afterward saw at Knowl. And now, in this par- 
ticular instance, after the lapse of a still longer 
period, could I be perfectly certain that any 
memory, deceived by some accidental points of 
resemblance, had not duped me, and wronged 
my cousin, Dudley Ruthyn? 

suppose my uncle had expected from me 
some signs of acquiescence in his splendid esti- 
mate of his cub, and was nettled at my silence. 
After a short interval he said: “‘ I’ve seen some- 
thing of the world in my day, and I can say, 
without a misgiving of = that Dudley 
is the material of a perfect English gentleman. 
I’m not blind, of course—the training must be 
prep a year or two of good models, active 
self-criticism and good society. I simply say 
that the material is there.” 

Here was another interval of silence. 

‘And now tell me, child, what these recollec- 
tions of Church—Church—what ?” 

‘Church Scarsdale,” I replied. 

“Yes, thank you—Church Scarsdale’ and 
Knowl are?” 

So L related my stories as well as I could. 

‘Well; dear Maud, the adventure of Church 
Scarsdale is hardly as terrific as I expected,” 
said Uncle Silas, with a cold little laugh; ‘and 
I don’t see, if he had really been the hero of it, 
why he should shrink from avowing it. I know 
Ishould not. And I really can’t say that your 
picnic party in the grounds of Knowl has fright- 
ened me much more, A lady waiting in the 
carriage, and two or three tipsy young men. 


| Her et seems tome a guarantee that no 


mischief was meant; but Champagne is the soul 
of frolic, and a row with the gamekeepers a na- 
tural consequence. It happened to me once— 
forty years ago, when I was. a wild young buck 
—one of the worst rows I ever was in.” 

And Uncle Silas poured some eau-de-Cologne 
over the corner of his handkerchief, and touched 


| his temples with it. 


‘If my boy had been there, I do assure you— 
and I know him—he would say so at once, I 
fancy he would rather boast of it, I never knew 
him utter an untruth. When you know him a 
little you'll say so.” 

With these words Uncle Silas leaned back ex- 
hausted, and languidly poured some of »his fa- 
vorite eau-de-Cologne over the palms of his 
hands, nodded a farewell, and, in a whisper, 
wished me good-night. 

 Dudley’s come,” whispered Milly, taking me 
under the arm as I entered the lobby. ‘But I 
don’t care; he never gives me nou’t; and he gets 
money from governor as much as he likes, and I 
neyer asixpence. It’s a shame!” 

So there was no at; love between the only 
son and only daughter of the younger line of 
the Ruthyns. 

I was curious to learn all that Milly could tell 
| me of this new inmate of Bartram-Haugh; and 
| Milly was communicative without having a great 
| deal to relate, and what I heard from her tend- 
| ed to confirm my own disagreeable impressions 
|. about him. She was afraid of him. He was 

Sa woundy ugly customer in a wax, she could 
tell me.” He was the only one “‘she ever know- 
ed as had pluck to jaw the governor.” But he 
was “‘afeard on the governor, too.” 

His. visits to Bartram-Haugh, I heard, were 
desultory, and this, to my relief, would probably 
not rae As a week or a fortnight. ‘He was 
such ‘a fashionable cove;” he was always ‘‘a 

adding about, mostly to Liverpool or Birming- 
Eaan, and sometimes to Lunnun itself.” He 
was ‘‘keeping company one time with Beauty: 

overnor thought, and he was awfully afraid 

e’d ’a’ married her; but that was all bosh and 
nonsense; and Beauty would have none of his 
chaff and wheedling, for she liked Tom Brice;” 
and Milly thought that Dudley never “cared a 
‘erack of a whip for her.” He used to go to the 
Windmill to have ‘‘a smoke with Pe 7? and 

he was a member of the Feltram Club, that met 
at the ‘‘ Plume o’ Feathers.” He was ‘‘a rare 

i shot,” she heard; and “‘ he was before the 
justices for ching, but they could make 
nothing of it.” And the governor said “it was 
all parang spite of him; for they hate us for 
being better blood than they.” d “all but 
the squires and those upstart folks loves Dud- 
ley, he is so handsome and gay, though he be a 
bit cross at home.” And ‘ governor says he'll 
be a Parliament man yet, spite o’ them all.” 

Next morning, when our breakfast was nearly 

ended, Dudley tapped at the window with the 
end of his clay pipe—a.“ churehwarden ” Milly 
called it—just such a long curved pipe as Joe 
Willett is made to hold between his in those 
charming illustrations of ‘‘ Barnaby Rudge ”— 
which we all know so well—and ing his 
“ wide-awake” with a burlesque salutation, 
which, I suppose, would have charmed the 
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“Plume of Feathers,” he a ; kicked, and 
caught his ‘‘ wide-awake ” with an agility and a 
gravity as he Ae te it, so inexpressibly hu- 
morous, that. Milly went off in a loud fit of 
laughter, with the ejaculation: 

“Did you ever!” . 

It was odd how repulsively my confidence in 
my original identification always revived on un- 
expectedly seeing Dudley after an interval. 

betula perceive that this piece of comic by- 
play was meant to make a suitable impression 
upon me. I received it, however, with a killing 

ravity; and after a word or two to Milly, he 
founged away, having first broken his pipe, bit 
by bit, into pieces, which he balanced in turn on 
his nose and on his chin, from which features 
he jerked them into his mouth with a precision 
which, along with his excellent pantomime of 
eating thém, highly excited Milly’s mirth and 

iration. 


CHAPTER XLI. 
MY COUSIN DUDLEY. 
Greatiy to my satisfaction this engaging 
erson did not appear again that day; but next 
po Milly told me that my uncle had taken him 
to task for the neglect with which he was treat- 


ing us. 

% He did pitch into him's and short, and 
not a word from him, only sulky like; and I so 
frightened, I durst not look up almost; and 
they said a lot I-could not make head or tail of; 
and governor ordered me out o’ the room, and 
glad {Was to go; and'so they had it out between 

hem. 


Milly could throw no light whatsoever upon 
the adventures at Church Scarsdale and Knowl. 
I was left still in doubt, which sometimes: oscil- 
lated one way, and sometimes another. But, 
on the whole, [could not shake off the misgiv- 
i which constantly recurred, and pointed 
very obstinately to Dudley as the hero of those 
odious scenes. 

Oddly enough, though, I now felt far less con- 
fident upon the point than I did at first sight. oI 
had begun ‘to distrust fey eee and ‘to’ sus- 
pect my fancy; but of this there could be no 
question, that between the person so unpleas- 
antly linked in my remembrance with those 
scenes and Dudley Ruthyn, a striking, though 
possibly only a general resemblance did exist. 

Milly was certainly right as to the gist of Un- 
cle Silas’ injunctions, for we saw more of Dudley 
henceforward. 

He was shy; he was impudent; he was awk- 
ward; he was conceited—altogether a most in- 
tolerable _bumpkin. Though he sometimes 
flushed and stammered, and never for a moment 
was at his ease in my presence, yet, tomy inex- 
pressible disgust there was a self-complacenc 
in his manner, and a kind of triumph in’ his 
leer, which very plainly told me how’ satisfied 
he was as to the nature of the impression he 
was making upon me. 

I would Sate given worlds to tell him how 
odious I thought him. Probably, however, he 
would not have believed me. Perhaps*he fan- 
cied that ‘‘ladies” affected airs of indifference 
and repulsion to cover their real) feelings. ‘I 
never looked at or spoke to him when I could 
avoid either, and then it was as briefly as I 
could. Todo him justice, however, he ‘seemed 
to have no liking for our society, and certainly 
never seemed altogether comfortable in it. 

I find it hard to write quite impartially evén 
of Dudley Ruthyn’s personal ‘ap ce; but, 
with an effort, I confess that his features were 

d, and his re not ‘amiss, though a little 
attish, He had light whiskers, light hair, and 
a pink complexion, and very good blue ‘eyes. 
So far my uncle was right; and if he had been 
perfectly gentlemanlike, he really might have 
passed for a handsome man in the judgment of 
some critics. 

But there was that odious mixture of mauwvaise 
honte and impudence, a clumsi a slyness, 
and a consciousness in his bearing and counte- 
nance, not distinctly boorish, but low; which 
turned his good looks into an ugliness more: in- 
tolerable ti that of ecaery e and a brane 
sponding vulgarity pervading his dress, e- 
meanor, and his very walk, marred whatever 
good points his fi See If you take 
oo this into account, wit _ ominous and rae 

misgivings constantly recurring, you wi 
understand the mixéd feailigs of anger and dis- 
gust with which I received the admiration he 
favored me with. 

Gradually he grew less constrained in my 
presence, and certainly his'manners were not 
unproved by his re ne éase and confidence. 

e came in while ly and I were at’ lunch- 
eon, jumped up, with a “‘right-about face” per- 
formed in the air, sitting on the sideboard, 
whenee grinning slyly and kickin: his heels, he 
leered at us. 5 

“Will you have something, Dudley?” asked 


Milly. 

“No, lass; but I'll look at ye, and maybe 
drink a drop for polapeny 

And with these words he took a sportsman’s 
flask from his pocket, and helping himself to a 
gees Sine beast tet att os ee 

of stro: randy and water as he ; 

ek netncabed i with it from time to 


** Curate’s up wi’ the governor,” he said, with 
agrin. ‘I wanted a word wi’ him, but I s’pose 
Vl hardly git in this hour or more; they’re a- 
praying and disputing, and a Bible chopping as 
usual, Ha, ha! But ’twon’t hold much longer, 
old Wyat says, now that Uncle Austin’s dead; 
there’s nou’t to be made o’ praying and that 
work no longer, and it don’t pay of itself,” 

‘Oh fie! For shame, you sinner!” laughed 
Milly. “ He wasn’t ina church these five years, 
he says, and then only ‘to meet a young lady. 
Now isn’t he’a sintier, Maud—isn’t he?” 

Dudley, grinning, looked with a languishing 
slyness at me, biting the edge of his wide- 
awake, which he held over his breast. 

Duc ley Ruthyn probably thought there wasa 
manly and desperate sort of fascination in the 
impiety he professed, 

“TI wonder, Milly,” said 'T, ‘‘ at ‘your laughing. 
How can you laugh?” 

“You'd have me cry, would ye?” answered 
Milly. 

% t certainly’ would not have you laugh,” I re- 
plied. 

**T know I wish some one ’ud cry, for me, and 
Iknow who,” said Dudley, in what he meant for 
a very engaging way, and he looked at me as if 
he thought T must feel flattered by his caring to 
have my tears. 

Instead of erying, however, I leaned back in 
my chair, and began Guiety. to turn over the 

es of Walter Scott’s poems, which I and 
ly were then reading in the evenings. 

The tone in which this odious young man 
spoke of his father, his coarse mention of mine. 
and his low boasting of his irreligion, disgusted 
me more’ than ever with him. 

“They parsons be slow coaches—awful slow. 
Til have a bit to wait, I s’pose. I should 
be three miles away and more this time— 
drat it!” He was eying the leggin of the foot 
which he held up while he spoke, as if calculat- 
ing how far away that limb should have carried 
him by this time. _‘‘ Why can’t folk do their 
Bible and prayérs o’ Sundays, and get it off 
their stomachs? I say, Milly, jass, will ye see 
if governor be done wi’ the curate? Do. I’m 
a-losing the whole day along o’ him,” 

Milly jumped up, accustomed, to obey her 
brother, and as she passed me, whispered, with 
a wink, ‘‘ Money.” And away she went. Dud- 
ley whistled a tune, and swung his foot like 
a pendulum as he followed her with his side 
glance. 

“T say itis a hard case, miss, a lad o’ spirit 
should be kept so tight. I haven’t a shilling 
but what comes through his fingers, an’ drat 
a tizny he’ll gi’ me till he knows the reason 
why. 

‘** Perhaps,” I said, “my uncle thinks you 
should earn some for yourself.” 

“Td like to know how a fellah’s to earn 
money nowadays. You wouldn’t haye a gen- 
tleman to keep a shop, I fancy, But T’ll ha’ a 
fistful jist now, and’no thanks to he. ‘Them ex- 
ecutors, you know, owes me a deal o’ money. 
Very honest chaps, of course; but they’re cursed 
slow about paying, T know.” 

I made no remark upon this elegant allusion 
to the executors of my dear father’s will. 

“ An’ T tell Phe Maud, when T git the tin, I 
know who [ll buy a farin’ for—T do, lass,” 

The odious creature drawled this with a sSide- 
long leer, which, I suppose, he fancied quite ir- 
resistible. 


IT am one of those unfortunate persons who 
always blushed when I most wished to look in- 
different; ‘and now, tomy inexpressible chagrin, 
with its accustomed perversity, I felt the blush 
mount to my cheeks, and glow even on my fore- 


head. 
ceived this most disconcert- 


I saw that he 
ing indication of a sentiment the very idea of 
which was so detestable, that. pally Corse 
with mysélf and with him, I'did not kiow how 
to exhibit my contempt and indignation, 

Mistaking the cause of my discomposure, Mr. 
Dudley Ruthyn laughed softly, with an insuffer- 
able suavity. . 

‘And there’s some’at, lass,’ I must haye in 
return. Honor pe Beg 8 you know; you would 
not ha’ me disobey the ‘governor?’ No, you 
wouldn’t—would ‘ye?” 

darted at him a look which I hoped would 
have quelled his impertinence, but I blushed 
most provokingly—more violently than ever. 

‘Td back them eyes again’ the county, I 
would,” he exclaimed, with a condescending én- 
thusiasm, “You're awful pretty, you. are, 
Maud. I don’t know what came over me t’other 
night when governor told’ me to buss ye; but, 
dang it, ye sha’n’t deny me now, and Vil have 
a kiss, lass, in spite o’ thy blushes” 

He jumped from his elevated seat on the side- 
board, and came swaggering toward me, with 
an ous grin, and arms extended. 
started to my feet, absolutely transported with 


“Drat me if she bain’t a-going to fight me!” 
he chuckled, humorously, 

& Come, bes you ty a be ba pen 
sure r r 0 our . 
Wave ielan cnanre Hayy es ta 

“Don’t—don’t, sir. Stand back, or Pll call 


’ the servants.” 


And, as it was, I began to scream for Milly. 


Vou. I. 


““There’s how it is with all they cattle! You 
never knows your own mind—ye don’t,” he said, 
surlily, ‘“‘ You make such a row about a bit o’ 
play. _ Drop it, will you? There’s no one 
eager you—is there? I’m not, for sartain,” 
And, with an angry chuckle, he turned on his 
heel and left the room. __ 

I think I was perfectly right to resist, with all 
the vehemence of which I was capable, this at- 
tempt to assume an intimacy which, notwith- 
poeiiar my uncle’s opinion to the contrary, 
seemed to me like an outrage. 

Milly found_ me alone—not frightened, but 
very angry. I had quite made up my mind to 
complain to my uncle, but the curate was still 
with him, and, by the time be had gone, I was 
cooler, My awe of my uncle had returned. I 
fancied that he would treat the whole affair asa 
mere playful piece of gallantry. So, with the 
comfortable conviction that he had had a lesson, 
and would think twice before repeating his;im- 
pertinence, I resolved, with Milly’s approbation, 
to.leave matters as they were. 

Dudley, greatly to my comfort, was huffed 
with me, and hardly pppeend, and was sulky 
and silent when he did. I lived then in the 
eater anticipation of his departure, which 

illy thought would be very soon. 

My. uncle. had his. Bible and his consolations ; 
but it can not haye béen pleasant to this old 
roue, converted though he was—this refined 
man of fashion—to see his son grow up.an out- 
cast and a Tony Lumpkin; for, whatever -he 
may have thought of his natural gifts, he must 
haye known how mean a boor he was, , 

I try to recall my then poor agss of my 
uncle’s character, Grizzly and chaotie the image 
rises—silver head—feet of clay... as yet knew 
little of him. 

I began to perceive that, he was what Mary 
Quince used to call ‘‘ dreadful particular "—I 
suppose a little selfish and impatient. He used 
to get cases of turtle from Liverpool. He drank 
claret and hock for his health. and ate wood- 
cock and other light and salutary dainties for 
the same reason, and was petulant and vicious 
about the cooking of these, and the flavor and 
clarness of his coffee, 

His conversation was easy, lished, and, 
with a sentimental glazing, cold; but across this 
artificial talk, with its French rhymes, racy 
phrases, and fluent eloquence, like ‘a streak of 
angry light, would at intervals suddenly gleam 
some dismal thought of religion. I never could 
quite satisfy myself whether they were affecta- 
tions or genuine, like intermittent thrills of pain. 

The light of his pol SPiN was very peculiar. 
Tcan liken it to nothing but the sheen of in- 

moonlight on burnished metal, _ But that 
can not express it. It‘ glared white and sud- 
denly—almost fatuous. thought of Moore’s 
lines whenever I looked on it; 
“** Oh, ye aeag oh, ye dead! whom we know by the 
ou give 

From your cold, Gleaming eyes, though you move 

like men who live.” 
Inever saw in any other eye the least glimmer 
of the same baneful effulgence. His fits, too— 
his hoverings between life and death—between 
intellect and insanity—a dubious, marsh-fire 
existence, horrible to look on! 

I was puzzled even to comprehend his fee! 
toward children. Sometimes it seemed 
me that he was ready to lay down his soul for 
them; at others, he looked and ree almost as 
if he hated them. He talked as if the image of 
death was always before him, yet he took a 
terrible interest in life, while seemingly dozing 
away the dregs of his days in sight of his coffin. 

Oh, Uncle Silas, tremendous ein the 
past, burning always in. memory in the same 
awful light, the fixed white face of scorn and 
anguish! It seems as if the Woman of Endor 
had led me to that chamber and showed me a 


specter. 

Dudley had not left Bartram-Haugh when a 
aie note reached me from Lady Knollys. It 
said: 

“Dearest Maup:—I. have written by this to 
Silas, beseeching a loan of you and 1 y cousins Milly 
I see no reason your uncle can possibly have for re- 
fusing me; and, therefore, I count confidently on 
seeing you both at Elverston to-morrow, to stay for 
atleast a week. I have hardly ‘a creature to meet 
xo0- I have been disappointed in: several visitors; 

ut, another time, we shall have a gayer house. Tell 
Milly—with my love—that I will not. forgive her if 
she fails to accompany you. om 

“Believe me ever your afféctionate cousin, 

*“MontcA KNOLLys.”’ 

Milly and I were both ‘afraid that Uncle Si- 
las would refuse his consent, although we could 
not divine any sound reason for his doing so, and 
there were many in favor of his improving the 
opportunity of allowing poor Milly to see some 
persons of her own sex above the rank of 
menials. 

At about twelve o’clock my uncle sent for us, 
and, to our t delight, announced his. con- 
sent, and wished us a very happy excursion. 


CHAPTER XLM, 
ELVERSTON AND ITS PEOPLE. 
So may and I drove through the gabled high 
street of Feltram next day. “We saw my gra- 


cious cousin smoking with a ‘like a. 
at ‘the door of the’ Plans of Feathee? 
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drew myself back as we passed, and Milly pop- 
ped her head out of the window. 

“Tm >dlessed,” said she, laughing, “if he 
hadn’t his thumb to his nose, and pec} up 
his little finger the way he does with old Wyatb 
—L’Amour, ye know, and you may be sure he 
said something funny, for Jim Jolliter was 
laughin’, with his pipe in his hand.” 

“T wish I had not seen him, Milly. I feel as 
if if were an ill-omen. He always looks so 
cross; and I dare say he wished us some ill,” I 
said. 

“No, no, you don’t know Dudley; if he were 
angry he'd say nothing that’s funny; no, he’s 
not vexed, only shamming vexed.” 

The scenery through which we passed was 
very pretty. The road brought us through a 
narrow and wooded glen. Such studies of ivied 
rocks and twisted roots! A littlestream tinkled 
lonely through the hollow. Poor Milly! In her 
odd way she made herself companionable. 
have sometimes fancied an enjoyment of natu- 
ral scenery not so much a faculty as an acquire- 
ment. It is so exquisite in the instructed, so 
strangelyabsent in uneducated humanity. But 
certainly with Milly it was inborn and hearty, 
and so : e could enter into my raptures, and re- 

uite them. 
- Then over one of those beautiful Derbyshire 
moors we drove, and so into a wide wooded hol- 
low, where was our first view of Cousin Moni- 
ca’s pretty gabled house, beautified with that in- 
deseribable air of shelter and comfort which be- 
longs to an old English residence, with old tim- 
ber grouped round it, and something in its as- 
pect of the quaint old times and bygone merry- 
makings, saying sadly, but genially, ‘‘ Come in; 
I bid you welcome. For two hundred years or 
more have I been the home of this beloved old 
family, whose generations I have seen in the cra- 
dle and in the coffin, and whose mirth, and sor- 
rows, and hospitalities I remember. All their 
friends, like you, were welcome; and you, like 
them, will here enjoy the warm illusions that 
cheat the sad conditions of mortality; and like 
them. you will go your way, and others succeed 

ou, till at last I, too, shall yield to the general 
aw of decay, and disappear.” 

By this time poor Milly had grown very nery- 
ous, a state which she described in such ver 
odd phraseology as threw me, in spite of myse! 
—for I affected an impressive gravity in lectur- 
ing her in her language—into a hearty fit of 
laughter. ‘ eres 

T must mention, however, that in certain im- 

rtant points Milly was very essentially re- 
Pormied. Her dress, though not very fashiona- 
ble, was no longer absurd; and I had drilled her 
into A aesiiie | and laughing quietly; and for the 
rest I trusted to the indulgence which is always, 
I think, more honestly and easily obtained from 
well-bred than from under-bred people. 

Cousin Monica was out when we arrived; but 
we found that she had arranged a double-bedded 
room for me and Milly, greatly to our content; 
and good Mary Quince was placed in the dress- 
ing-room beside us. 

Ve had only just commenced our toilet when 
our hostess entered, as usual in high spirits, 
welcoming and kissing us both again and again. 
She was, indeed, in extraordinary delight, for 
she had anticipated some stratagem or evasion 
to prevent.our yisit; and in her usual way spoke 
her mind as frankly about Uncle Silas to poor 
Milly as she used to do of my dear father to me. 

“YT did not think he would let you come with- 
out a battle; and you know, if he chose to be ob- 
stinate, it would not have been easy to get you 
out of the enchanted ground, for soit seems to be 
with that awful old wizard in the midst of it. I 
mean Silas, your papa. pay dear. Honestly, is 
not he very much like Michael Scott?” 

“T never saw him,” answered poor Milly— 
‘at least, that I’m aware of,” she added, per- 
ceiving us smile. “But I do think he’s a 
thought like old Michael Dobbs, that sells the 
ferrets; maybe you mean him?” 

“Why, you told me, Maud, that you and Mil- 
ly were reading Walter Scott’s poems. Well, no 
matter. Michael Scott, my dear, was a dead 
wizard, with ever so much silvery hair, lying in 
his grave for ever so many years, with just life 
enough to scowl when they took his book; and 
yow'll find him in the ‘ Lay of the Last Minstrel,’ 
exactly like your papa, my dear. And my peo- 
ple tell me that your brother Dudley has been 
seen drinking and smoking about Feltram this 
week. Howlong does he remain at home? Not 
yery long, eh? And, bg dear, he has not 
been making love to you? Well, I see; of course 
he has. And, apropos of love-making, I hope 
that impudent creature, Charles Oakley, has not 
been teasing you with notes or verses.’ 

“Tndeed but he has, though, interposed Miss 
Milly, a good deal to my chagrin, for I saw no 

eulat reagon i placing 

ousin Monica’s hands. > t t 
little copies of verses, with the qualification, 
however, that I did not know from whom they 


came. 
“Well, now, dear Maud, have not I eel 
fifty times over to have nothing to say to him? 
T’ve found out, my dear, he plays, and he is very 
much in debt. Tee made a vow to pay no more 
for him. I’ve been such a fool, you have no no- 


tion; and I’m speaking, you know, against my- 


self; it would be such a relief if he were to find 
a wife to support him; and he has been, I’m 
told, very sweet upon a rich old maid—a but- 
ton-maker’s sister in Manchester.” 

This arrow was well shot. 

“But don’t be frightened, you are richer as 
well as younger, and no doubt, will have your 
chance first, my dear; and in the mean time, 
I dare say those verses, like Falstaff’s billet- 
doux, you know, are doing double duty,” 

T laughed, but the button-maker was a secret 
trouble to me; and I would have given I know 
not what that Captain Oakley were one of the 
company, that I might treat him with the re- 
fine contempt which his deserts and my digni- 
ty demanded, 

Cousin Monica busied herself about Milly’s 
toilet, and was a very useful lady’s-maid, chat- 
ting in her own way all the time; and ‘at last, 
tapping Milly under the chin with her finger, 
she said, very complacently, “I think I have 
succeeded, Miss Milly; look in the glass. She 
really is a very pretty creature.” And Milly 
blushed, and looked with a shy gratification, 
which made her look still prettier, on the 
mirror. 

Milly indeed was very ‘Peeety She looked 
much taller now that her dresses were made of 
the ustial length. A little plump she was, 
eens fair, with such azure eyes, and rich 
nair. 

“The more you laugh the better, Milly, for 
you've got very pretty teeth—yery pretty; and 
if you were my daughter, or if your father 
would become president of a. college of magi- 


cians, and give you up to me, I venture to say I | 


would place ‘you very well; and even as it is we 
must try, my dear,” So downy to the drawing- 
room we went; and Cousin Monica entered, 
leading us both by the hands. 

By this time the curtains were closed, and the 
drawing-room dependent on the pleasant glow of 
the fire, and the slight provisional illumination 
usual before dinner. 

‘‘Here are my two cousins,” began Lady 
Knollys: “this is Miss Ruthyn, of Knowl, whom 
I take the liberty of calling Maud; and this 
is Miss Millicent Ruthyn, Silas’ daughter, you 
know, whom I venture to call Milly; and they 
are very pretty, as you will see, when we get a 
little more light, and they know it very well 
themselves.” And as she spoke, a frank-eyed, 
gentle, ba lady, not so tall as I, but with 
a very kind face, rose up from a book of prints, 
and, smiling, took our hands. 

She was by no means Hb as I then count- 
ed youth—past thirty, thine with an 
air that was very quiet, and friendly, and en- 
gaging. She had never been a mere fashionable 
woman, plainly; but she had the ease and pol- 
ish of the best society, and seemed to take a 
kindly interest both in Milly and me; and Cousin 
Monica called her Mary, and sometimes Polly. 
That was all I knew of her for the present. 

So ha apart oS the time passed by till the 
dressing-bell rung, and we ran away to our 
room. 

“Did TI say any thing very bad?” asked poor 
Milly, standing exactly fore me so soon ber 
door was shut. 

“ Nothing, gre you are doing admirably.” 

‘* And I do look a great fool, don’t I?’ she de- 
manded, x 

“You look extremely pretty, Milly, and not 
a bit like a fool.” 4 

“T watch every thing. I think Pll learn it at 
last, but it comes a little troublesome at first; 
and they do talk different from what I used— 
you were quite right there,” 

When we returned to the drawing-room we 
found the party already assembled, and chatting, 
evidently with spirit. 

The village doctor, whose name I forget, a 
small man, gray, with shrewd gray eyes, shar 
and mulberry nose, whose conflagration extend- 
ed to his rugged cheeks, and touched his chin 
and forehead, was ee no doubt a; 
ably, with Mary, as Cousin Monica called her 

es 


t. 
Syn my shoulder Milly whispered, ‘‘ Mr. Ca- 
rysbroke,” sha sya 

And Milly was quite right: that gentleman 
chatting with Lady Knollys, his elbow resting 
on the c ht ers was, indeed, our acquaint- 
ance of the Windmill Wood. He instantly rec- 
ognized us, and met us with his pleased and in- 
telligent smile. 

‘“T was just trying to describe to Lady Knol- 
lys the charming scenery of the Windmill Wood, 
among which I was so fortunate as to make your 
acquaintance, Miss Ruthyn. Even in this beau- 
tiful county I know of nothing prettier.” 

Then he sketched it, as it were, with a few 
light but glowing words. 


‘What a sweet scene!” said Cousin Monica; | 


“only think of her never brin me through 
it. She reserves it, I fancy, for her romantic 
adventures; and you, I know, are very benevo- 
lent, Ilbury, and’all that kind of thing; but I 
am not quite certain that you would have walked 
along that narrow parapet, over a river, to visit 
a sick old woman, if you had not happened to 
py two very pretty demoiselles on the other 

fe. 

“What an ill-natured ! I must either 
forfeit my character for terested benevo- 


‘lost his heart to 
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lenée, so justly admired, or disavow a motive 
that does such infinite credit to my taste,” ex- 
claimed Mr. Carysbroke, ‘TI think a charita- 
ble person would have said that a philanthro- 
pist, in prosecuting his virtuous but perilous vo- 
eation, was unéxpectedly rewarded by a vision 
of angels.” 

“And with these angels loitered away the 
time which ought to have been devoted to good 
Mother Hubbard, in her fit of lumbago, and re- 
turned without having set eyes on that afflicted 
Christian, to amaze his worthy sister with poetic 
babblings about wood-nymphs and such pagan 
impieties,” rejoined Lady Henollys 

“Well, be just,” he replied, Jatighing: ‘did 
not I go next day and see the patient ?” 

“Yes; next day you went by the same route 
—in quest of the dryades, Tam afraid, and wero 
rewarded—by the spectacle of Mother Hub- 
bard.’ 

“Will nobody help a humane man in difficul- 
ties?’ Mr. Carysbroke appealed, 

“*T do believe,” said the lady whom as yet I 
knew only as Mary, “that every word that 
Monica says is perfectly true.” 

‘*And if it be so, am T not all the moro in 
heed of help ? Truth is sim y the most danger- 
ous kind of defamation, an really think I’m 
most ¢ruelly persecuted.” 

At this moment dinner was announced, anda 
meek and dapper little clergyman, with smooth, 
aes cheeks, and tresses parted ccwn the mid- 

le, whom Thad not seen before, emerged from 
shadow. 

This little man was assigned to Milly, Mr. 
Carysbroke to me, and I know not how the 
remaining ladies divided the doctor between 
them, 

That dinner, the first at Elverston, I remem- 
ber as a very pleasant repast. Every one talked 
—it was impossible that conversation should flag 
where Lady Knollys was; and Mr. Carysbroke 
was very agreeable and amusing. At the other 
side of the table, the little pink curate, T was 
happy to see, was prattling away, with a modest 
fluency, in an under tone to Milly, who was fol- 
lowing my instructions most conscientiously, 
and speaking in so low a tone that I could hard- 


ly hear at the opposite side one word she was 
saying. 
hat night Cousin Monica paid us a visit, as 


we sat chatting by the fire in our room, and I 
told her: 

T have just been Lama Magee’ what an im- 
pression she has made. e pretty little cler- 

man—il en est epris—he has evidently quite 

er. ‘I dare say he'll preach 
next Sunday on some of King Solomon’s wiro 
sayings about the irresistible strength of wo- 
men, 

“Yes,” said Lady acm be ‘Cor maybe on tho 
sensible text, ‘Whoso findeth a wife findeth a 
good thing, and obtaineth favor,’ and so forth. 
At all events, I may say, Milly, whoso findeth a 
husband such as he findeth a tolerably good 
thing. He is an examplary little creature, sec- 
ond son of Sir Harry Biddlepen, with a little in- 
dependent income of his own, besides his church 
revenues of ninety pounds a year; and I don’t 
think a more harmless and docile little hus- 
band could be found anywhere; and I think 
Seog you seemed a good deal interested 


J laughed and blushed, I suppose; and Cousin 
Monica, skipping, after her wont, to quite an- 
other matter, said, in her odd, frank way: 

“And how has Silas been—not roads hope, 
or very odd? There was @ rumor that your 
brother Dudley had gone a pret to India, 
Milly, or somewhere; but that was a story, 
for he has turned up just as usual. And what 
does he mean to do with himself? He has got 
some money now—y our poor father’s will, Maud, 
Surely he doesn’t mean to goon lounging and 
smoking away his life among poachers and 

rize-fighters and worse people. He Nas tle to go 

Australia, like Thomas Swain, who, they 
say, is making a fortune—a great fortune—and 
coming home —— That’s what your brother 
Dudley should do, if he has either sense or spir- 
it; but I suppose he won't—too long abandoned 
to idleness and low company—and he'll not have 
a shilling left in a year or too, Does he know, 
I wonder, that his father has’ served a notice or 
something on Dr. Bryerly, telling him to pay 
sixteen hundred pounds of poor Austin’s 1 
to him, and saying that he has paid debts of the 
young man, and holds his acknowledgments to 
hat amount? He won’t have a guinea in a year 
if he stays here. I'd give fifty pounds he was 
in Van Diemen’s Land—not that I care for the 
cub, Milly, any more than you do; but I reall 
don’t see any honest business he has in En- 


| gland.” ‘ 


aaa gaped in a total puzzle as Lady Knollys 
my 2 Bas ust not be talk 
ou know, Milly, you must m i 
about this when on! ig home to Bartram, be- 
cause Silas would prevent your coming to me 
any more if he thought I spoke so freely; but I 
can’t hélp it; so-you miust promise to be more 
reet ti IL. ‘And I am told that all kinds 
of claims are about to be pr against him, 
gos be bat eee as toes was ee 
8 “Dr. Bry en. 
Windmill Wood;/and he bas Kile there for 
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burning charcoal,.and gota man from Lanca- 
shire who understands it—Hawk, or something 
like that.” 

“Ay, Hawkes—Dickon Hawkes; that’s Peg- 
top, ou know, Maud,” said Milly. 

‘Well, I dare say; but a man of very bad 
character, Dr. Bryerly says; and he has written 
to Mr. Danvers about it—for that is what they 
call waste, cutting down and selling the timber 
and the oak-bark, and burning the willows and 


other trees that are turned into charcoal. It is | 
all waste, and Dr. Bryerly is about to put a stop | 
| cloisters of Bartram! 


to it.” 

“Has he got your carriage for 
and your horses?’ asked Cousin 
denly. 

“They have not come yet, but in a few weeks, 
Dudley says, positively—” 

I ase Monica laughed a little and shook her 


ou, Maud, 
onica, sud- 


‘Yes, Maud, the carriage and horses will al- 
ways be coming in a few weeks till the time: is 
over, and. meanwhile the old traveling chariot 
and post-horses will do very well,” and. she 
laughed a little again, ; 

““That?s why the stile’s pulled away at the 
paling, I suppose; and Beauty—Meg Hawkes, 
that is—is put there to stop us going through; 
for I often spied the smoke beyond the wind- 
mill,” observed Milly. 

Cousin Monica listened with interest and nod- 
ded silently. 

I was very much shocked, It seemed to me 
quite incredible. I think Lady Knollys read 
my amazement, and my exalted estimate of the 
i ae anen of the procedure in my face, for she 
said: 
“You know we can’t quite condemn Silas till 
we have heard what he has to say... He may 
have done it in ignorance; or, it is just possible, 
he may have the right.” 

“Quite true. He may have the right to cut 
down trees at. Bartram-Haugh. At all events, 
Iam sure he thinks he has,” I echoed. 

The fact was that I would not avow to myself 
a suspicion of Uncle Silas. Any falsehood there 
opened an 7 ig beneath my feet into which I 
dared not. look. 

“And now, dear girls, good-night. “You must 
be tired. We breakfast at a quarter past nine— 
not too early for you; I know.” And,so saying, 
she kissed us, smiling, and was gone. 

I was so unpleasantly occupied, for some time 
after her departure, with the knaveries said to 
be precuces among the dense cover of the Wind- 

ill Wood, that I did not immediately recollect 
that we had omitted to ask her any particulars 
about her guests. 

‘Who can Mary be ?” said Milly. 

‘Cousin Monica says she’s engaged to be mar- 
ried, and I think I heard the doctor call her 
I y Mary, and I intended. asking her ever so 
much about her; but what she told us about cut- 
ting down the trees; and all that, quite put it 
out of my. head. Weshall have time enough to- 
morrow, however, to ask questions. I like her 
very much, I know.” 

“And I think,” said Milly, “‘it is to Mr. Carys- 
broke she’s to be married.” 

“Do you?” said I, remembering that he had 
sat beside her for more: than a quarter of an 
hour after tea in very close and low-toned con- 
versation; ‘‘and have you any particular rea- 
son ?” I asked. 

“Well, I heard her once or twice call him 
‘dear,’ and she called him his Christian name, 
just like Lady, Knollys did—Ilbury, I think— 
and I. saw him gi’ her a sly kiss as she was going 
up stairs.” 

I laughed, 
ell, Milly,” I said, ‘‘ I remarked something 
myself, I thought, like confidential. relations, 
but if you really saw them kiss on the staircase, 
the queesen is pretty- well settled.” 


, ; 

‘“You're not to say lass.” 

“Well, Maud, then. I did see them with the 
corner of my eye, and.my back turned, when 
Shey. did not think [could spy any thing, as plain 
as I see you now.” 

Tlaughed again; but I felt an odd pang— 
regent of mortification—something of regret; 
but I ed very gayly as I stood before the 
glass unmaking my toilet preparatory to bed. 

“ Maud—Maud—fickle Maud! What, Captain 
Oskispaineas superseded ! and Mr. Carysbroke 
—oh! umiliazion--ene .”. So I smiled on 
very much vexed; ate afraid lest I ha: 
listened with to. apparent an interest to this im- 
postor, I sing ® verse of a gay little chanson, 
and tried to ti of Captain Oakley, who some- 
how had become rather silly. 


CHAPTER XLII. 
NEWS AT BARTRAM GATE. 


Mitty and I, thanks to our early Bartram 
hours, were first down next morning, and: so 
sod as Cousin Monica appeared we attacked 

er. 

“So Lady Mary is the fiancee of Mr. Carys- 
broke,” aa 13 uery cleverly; “and I think-it 
was very wicked of you, to opens involve me 
in a flirtation with him yesterday.” 

“And who told you that, pray ?” asked Lady 
ys, with a pleasant little laugh. : 


‘Milly and E discovered it, simple as-we stand 
here,” I answered. 

“But you did not. flirt. with Mr, Carysbroke, 
Maud, did you?” she asked. 

“No, certainly not; but that was not your 
doing, wicked woman, but my discretion. And, 
now that we know your secret, you must tell us 
all about her, and all about him; and, in the 
first place what is her name—Lady Mary what?” 
I demanded. , 

‘“Who would have thought you so cunning? 
Two country misses—two little nuns from the 
Well, I suppose. I must 
answer. It is vain trying to hide anything 
from you, but how on earth did you find it out?” 

“‘ We'll tell you that presently, but you shall 
first tell us who she is,” E parsiated. 

“Well, that I will, of course, without com- 
ulsion, She is Lady Mary Carysbroke,” said 
ady Knollys. 

‘A relation of Mr. Carysbroke’s,” I asserted. 
“Yes, a relation; but who told you he was 

Mr. Carysbroke?” asked Cousin Monica. 

“Milly told me, when we saw him in the 
‘Windmill Wood.” 

** And who told you, Milly? 

‘*It was L’Amour,” answered Milly; with her 
blue eyes very wide open. 

~ What does the child mean? L’Amour! You 
don’t. mean love?” exclaimed Lady Knollys, 
puzzled in her turn. 

“Tmean old Wyat; shetold me and the gov- 
ernor.” 

“You're not to say that,” I interposed. 

“You mean your father?’ suggested Lady 
Knollys. 

7 w ell, yes; father told her, and so I knew 

" 


“What could he mean?” exclaimed Lady 
Knollys, laughing, as it were, in_soliloquy; 
“and I did not. mention his name. I recollect 
now. He recognized you, and you. him, when 
you came into the room yesterday; and now 
you must tell me how you discovered that he 
and Lady Mary were to be married,” 

So. Milly restated. her evidence, and Lady 
Knollys laughed unaccountably hearty ; and she 
said, ‘They will be so confounded! but they 
deserve it; and; remember, J did not say so.” 

“Oh! we acquit you.” 

“ AllTsay is, such a deceitful, dangerous pair 
of girls—all. things considered—I never heard 
of before,” exclaimed Lady Knollys, . ‘‘ There’s 
no such thing as cones in your presence.” 

“ Good-morning. hope ‘you slept. well.” 
She was addressing the lady and gentleman 
who were just entering the room from the con- 
servatory. ‘‘ You'll hardly sleep so well to- 
night, when Dba have learned what eyes are 
upon you. Here are two very. pretty detectives 
who have found out your secret, and entirely 
by your imprudence and their own cleverness 
have discovered that you are a pair of betroth- 
ed lovers, about to ratify your vows at the 
hymeneal altar. I assure you I did not tell of 

you; you betrayed yourselves. If you will 
falc in that confidential way on sofas, and. call 
one another of sae by your Christian names, 
and actually kiss at the foot of the stairs while 
a clever. detective is scaling them, appa- 
rently with her back. toward Jou. you must 
only take the consequences, and be known pre- 
maturely as the hero and heroine of the forth- 
coming paragraph in the Morning Post.” 

Milly and I were horribly confounded, but 
Cousin Monica was resolved to place us all upon 
the least formal terms possible, and I believe 
she had set about it in the right way. 

“And now, girls, Iam going to make a coun- 
ter-discovery, which, I fear, a little conflicts 
with yours. ‘This Mr. Carysbroke is Lord Ibury, 
brother of this Lady Mary; and it is,all my 
fault for not having done my honors better; but 

ou see what clever match-making little crea- 
ores they are.” : 

‘You can’t think how flattered I am at being 
made the subject of a theory, even a mistaken 
one, by Miss Ruthyn.” 

And so, after our modest fit was over, Mill 
and I were very merry, like the rest, and we all 
grew a deal more intimate that morning. 

I think altogether those were the pleasantest 
and happiest days of my life; gay, intelligent, 
and kindly. society at home; charming excur- 
sions—sometimes misag 7 Somes by carriage 
to distant points of beauty in. the county. 
Evenings varied with music, reading, and spir- 
ited conversation. Now and then a visitor for 
a day or two, and constantly some neighbor 
from the town or its dependencies groped in. 
Of these I but remember tall old Miss Wintle- 
top, most entertaining of rustic old maids, with 
her nice lace and thick satin, and her small, 
kindly round face—pretty, I dare say, in other 
days, and now frosty, buf kindly—who told us 
such delightful old stories of the county in her 
father’s and grandfather’s time; who knew the 
lineage of every family in it, and could recount 
all its duels and elopements; give us illustra- 
tive snatches from old election squibs, and. lines 
from. epitaphs, and tell exactly where all the 
Old-World ighway robberies had been. commit- 
ted; how. it fared with the chief delinquents 
after the assizes; and, above all, where, and of 
what sort, the, goblins and elves of. the county 
had. made themselves seen, from the phantom 


Rost-bovs who every third night crossed Windale 
floor by the old coach-road, to the fat old ghost, 
in mulberry velvet, who showed his great face, 
crutch, and ruffles by moonlight at the bow win- 
dow of the old court-house that was taken down 
in 1803. 

You cannot imagine what agreeable evenings 
we passed in this. society, or how rapidly my 
good cousin Milly improved in it.. I remember 
well the. intense suspense in which she and I 
awaited the answer from Bartram-Haugh to 
kind Cousin Monica’s application for an exten- 
sion of our leave of absence. 

Tt came, and with ita note from Uncle Silas. 
which was curious, and, therefore, is printed 
here: 

“My Dear LApy KNoLiys:—To your kind letter I 
say yes (that is, for another week, not a fortnight), 
with all my heart. I am glad to hear that my star- 
lings chatter so. pleasant) at all events, the refrain 
is not that of Sterne’s. hey can get out, and do get 
out, and shall get out as much as they please. Tam 
no jailer, and shut up nobody but myself. I have al- 
ways thought that young people have too little liber- 
ty.. My principle has been to make little free men 
and women of them from the first. In morals, alto- 
gether—in intellect, more than we allow—sel/-educa- 
tion is that which abides; and it only begins where 
constraint ends. Such is my theory. My practice is 
consistent. Let them remain for a week longer, as 
you say. The horses shall be at Elverston on Tues- 
day, the 7th. I shall be more than usually sad and 
solitary till their return; so pray, I selfishly entreat, 
do not extend their absence. You will smile, remem- 
bering how little my health will allow me to see of 
them, even when at home; but, as Chaulieu so pret- 
tily says—I stupidly forget’ the words, but the senti- 
ment is this—‘ although concealed by a silvan wall 
of leaves, impenetrable—(he is pursuing his favorite 
nymphs through the alleys and intricacies of a rustic 
labyrinth)—yet your songs, your prattle, and your 
laughter, faint and far away, inspire my fancy; and 
through my ears I see your unseen smiles, your 
blushes, your floating tresses, and on ivory feet; 
and so, though sad, am happy; though alone, in 
company ;’ and such is my case. 

Me Cas only request, and I have done. Pray remind 
them of a promise made to me. The Book of Life— 
the fountain of life—it must be drunk of night and 
morning, or their spiritual life ae 

“And now, Heaven bless and keep you, my dear 
cousin; and with all assurances of affection to my 
beloved niece and my child, believe me ever yours 
affectionately, Smas Rourayy.” 


Said Cousin Monica, with a waggish smile, 
“And so, girls, you have Chaulieu and the 
Evangelists; the French rhymester in his alley, 
and Silas in the valley of the shadow of death; 

rfect liberty, and a peremptory. order to return 
in a week—all illustrating one another. Poor 
ect old as he is, I don’t think his religion fits 

im. 

I really rather liked his letter. I was strug- 
ling hard to think well of him, and Cousin 
fonica knew it; and I really think, if I had not 

been by, she would often have been less severe 
on him. 

As we were all sitting pleasantly about the 
breakfast table a day or two after, the sun shin- 
ing on the pleasant wintry landscape, Cousin 
Monica suddenly exclaimed, “IT quite forgot to 
tell you that Charles Oakley has written to say 
he is coming on Wednesday. I really don’t 
want him. Poor Charlie! I wonder how they 
manage those doctors’ certificates? I know 
nothing ails him, and he’d be much better with 
his regiment.” 

Wednesday! how odd. Exactly the day after 
my departure. I tried to look giant uncon- 
cerned. Lady Knollys had addressed herself 
more to Lady Mary and Milly than to me, and 
nobody in particular was looking at me. _ Not- 
withstanding, with my usual perversity, I felt 
myself blushing with a brilliancy that may have 
béen very becoming, but which was so intolera- 
bly provoking that I would have risen and left 
the room but that matters would have been so 
infinitely worse. I could have boxed my odious 
ears, I could almost have jumped from the 
window. F 

I felt that Lord Ilbury saw it. Isaw Lady 
Mary’s eyes for amoment resting gravely on my 
telltale—my lying cheeks, for I really had begun 
to think much less celestially of Captain Oakley. 
I was angry with Cousin \ onica, who, knowing 
my blushing infirmity, had mentioned her neph- 
ew so suddenly while I was strapped by etiquette 
in my chair, with my face to the window, and 
two pair of most disconcerting eyes, at least, op- 
posite. I was angry vith myself—generally an- 
gry—refused more tea rather dryly, and was la- 
conic to Lord Ilbury, all of which, of course, 
was very cross and foolish; and afterward, from 
my bedroom window, I saw Cousin Monica and 
Lady Mary among the flowers, under the draw- 
ing-room ‘window, talking, as I instinctively 
knew, of that little incident. I was standing 
at the glass. J 

“My odious, stupid, perjwred face,” I whis- 
ered, furiously, at the same time stamping on 

e floor, and giving myself quite a smart slap 
on the. cheek. ‘I can’t go down—I'm ready to 
ery—lI’ve a mind to return to Bartram 4 
IT am always blushing; and I wish that impu- 
dent Captain Oakley was at the bottom of the 
sea.” Se Sz 

I was, perhaps, thinking more of Lord Tibury 
than I was aware; and I am sure, if Captain 
Oakley had arrived that day, I should have 
treated him with most unjustifiable rudeness. — 


j Mary, is. 
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SILAS. 


UNCLE 


Notwithstanding this unfortunate blush, the 


remainder of our visit passed very happily for | 


me. No one who has not experienced it can 
have an idea how intimate a small party, such 
as ours, will grow in a short time in a country 
house. 

Of course, a young lady of a well-regulated 


mind can not possibly care a pin about any one | 
of the opposite sex until she is well assured that | 


he is beginning, at least, to like her better than 
all the world beside; but I could not deny to 
myself that I was rather anxious to know more 
about Lord Ilbury than I actually did know. 

There was a “ Peerage,” in its bright scarlet 
and gold uniform, corpulent and tempting, upon 
the little marble table in the drawing-room. I 
had many opportunities of consulting it, but I 
never could find courage to do so, 

For an inexperienced person it would have 
been a matter of several minutes, and durin 
those minutes what awful risk of surprise an 
detection! One day, all being quiet, I did ven- 
ture, and actually, with a beating heart, got so 
far as to find out the letters ‘“ Il,” when I heard 
a step outside the door, which opened alittle bit, 
and [ heard Lady Knollys, luckily arrested at 
the entrance, talk some sentences outside, her 
hand still upon the door-handle. I shut the book, 
as Mrs. Bluebeard might the door of the cham- 
ber of horrors at sound of her husband’s step, and 
skipped to a remote part of the room, where 
Cousin Knollys found me, in a mysterious state 
of agitation. 

On any other subject I would have questioned 
Cousin Monica unhesitatingly; upon this some- 
how, I was dumb. I distrusted myself, and 
dreaded my, odious habit of blushing, and knew 
that I should look so horribly guilty, and become 
so agitated and odd, that she would have reason- 
ably concluded that I had quite lost my heart to 


im. 

After the lesson I had received, and my nar- 
row escape of detection in the very act, youmay 
be sure I never trusted myself in the vicinity of 
that fat and cruel ‘‘ Peerage,” which possessed 
the secret, but would not disclose without com- 
promising me. 

In this state of tantalizing darkness and con- 
jecture I should have departed had not Cousin 
Monica quite spontaneously relieved me. 

The night before our eopencure she sat with 
us in our room, chatting a little farewell gossip. 

“ And what do you think of Ibury?’ she 
asked 


<ed. 
“T think him clever, and accomplished, and | 


amusing; but he sometimes appears to me very 


melancholy—thatis, for a few minutes together | 


—and then, I fancy, with an effort, re-engages 
in our conversation.” 

“Yes, poor Ilbury! He lost his brother only 
about five months since, and is only beginning 
to recover his spirits a little. They were very 
much attached, and people thought that he would 
have succeeded to the title, had he lived, because 
Ilbury is difficile—or a philosopher—or a Saint 
Kevin; and, in fact, has begun to be treated as 
a premature old bachelor,” 

“What a charming aa his sister, Lady 

She has made me promise to write 
to her,” I said, I suppose—such hypocrites are 
we—to prove to Cousin Knollys that I did not 
pare particularly to hear any thing more about 


a. 

“Yes, and so devoted tohim. Hecame down 
here, and took The Grange, for change of scene 
and solitude—of all things the worst for a man 
in gral morbid whim, as he is beginning to 
find out; for he is very glad to stay here, and 
confesses that he is much better since he came. 
His letters are still addressed to him as Mr. 
Carysbroke; for he fancied, if his rank were 
known, that the county people would have been 
calling upon him, and so he would have found 
himself soon involved in a tiresome round of 
dinners, and must have gone somewhere else. 
You saw him, Milly, at Bartram, before Maud 

e? 

Yes, she had, when he called there to see her 
father. 

“He thought, as he had accepted the trustee- 
ship, that he could hardly, residing so near, omit 
to visit Silas. He was very much struck and 
interested by him, and he had a better opinion 
of him—you are not angry, Milly—than some 
ill-natured people I could name; and he says 
that the cutting down of the trees will turn out 
to have been a mere slip. But these slips don’t 
occur with clever men in other things; and some 
persons have a way of always making them in 
their own favor. nd, to talk of other things, 
I suspect that you and Milly will probably see 
libury at Bartram, for I think he likes you very 
much.” 

You; did she mean both, or only me? : 

So our pleasant visit was over. Milly’s good 
little curate had been much thrown in her wa; 
by our deep and dangerous Cousin Monica. e@ 
was most laudably steady; and his flirtation ad- 
vanced upon the field of theology, where, happi- 
ly, Milly’s little reading had been concentrated, 
» mild and earnest interest in poor, pretty Mil- 
ly’s orthodoxy was the leading feature of his 
case; and I was highly amused at her references | 
to me, when we had retired at night, upon the | 
points which she had disputed with him, and her 
anxious reports of their low-toned conferences, 


carried on mpon a sequestered ottoman, where 
he patted and stroked his crossed leg as he smiled 
tenderly and shook his head at her questionable 
doctrine. Milly’s reverence for her instructor 
and hisadmiration grew daily, and he was known 
among us as Milly’s confessor. 

He took luncheon with us on the day of our 
departure, and with an adroit privacy, which in 
a layman would have been sly, presented her, in 
right of his holy calling, with a little book, the 
binding of which was medieval and costly, and 
whose letter-press dealt in a way which he com- 
mended with some points on which she was not 
satisfactory; and she found on the fly-leaf this 
little inscription: “‘ Presented to Miss Millicent 
Ruthyn by an earnest well-wisher, 1st Decem- 
ber, 1844.” A text, very neatly penned, follow- 
ed this; and the “‘ presentation” was made unc- 
tuously indeed, but with a blush, as well as the 
Seemed smile, and with eyes that were low- 
ered. 

The early crimson sun of December had gone 
down behind the hills before we took our seats 
in the carriage. 

_Lord Ubury leaned with his elbow on the car- 
niage window, looking in, and he said to me, ‘‘ I 
really don’t know what we shall do, Miss Ru- 
thyn, we shall all feel so lonely. For myself, I 
think I shall run away to Grange.” 

This py oem to me as nearly perfect elo- 
quence as human lips could utter. 

His hand still rested on the window, and the 
Rev. Sprigge Biddlepen was standing with a sad- 
dened smirk on the door-steps, when the whip 
smacked, the horses scrambled into motion, anc 
away we rolled down the avenue, leaving behind 
us the pleasantest house and hostess in the world, 
and trotting fleetly into darkness toward Bar- 
tram-Haugh. 

We were both rather silent. Milly had her 
book in her lap, and I saw her every now and 
then try to read her “ earnest well-wisher’s” lit- 
tle inscription, but there was not light to read 
b 


‘hen we reached the great gate of Bartram- 
Haugh it was dark. Old Crowl, who kept the 
gate, [heard enjoining the nostillion to make no 
avoidable noise at the hall door, for the odd but 


| startling reason that he believed my uncle 


“would be dead by this time.” 

Very much shocked and frightened, we stop- 
ped the carriage, and questioned the tremulous 
old porter. 

Uncle Silas, it seemed, had been “ silly-ish” 
all yesterday, and ‘‘ could not be woke thismorn- 
ing;” and ‘“‘ the doctor had been here twice, be- 
ing now in the house.” 

“Ts he better?’ I asked, tremblingly. 

“Not as ’'m aweer on, miss; he Jay at God’s 
mercy two hours agone; ’appen he’s in heaven 
by this time.” 

‘“Drive on—drive fast,” I said to the driver. 
‘Don’t be frightened, Milly; please Heaven we 
shall find all going well.” 

After some delay, during which my heart 
sunk, and I quite gave up Uncle Silas, the aged 
little servant-man opened the door, and. trotted 
shakily down the steps to the carriage side. 

Uncle Silas had been at death’s door for hours; 
the question of life had trembled in the scale; 
but now the doctor said ‘“‘he might do.” 

“ Where was the doctor?” 

“< In master’s room; he blooded him three hours 

one.” 

I don’t think that Milly was so much frighten- 
edasI. My heart beat, and I was trembling so 
that I could hardly get up-stairs, 


CHAPTER XLIV. 
A FRIEND ARISES, 


At the top of the great staircase I was glad 
to see the friendly face of Mary Quince, who 
stood, candle in hand, greeting us with many 


| little courtesies, and a very haggard and pallid 


smile. : 

see welcome, miss, hoping you are very 
well. 

‘All well; and you are well, Mary? and oh! 
tell us quickly, how is Uncle Silas?” 
~ We thought he was gone, miss, this morn- 
ing, but doing fairly now—doctor says ina trance 
like. Iwas helping old Wyat most of the day, 
and was there when doctor blooded him, an’ he 
spoke at last; but he must be awful weak; he 
took a deal o’ blood from his arm, miss; I held 
the basin.” 

“‘And he’s better—decidedly better?” T asked. 

‘*Well, he’s better, doctor says; he talked 
some, and doctor says if he goes off asleep again, 
and begins a-snoring like he did before, we're to 
loose the bandage, and let him bleed till he 
comes to his self again; which, it seems to me 
and Mee is the same thing a’most as saying 
he’s to be killed offhand, for I don’t believe he 
has a drop to spare, as you'll say likewise, miss, 
if you'll please look in the basin.” 

is was not an invitation with which I cared 

to comply. I thought I was going to faint. I 
sat on the stairs and sipped a little hee and 

ince sprinkled a little in my face, and my 
strength returned. 

i Wy must have felt her father’s danger more 
than I, for she was affectionate, and loved him 
from habit and relation, although he was not 
kind to her. But I was more nervous and more 


Ad 


impetuous, and my feelings both stimulated and 
overpowered me more easil The moment I 
was able to stand I said—thinking of nothing 
but the one idea—‘‘We must see him—come, 
Milly.” 

I entered his sitting-room: a common “ dip” 
candle, hanging, like the tower of Pisa, all to 
one side, with a dim, long wick, in a greasy can-+ 
dlestick, profaned the table of the fastidious in- 
valid. The light was little better than darkness 
and I crossed the room swiftly, still transfixed 
by the one idea of seeing my uncle. 

His bedroom door beside the fireplace stood 
partly open, and I looked in, 

Old Wyat, a white, high-catlled ghost, was 
pottering in her sli ppers in the shadow at the far 
side of the bed. The doctor, a stout little bald 
man, with a paunch and a big bunch of seals, 
stood with his back to the fireplace, which cor- 
responded with that in the next room, eying his 

atient through the curtains of the with a 
istless sort of importance, 

The head of the large four- poster rested 
against the opposite wall. Its foot was present- 
ed toward the fireplace; but the curtains at tho 
side, which alone I could see from my position, 
were closed. 

The little doctor knew me; and thinking me, 
I suppose, a person of consequence, removed his 
hands from behind him, suffering the skirts of 
his coat to fall forward, and with great celerity 
and gravity made me a low but important bow; 
then choosing more particularly to make my ac- 
quaintance, he further advanced, and with an- 
other reverence he introduced himself as Doctor 
Jolks, in a murmured diapason. He bowed me 
back again into my uncle's study, and the light 
of old Wyat’s dreadful candle, 

Doctor Jolks was suave and pompous. I 
longed for a fussy practitioner who would have 
got over the ground in half the time. 

‘Coma, madam, coma. Miss Ruthyn, your 
uncle, I ai tell you, has been in a very critical 
state—highly so. Coma of the most obstinate 
type. He would have sunk—he must have gone, 
in fact, had I not resorted to a very extreme 
remedy, and bled him freely, which happily told 
pieeiwely. as we could have wished, A wonder- 
ful constitution—a marvelous constitution—pro- 
digious nervous fiber; the greatest pity in the 
world he won’t give himself fair play. is hab- 
its, you know, are quite, I may say, destructive. 
We do our best—we do all we can; but, if the 
patient won’t pe rperr it can’t possibly end 
satisfactorily.” nd Jolks accompanied this 
with an awful shrug. 

“Ts there any thing? Do youthink change of 
air? What an awful complaint it is,” ex- 
claimed, 

He smiled, mysteriously looking down, and 
shook his head undertaker-like. 

“ Why we can hardly call it a complaint, Miss 
Ruthyn. I look upon it he has been poisoned; 
he has had, you understand me,” he pursued. 
observing my startled look, “an overdose of 
opium; you know he takes opium habitually; 
he takes it in laudanum, he takes it in water, 
and, most dangerous of all, he takes it solid, in 
lozenges. I’ve known people take it moderate- 
ly. Dve known people take it to excess, but 
they all were particular as to measure, and that 
is exactly the point I’ve tried to impress upon 
him. The habit, of course, you un fereta, 4 is 
formed; there is no be aligee 3 that; but he 
won’t measure; he goes by the eye and by sen- 
sation, which I need not tell you, Miss Ruthyn, 
is going by chance; and opium, as no doubt you 
are aware, is strictly a poison—a poison, no 
doubt, which habit will enable you to partake of, 
I may say, in considerable quantities, without 
fatal consequences, but still a poison; and to 
exhibit a poison so is, I need scarcely tell you, 
to trifle with death. He has been sot reatened, 
and for a time he changes his haphazard mode 
of dealing with it, and then returns; he may 
escape, of course—that is possible; but he may 
any day overdo the thing. I don’t think the 
present crisis will result seriously. Iam very 
glad, independently of the honor of making your 
acquaintance, Miss Ruthyn, that you and your 
cousin have returned; for, however zealous, I 
fear the servants are deficient in intelligence; 
andas, in the event of a recurrence of the sym 
toms—which, however, is not probable—I would 
beg to inform you of their nature, and how ex- 
acay best to deal with them, 

So upon these points he delivered us a pom’ 
ous little lecture, and begged that either 'y 
or I would remain in the room with the patient 
until his return at two or three o’clock in the 
morning; @ reappearance of the coma ‘“‘ might 
be very bad indeed.” 

Of course Milly and I did as we were directed. 
We sat by the fire, scarcely daring to whisper. 
Uncle Silas, about whom a new and d ful 
suspicion began to haunt me, lay still and mo- 
tionless as if he were actually dead. 

‘‘Had he attempted to poison himself?” 

If he believed his position to be as desperate 
as Lady Knollys had described it, was this, after 
all, improbable? There were ai wild theo- 
ries, I fad been told, mixed up in his religion. 

Sometimes, at an hour’s interval, a sign of 
life would come—a moan from that tall sheeted 

in the bed—a moan and a pattering of the 
lips, Was it prayer—what was it? who could 
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Thad peeped at him: a white cloth steeped in 
vinegar and water was folded round his head; 
his great eyes were closed, so were his marble 
lips; his figure, straight, thin, and long, dressed 
in a white dressing-gown, looked like a corpse 
“laid out” in the bed; his great bandaged arm 
lay outside the sheet. that covered his body. 

With this awful image of death we kept our 
vigil, until poor Milly grew so sleepy that old 
Wyat proposed that she should take her place 
and watch with me. 

Littie as I liked the crone with the high-cauled 
cap, she would, at all events, keep awake, which 
Milly could not; and so at one o’clock this new 
arrangement began. 

“Mr. Dudley Ruthyn is not at home?” I 
whispered to old Wyat. 

“He went away wi’ himself 
Cloperton, miss, to see the wrest: 
come off this morning.” 

“Was he sent for? 


esternight, to 
g; it was to 


‘* Not he.” 
“And wy not?’ 
““He would na’ leave the sport for this, ’m 


thinking,” and the old woman grinned uglily. 

‘When is he to return?” 

‘When he wants money.” 

So we grew silent, and again I thought of su- 
icide, and of the unhappy old man, who just 
then whispered a sentence or two to himself 
with a sigh. 

For the next hour he had been quite silent, 
and old Wyat informed me that she must go 
down for candles. Ours were already burnt 
to the sockets. 

“'There’s a candle in the next room,” T sug- 
gested, hating the idea of being left alone with 
the patient. 

“Hoot! miss. I dare na’ set a candle but 
wax in his presence,” whispered the old woman, 
scornfully. 

“T think if we were to stir the fire, and put on 
ester more coal, we should have a great deal 
of light.” 

‘He'll ha’ the candles,” said Dame Wyat, 
doggedly; and she tottered from the chamber, 
muttering to herself; and I heard her take her 
candle from the next room and depart, shutting 
the outer door after her, 

Here was I then alone, butfor this un- 
earthly companion, whom [I feared inexpres- 
sibly, at two o’clock in the vast old house of 
Bartram. 

I stirred the fire, It was low, and would not 
blaze, Istood up, and with my hand on the 
mantel-piece, endeavored to think of cheerful 
things. But it was.a struggle against wind and 
tide—vain; and so I drif away into haunted 

“regions, 

nele Silas was perfectly still. I would not 
suffer myself to think of the number of dark 
rooms and passages which now separated me 
from the hee living tenants of the house. I 
awaited with a false composure the return of 
old Wyat. 

Over the mantel-piece was a looking-glass. 
At another time this might have helped to en- 
tertain my solitary moments, but now I did not 
like to venture a peep. A small thick Bible la 
on the chimney-piece, and, leaning its bac’ 
against the mirror, I began to read in it with a 
mind as attentively directed as I could. While 
so engaged in turning over the leaves, I lighted 
upon two or three odd-looking papers, which 
had been folded into it. One was a broad printed 
thing, with names and dates written into blank 
spaces, and was about the size of a quarter of a 
yard of very broad ribbon. The others were 
mere scraps, with ‘‘ Dudley Ruthyn” penned in 
- cousin’s vulgar round-hand at the foot. 
While I folded and replaced these, I really don’t 
know what caused me to fancy that something 
was moving behind me, as I stood with my back 
toward the bed. I do not recollect any sound 
whatever; but instinctively I glanced into the 
mirror, and my eyes were instantly fixed by 
what I saw. 

The figure of Uncle Silas rose up, and, dressed 
in a long white mourning-gown, slid over the 
end of the bed, and with two or three swift, 
noiseless steps, stood behind me, with a death- 
like scowl and a simper. Preternaturally tall 
and thin, he stood for a moment almost touch- 
ing me, with the white bandage pinned across 
his forehead, his bandaged arm stiffly by his 
side, and diving over my shoulder, with his long 
thin hand he snatched the Bible, and whispered 
over my head, “The serpent beguiled her and 
she did eat;” and after a momentary pause he 

lided to the furthest’ window, and appeared to 
ook out upon the midnicht prospect. 

Tt was cold, but he did not seem to feel it. 
With the same inflexible scowl and smile, he 
continued to look out for several minutes, and 
then, with a great sigh, he sat down on the side 
of his bed, his face immovably turned toward 
me with the same painful look. 

It seemed to me an hour before old Wyat 
came back; and never was lover made happier 
at sight of his mistress than I to behold t 
withered crone. 

You may be sure I did not prolong my watch. 
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veloping me once more. 

Next morning the doctor said he was quite 
out of danger, but very weak. Milly and I saw 
him; and again in our afternoon walk we met 
the doctor marching under the trees in the direc- 
tion of the Windmill Wood. 


| he said, when he had made his salutation, prod- 
ding with his leveled stick in the direction— 
‘“Hawke, or Hawkes, I think.” 

“ Beauty’s sick, Maud,” exclaimed Milly. 

“ Hawkes. She’s upon my dispensary list. 


note-book—“* Hawkes.” 

“ And what is her complaint?’ 

“Rheumatic fever.” 

“Not infectious!” 

“Not the least—no more, as we say, Miss 
Ruthyn, than a broken leg,” and he laughed 
obligingly. 

So soon as the doctor had departed, Milly and 
T agreed to follow to Hawkes’ cottage and in- 
quire more particularly how she was. To say 
truth, I am afraid it was rather for the sake of 
giving our walk a purpose and a point of ter- 
mination than for any charitable interest we 
might have felt in the patient. 

ver the inequalities of the upland slope, 
clumped with trees, we reached the gabled cot- 
tage, with its neglected little farm-yard. A 
rheumatic old woman was the only attendant; 
and, having turned her ear in an attitude of at- 
tention, which induced us in gradually exalted 
keys to inquire how Meg was, she informed us 
in very loud tones that she had long lost her 
hearing, and was perfectly deaf; and added con- 
siderately, “‘Whem the man comes in, ’appen 
he'll tell ye what ye want.” 

Through the door of a small room at the fur- 
ther end of that in which we were, we could see 
a portion of the narrow apartment of the patient, 
and hear her moans and the doctor’s voice. 

“We'll see him, Milly, when he comes out. 
Let us wait here.” 

So we stood upon the door-stone awaiting him. 
The sounds of suffering had moved my compas- 
sion and interested us for the sick girl. 

‘“ Bless’d if here isn’t Pegtop,” said Milly. 

And the weather-stained red coat, the swarthy, 
forbidding face, and sooty locks of old Hawkes 
loomed in sight, as he stumped, steadying him- 


self with his stick, over the uneven pavement of 
the yard. He touched his hat gruffly to me, but 
did not seem half to like our being where we 
were, for he looked surly, and scratched his 
head under his wide-awake. 
“Your daughter is very ill, I’m afraid,” said I. 
“Ay, she'll be costin’ mé a handful, like her 
motner did,” said Pegtop. : 
‘*T hope her room is comfortable, r thing!” 
“ Ay, that’s it; she be comfortable enough, I 
warrant—more nor I. It be all Meg, and nou’t 
o’ Dickon.” 
‘‘ When did her illness commence?” I asked, 
“Day the mare wor shod—Saturday. I 
talked a bit wi’ the workus folk, but they won’t 
ve nowt—dang ’em—an’ how be Ito dot? It 
al’ays hard bread wi’ Silas, an’ a deal harder 
now she’s ta’en them pains. 
much longer. Gammon! 


I won’t stan’ it | 
If she keeps on that | 


way Ill just cut. See how the workus fellahs | 


ill like that!” 
“The doctor gives his services for nothing,” I 


said. 

‘An’ does nothin’, bless him! ha, ha! No 
more nor that old deaf gammon there, that costs 
me three tizzies a week, and hain’t worth a 
h’porth—no more nor Meg there, that’s making 
st aie can o’ them pains. They be all a-foolin’ 
o’me, an’ thinks I don’t know’t. Hey? we'll see.” 


All this time he was cutting a bit of tobacco | 


into shreds on the window-stone. 

“A workin’ man be same as a hoss; if he 
bain’t cared, he can’t work—'tisn’t in him ;” and 
with these words, having by this time stuffed 
his pipe with tobacco, he poked the deaf lady. 
who was pattering about with her back towar 
him, rather viciously with the point of his stick, 
and pigned. for a light. 

“Tt bain’t in him; you can’t git it out o’ im no 
more nor yell draw smoke out o’ this,” and he 
raised his pipe an inehcr two, with his thumb 
on ow bowl, “without "backy and fire, "Tisn’t 
in it. 

_ ‘Maybe I can be of some use?” I said, think- 
ing. 

‘* Maybe,” he rejoined. 

By this time he received from the old deaf 
abigail a flaming roll of brown paper, and, 
touching his hat to me, he withdrew, dente 
his pipe and sending up little white puffs like 
the sa ute of a departing ship. 

So he did not care to hear how his daughter 
was, and had only come here to light his pipe! 

Just then the doctor emerged. 

“We have been waiting to hear how your 
poor patient is to-day?” I said. 

nt oy ill indeed, and ey neglected, I 
fear. she were equal to it—but she’s not—I 


There was now plainly no risk of my uncle’s re- | think she ought to be removed to the hospital 
lapsing into lethargy. Thad a long hysterical | immediately.” 


“Going down to see that poor girl there?” | 


Yes,” said the doctor, looking into his little | 
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That poor old woman is quite deaf, and the 
man is so surly and selfish! Could you recom- 
mend a nurse who would stay here till she’s bet- 
ter? I will pay her with pleasure, and any- 
be you think might be good for the poor 
girl. 

So this was settled on the spot. Doctor Jolks 
was kind; like most men of his calling, and un- 
dertook to send the nurse from Feltram with a 
few comforts for the patient; and he called 
Dickon to the yard-gate, and I suppose told him 
of the arrangement; and Milly and I went to 
the poor girl’s door and asked, ‘“‘May we come 
in 


There was no answer; so, with the conven- 
tional construction of silence, we entered. 
Her looks showed how ill she was. We adjust- 
ed her bedclothes, and darkened the room, and 
did what we could for her—noting, besides. 
what her comfort chiefly required. She did not 
answer any questions. She did not thank us. 
I should almost have fancied that she had not 
perceived our presence, had I not observed her 
dark, sunken eyes once or twice turned up to- 
ward my face with a dismal look of wonder 
and inquiry. 

The girl was very ill, and we went every day 
to see her. Sometimes she would answer our 
questions, sometimes not. Thoughtful, obsery- 
ant, surly, she seemed; and as people like to be 
thanked, I sometimes wonder that we continued 
to throw our bread upon these ungrateful wa- 
ters. Milly was specially. impatient under this 
treatment, and protested against it, and finally 
refused to accompany me into poor Beauty's 
bedroom. 

““T think, my good Meg,” said I one day, as I 
stood by her bed—she was now recovering with 
the sure reascent of youth—“ that you ought to 
thank Miss Milly.” 

“Tl not thank her,” said Beauty, doggedly. 

“Very well, Meg, i only thought I’d ask you, 
for I think you ought.” 

As I spoke, she very gently took just the tip 
of my finger, which hung close to her coverlet 
in her fingers, and drew it beneath, and before if 
was aware, burying her head in the clothes, she 
suddenly clasped my hand in both of hers to her 
lips, and kissed it passionately again and again, 
sobbing. I felt her tears. 

I tried to withdraw my hand, but she held it 
ms an angry pull, continuing to weep and kiss 
it. 

“Do you wish to say anything, m r 
Meg?” asked, Mor ond eae 

‘“Nouw’t, miss,” she sobbed, gently; and she 
continued to kiss my hand and weep. But sud- 
denly she said, ‘‘I won’t thank Milly, for it’s a’ 
you; it bain’t her; she hadn’t the thought—no, 
no, it’s a’ you, miss. I cried hearty in the dark 
last night, thinkin’ 0’ the apples, and the way I 
knocked them awa’ wi’ a purr o’ my foot, the 
day fayther rapped me ower the head wi’ his 
stick; it was kind o’ you and very bad o’ me. I 
wish you’d beat me, miss; ye’re better to me 
than fayther or mother—better to me than a’; 
an’ I wish I could die for you, miss, for I’m not 
fit to look at you.” 

I was surprised. I began to cry. I could 
have hugged poor Meg. 

I did not know her history. I have never 
learned it since. She used to talk with the 
most utter self abasement before me. It was no 
religious feeling—it was a kind of expression of 
her love and worship of me—all the more strange 
that she was naturally very proud. There was 
nothing she would not have borne from me ex- 
cept the slightest suspicion of her entire devo- 


| tion, or that she could in the most trifling way 


wrong or deceive me. 

I am not young now. Ihave had my sor- 
rows, and with them all that wealth, virtually 
unlimited, can command; and through the re- 
potini me a few bright and pure lights quiver alon, 
my life’s dark stream—dark but for them; an 
these are shed, not by the splendor of a splendid 
fortune, but by two or three of the simplest and 
kindest remembrances, such as the poorest and 
homeliest life may count up, and beside which, 
in the quiet hours of memory, all artificial tri- 
umphs pale and vse | ‘or they are never 

uenched by time or distance, being founded on 
the affections, and, so far, heavenly. 


CHAPTER XLY. 
A CHAPTER-FULL OF LOVERS. 

WE had about this time a pleasant and quite 
unexpected visit from Lord Ilbury. He had 
come to pay his respects, understanding that my 
Uncle Silas was sufticiently recovered to see visi- 
tors. ‘‘And I think Ill run up-stairs first, and 
see him, if he admits me, and then T have ever 
so long a message from my sister ery for you 
and Miss Millicent; but Ihad better dispose of 
my business first—don’t you think so?—and I 
shall return in a few minutes.” And ashe spoke, 
our tremulous old butler returned to say that 
Uncle Silas would be happy to see him. So he 
departed; and you can’t think how pleasant our 
homely sitting-room looked with his coat and 
stick in it—guarantees of his return. 

“Do you think, Milly, he is going to speak 
about the timber, you know, that Cousin 
ke of? tdo hope not.” 

“So do I,” said Milly. “I wish he'd staid a 
bit longer with us first, for if he does, father 
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will be sure to turn him out of doors, and we'll 
see no more of him.” 

‘Exactly, my dear Milly; and he’s so plea- 
sant and good-natured.” 

‘* And he likes you awfully well, he does.” 

“Tm sure he likes us both equally, Milly; 
he talked a great deal to you at Elverston, an 
used to ask you so often to sing those two pretty 
Lancashire ballads,” I said; “but you icngw, 
when you were at your controversies and relig- 
ious exercises in the window with that pillar of 
the church, the Rev. Spriggs Biddlepen—” 

“Get awa’ wi’ your nonsense, Maud; how 
could I help answering when he dodged me wu 
and down my Testamént and Catechism? an’ 
’most hate him, I tell you, you and Cousin Knol- 
lys, you’re such fools, Ido, And whatever you 
say, the lord likes you uncommon, and well 


you know it, ye eats 

“T know no such thing; and you don’t think 
it, you hussy; and I rea’ y don’t care who likes 
me or who doesn’t, except my" relations; and I 


make the lord a present to you, if you'll have 
him. ” 


In this strain were we talking when he re-en- 

tered the room, a little sooner than we had ex- 
to see him. F 

Milly, who, you are to recollect, was only in 

rocess of reformation, and still retained some- 

ing of the Derbyshire dairymaid, gave me a 
little clandestine pinch on the arm just as he 
made his appearance. 

“T just refused a present from her,” said odi- 
ous Milly, in answer to his inquiring look, ‘ be- 
cause I hie she could not spare it. 

The effect of all this was that I blushed one 
of my overpowering blushes. People told me 
they @ me very much; I hope so, for the 
misfortune was frequent; and I think Nature 
owed me that compensation. . 

“Té places you both in a most becomin; 
light,” said Lord Ilbury, quite innocently.“ 
really don’t know which most to admire—the 
generosity of the offer or of the refusal.” 

“Well, it was kind, if you but knew. I’m 
’most tempted to tell him,” said Milly, 

I checked her with a really angry look, and 
said, ‘‘ Perhaps you have not observed it; but I 
really think, for a sensible person, my Cousin 
Milly here talks more nonsense than any twenty 
other girls.” “ 

“ A twenty-girl power! That’s an immense 
compliment. Bye the greatest respect for non- 
sense, I owe it so much; and [I really think, if 
nonsense were banished, the earth would grow 
rit rtable.” 

“Thank you, Lord Ilbury,” said Milly, who 
had grown quite easy in his company during 
our long visits at Elverston; ‘and I tell you, 
Miss Maud, if ke grow saucy, Pll accept your 
present, and what will you say then?” 

“T really don’t know but just now I want to 
ask Lord Ilbury how he thinks my uncle looks; 
neither I nor Milly have seen him sinice his ill- 
ness,” 

“Very much weaker, I think; but he may be 
gaining strength. Still, as my business was not 

uite pleasant, I thought it better to pone 
it, and if you think it would be right, Pll write 
to Doctor Bryerly to ask him to postpone the 
discussion for a little time.” ape 

Tat once assented, and thanked him; indeed, 
if I had had my way, the subject should never 
have been mentioned, I felt so hard-hearted and 
rapacious; but Lord bryerly explained thatthe 
trustees were constrained by the provisions of 
the will, and that T really had no power to re- 
lease them; and I hoped that Uncle Silas also 
understood all this. 

“And now,” said he, “we've returned to 
Grange, my sister and i, and it is neater than 
Elverston, so that we are really neighbors; and 
Mary wants Lady Knollys to fix a time—she 
owes us a visit, you know—and you really must 
come at the same time; it will be so very pleas- 
ant, the same party exactly meeting in a new 
scene; and we have not half explored our neigh- 
borhood; and T’ve got down all those Sp h 
engravings I told you of, and the Venetian mis- 
sals, and all the rest. I think I remember very 
accurately the things you were most interested 
by, and they’re all there; and really you must 

romise, you and Miss Millicent Ruthyn. And 
Pforgot to mention—you know you complained 
that you were ill-supplied with books, so Mary 
thought you would allow her to share her sup- 
ply—they are the new books, you know—and 
os you have read yours, you and she can ex- 
change.” A 

What irl was ever quite frank about her lik- 
ings? [ don’t think I was more of a cheat than 
others, but I never could tell of myself. It is 

uite true that this duplicity and reserve seldom 
eceives. Our h risies are forced upon some 
of our sex by the acuteness and vigilance of all 
in this field of inquiry; but if we are sly we are 
also lynx-eyed, capital detectives, most Ingeni- 
ous in fitting lege the bits and dovetails of 
a cumulative case; and in those affairs of love 
and liking, have a terrible exploratory instinct, 
and so, for the most part, when detected, we are 
found out not only to be in love, but to be rogues 
moreover. Sit Hal Laity 

'y kind; but 
of her own mere notion, taken all, this 


Lad was 
trouble? Was there no more energetic influ- 


ence at the bottom of that welcome chest of 
books, which arrived only half an hour later? 
The circulating library of those days was not 
the epidemic and ubiquitous influence to which 
it has Deets and there were many places where 
it could not find you out. 

Altogether that evening Bartram had acquir- 
ed a peculiar beauty—a bright and mellow glow, 
in which even its gate-posts and wheelbarrow 
were interestifig, and next day came a little 
cloud—Dudley appeared. 

“You may be sure he wants money,” said 
Milly. “He and father had words this morn- 


ing.” 
fie took a chair at our hincheon, found fault | 


with everything in his own laconic dialect, ate 
a pat? deal notwithstanding, and was sulky, 
and with Milly, snappish. To me, on the con- 
trary, when Milly went into the hall, he was 
mild and whimpering, and disposed to be confi- 
dential. 

‘*There’s the governor says he hasn’t a bob! 
Danged if I know how an old fellah in his bed- 
room muddles away money at that rate. I don’t 
suppose he thinks I can get along without tin, 
and he knows them trustees won’t gi’e me a tiz- 

till they gets what they calls an opinion— 
ang ’em. Bryerly says he doubts it must all 
go under settlement. They'll settle me nicely 
if they do; and governor knows all about it 
and won't gi’e me a danged brass farthin’, an’ 
me wi’ bills to pays an’ lawyers—dang ’em— 
writing letters. é knows summat 0’ that his- 
self, does governor; and he might ha’ consider- 
ation a bif for his own flesh and blood, I say. 
But he never does not for none but hisself. 
T'll sell his books and his jewels next fit he takes 
—that’s how Dll fit him.” 

This amiable young man, glowering, with his 
elbows on the table and his Kin in his great 
whiskers, followed his homily, where clergymen 
append the blessing, with a muttered variety of 
very different matter. 2 ; 

“Now, Maud,” said he, pathetically, leaning 
back suddenly in his chair, with all his conscious 
beauty and misfortunes in his face, ‘is not it 
at orci to sh tself 

thought the appeal was going to shape i 
into an BppHiedsicn for money, but if did not. 

“T neyer know’d a reel beauty— hop, of 
course, I mean—that wasn’t kind along of it, 
and I’m a fellah as can’t git along without sym- 

athy—that’s why I say it—an isn’t it hard 
ines? Now, say it’s hard lines—haiwt it, 
Maud?” 

I did not know exactly what hard lines meant, 
but I said, “I suppose it is very disagreeable.” 

And with this concession, not caring to hear 
any more in the same vein, I rose, intending to 
take my departure. : 

“No, that’s jest it. I knew ye’d say it, Maud. 


Ye're a kind | ye be—'tis in yer pretty face. 
I like ye awful, Ido; there’s not a handsomer 
lass in Liverpool nor Lunnon itself—nowhere.” 


_He had seized my hand, and, trying to place 
his arm about my waist, essayed that salute 
which I had so narrowly esca) on my first in- 
troduction. 

“ Don't, sir,” T exclaimed, in high indignation, 
escaping at the same moment from his . 

““No offense, lass; no harm, Maud; you must 
not be so shy; we're cousins, ye know; an’ I 
wouldn’t hurf ye, Maud, no more nor I’d knock 
my head off—I wouldn’t,” 

Y did not wait to hear the rest of his tender 
rotestations: but; without showing how nervous 
was, I glided out of the room quietly, makin, 

an orderly retreat, the more meritorious as 
heard him call after me persuasively, ‘‘ Come 
back, Maud. What are ye afeard on, lass? 
Come back, I say—do now; there’s a good 
wench.” 5 

As Milly and I were taking our walk that day 
in the diréction of the Windmill Wood, to which, 
in consequence perhaps of some secret order, we 
had now free access, wesaw Beauty, for the first 
time since her illness, in the little yard, throw- 
ing gan to the poultry. 

‘How do you find yourself to-day, Meg? I 
am very glad to see you able to be about again; 
but I hope it is not too soon.” 

We were rags at the barred gate of the 
little inclosure, and quite close to’ Meg, who, 
however, did not choose to raise her head; but, 
continuing to shower her grain and potato-skins 
among her hens and chickens; said, in a low 
tone, “ Fayther bain’t in sight? Look jist round 
abit and say if ye see him. 

But Dickon’s dusty red costume was nowhere 
visible. J 

So Meg looked up, pale and thin, and with 
her old grave, observant eyes, and she said quiet- 
Vy, “-'Tisn’t that ’m not glad to see ye; butif fay- 
ther was to spy me talking friendly wi’ ye, now 
that ’'m ary and you havin’ no more call to 
me, he’d be allays a-watching and thinkin’ I 
was tellin’ o’ tales, and ame he'd want me to 
worrit ye for monéy, Miss Maud; an’ ’tisn’t here 
he’d spend it, but in the Feltram potbtusses he 
would, and we want for nothin’ that’s for 
us. But that’s how ‘twould be, an’ he'd all’ays 
a a-jawing and a-lickin’ of I; Pod mind 

» MISS h oyea 
tie wieder Aes ‘appen I might do ye a good 

A few days after this little interview with 


Meg, as Milly and I were walking briskly—for 


it was a clear frosty day—along the pleasdnt 
slopes of the sheep-walk, we were overtaken by 
Dudley Ruthyn. It was nota pleasant surprise. 
There was this mitigation, howéver; we were on 
foot, and he driving in a dog-cart along the 
track leading to the moor, with his dogs and 
gun, He brought his horse for a moment to a 
walk, and with a careless nod to me, renioving 
his short pipe from his mouth, he said, ‘*Goy- 
ernor’s callin’ for ye, Milly; and he told me to 
send you slick home to him if I saw you, and I 
think he'll gi’e ye some money; but ye better 
take him while he’s in the humor, lass, or may- 
hap yell go long without.” And with those 
words, apparently intent on his game, he nodded 
again, and, pipe In mouth, drove at a quick trot 
over the slope of the hill, and disappeared. 

So I agreed to await Milly’s return while she 
ran home, and rejoined me where Iwas. Away 
she ran; in high spirits, and I wandered listiess| 
about in search of some convenient spot to sit 
down upon, for I was a little tired. 

She had not been ne five minutes when | 
heard a step approaching, and, looking round, 
saw thé dog-cart close by the horse browsing on 
the short grass, and Dudley Rutliyn within a 
few paces of me. 

“Ye see, Maud, I’ve bin thinkin’ why you're 
so vexed wi’ me, an’ I thought I’d jest come 
back an’ ask ye what I may ’a’ done to dnger ye 
so; there’s no sin in that, I think, is there?” 

Tm not a a I did not say so!’ T hope 
that’s enough,” I said, startled; and, notwith- 
standing my speech, very angry, for I felt in- 
stinctively that ips dispatch homeward was 
a mere trick, and I the dupe of this Coarse strat- 


em. 

“Well, then, if ye bain’t angry, so much the 
better, Maud. I only want to know why you're 
afeard o’ me. I never struck a mani foul, much 
less hurt a girl, in my days; besides, Maud, I 
likes ye too well to hurt ye. Dang it, lass, 
Roate my cousin, ye know, and cousins is all’ays 

gether and lovin’ like, an none says again, 
it.” 


“UTE Romine explain—there is nothing to 
explain. Pve been quite friendly,” I said hur- 


riedly. 

Friendly! Well; if there bain’t a Gram! How 
ean ye think it friendly, Maud, when ye won't 
a’most shake hands wi’ me? It’s enough to make 
a fellah sware, or cry a’most. Why d’ye like 
aggravatin’ a poor devil? Now bain’t ye an ill- 
natured little puiss, Maud, an’ I likin’ ye So well? 
You're the prettiest lass in Derbyshire; there’s 
nothin’ I wouldn't do for ye.” 

And he backed his declaration with an oath. 

* Be so good, then; as to re-enter your dog- 
cart and drive away,” I replied, very much in- - 
censed. 

“Now there it is again! Ye can’t speak me 
civil. Another fellah’d fly out, and maybe kiss 
ye for spite; but I bain’t that sort; Pm all for 
coaxin’ and kindnéss, an’ ye won’t let me. What 
be you drivin’ at, Maud?’ 

“T think Pve said very piety: sir, that I 
wish to be alone. You've nothing to say except 
utter nonsense, and I’ve heard quite enough. 
Once for all, I beg, sir, that you will be so good 
as to leave me.” 

“Well, now, look here, Mand, P11 do any- 
thing you like—burn me if I don’t—if you'll 
only just be kind to me, like cousins should. 
What did I ever do to vex you? If you think I 
like any lass better than you—some fellah at El- 
verston’s bm talkin’, maybe—it’s nou’t but lies 
and nonsense. Not but there's lots o’ weriches 
likes me well enough, though I be a plain lad, 
and speak my mind straight out.” 

*T can’t see that you are so frank, sir, as you 
describe; you have just played a shabby trick to 
bring about this absurd and most disagreeable 
interview.” 

‘And supposin’ I did sénd that fool, Milly, 
out o’ the way, to talk a bit wi’ you here, 
where’s the harm? Dang it, lass, ye mustn’t be 
too hard. Didn't I say Pd dé whatever ye 
wished?” ; 

“ And you won’t,” said I. ; 

“Ye mean to get along out o’ this? Well, 
now, I will, There! No use, of course, askin’ 
you to kiss and be friends before I go, as cous- 
ins should, Well, don’t be riled, lass, ’m not 
askin’ it; only mind, I do like you awful, and 
’appen I'll find ye in better humor another time. 
Good-by, Maud; I'll make ye like me at last.” 

And with these words, to my comfort, he ad- 
dressed himself to his horse and pipe, and was 
soon honestly on his way to the moor. 


CHAPTER XLVI. 
J THE RIVALS. 

Aut the time that Dudley chose to ite 
me with his odious society, I contiiasd to walk 
at a brisk pace toward home, so that I had 
nearly reached the house when Milly met me, 
with a note which had arrived for me by the 
post in her hand. 

“Here, Milly, are more verses. He is a very 
persevering poet, whoever he is!” * 

So I broke the seal; but this time it was 

rose. And the first words were “ Captain 
akley !” 

I coniens $0 of odd one Nemec lg 
able words met my eye, ght possibly be a 
proposal, I did not wait to speculate, however, 
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but read these sentences traced in the identical 
handwriting which had copied the lines with 
which I had been twice favored, 

“Captain Oakley presents his compliments to Miss 
Ruthyn, and trusts she will excuse his venturing to 
ask whether, during his short stay in Feltram, he 
might be permitted to pay his respects at. Bartram- 
Haugh. He has been making a short visit to his 
aunt, and could not find himself so near without at 
least attempting to renew an acquaintance which he 
has never ceased to cherish in memory, If Miss 
Ruthyn would be so very good as to favor him with 
ever so short a reply to the question he ventures 
most respectfully to ask, her decision would reach 
him at the Hall Hotel, Feltram.” 

“Well, he’s a roundabout fellah, amyhow. 
Couldn’t he come up and see you if he wanted 
to? They poeters, they do love writing long 

arns—don’t they?” And, with this reflection, 

illy took the note and read it through again. 

‘“‘Tt’s jolly polite anyhow, isn’t it, Maud?” 
said Milly, ‘who had conned it over, and ac- 
cepted it as a model composition. 

i must have been, I think, naturally a rather 
shrewd girl; and, considering how very little I 
had seen of the world—nothing, in fact—I often 
wonder now at the sage conclusion at which I 
arrived. 


Were I to answer this handsome and cun- | 


ning fool according to his folly, in what posi- 
tion should I find myself? No doubt my reply 
would induce a rejoinder, and. that compel an- 
other note from me, and that invite yet another 
from him; and, however his might improve in 
warmth, they were sure not to abate. Was it 
his impertinent plan, with this show of respect 
and ceremony, to drag me into a clandestine 
correspondence? Inexperienced girl as I was, 
I fired at the idea of becoming his dupe, and 
fancying, perhaps, that there was more in mere- 
ly answering his note than it would have amount- 


ed to, I said: 

“That kind of thin, may answer very well 
with button-makers, but ladies don’t like it. 
What would your papa think of it if he found 
that I had been writing to him, and seeing him 
without his permission? If he wanted to see me 
he could have ”—(I really did not know exactly 
what he could have done)—‘‘he could have 
timed his visit to Lady Koolys differently ; at 
all events, he has no right to place me in an em- 
barrassing situation, and I am certain Cousin 
Knollys would say so; and I think his note both 
shabby and impertinent.” 

Decision was not with me an intellectual pro- 
cess. When quite cool I was the most undecided 
of mortals, but once my feelings were excited I 
was prompt and bold. 

“Tl give the note to Uncle Silas,” I said, 
quickening my pace toward home; ‘‘ he'll know 
what to do.” 

But Milly, who, I fancy, had no objection to 
the little romance which the young officer pro- 
posed, told me that she could not see her father; 
that he was ill, and not speaking to any one. 

“ And ar’n’t ye making a plagu’y row about 
nothin’? I lay a guinea if ye had never set eyes 
on Lord Ilbury you’d ’a’ told him to come an’ see 
ye, an’ welcome.” 

‘Don’t talk like a fool, Milly. _ You never 
knew me do anything deceitful. Lord Dbur 
has no more to do with it, you know very well, 
than the man in the moon.” 

I was altogether very indignant. I did not 
speak another word to Milly. The proportions 
of the house are so great that it is a much long- 
er walk than you would suppose from the hall 
door to Uncle Silas’ room. But I did not cool 
all that way 5 and it was not till I had just 
reached the obby, and saw the sour, jealous face, 
and high caul of old Wyat, and felt the influ- 
ence of that neighborhood, that I paused to re- 
consider. I fancied there was a cool conscious- 
ness of success behind all the deferential phrase- 
ology of Captain cet which nettled me ex- 
tremely. No, there co dbenodoubt. I tapped 
softly at the door. 

“What is it now, miss?” snarled the querulous 
old woman, with her shriveled fingers on the 
door-handle. 

“Can Isee my uncle for a moment?” 

“He's tired, and not. a word from him all day 


wie 
‘Not ill, though?” ' 

“ Awful bad in the night,” said the old crone 
with a sudden savage glare in my face, as if 
had brought it about. 

“Oh! Pm very sorry. I had not heard a 
word of it.” 

“No one does but old Wyat. There’s Milly 
there never asks neither—his own child!” 

‘““ Weakness, or what?” 

‘“‘One o’ them fits. He'll slide awa’ in one 
o’ them some day, and no one but old Wyat to 
know nor ask word about it; that’s how ‘twill 


‘* Will you please hand him this note, if he is 
well enough to look at it, and say I’m at the 
door?” - 

She took it with a peevish nod and a grunt, 
closing the door in my face, and in a few min- 
utes returned: ‘‘Come in wi’ ye,” said Dame 
Wyat, and I appeared. aR 

ncle Silas, who after his nightly horror or 
vision, jay extended on a sofa, with his faded 
yellow silk dressing-gown about him, his long 
white hair hanging toward the ground, and that 


wild and feeble smile lighting his face—a glim- 
mer I feared to look upon—his long thin arms 
lay by his, sides, with hands and fingers that 
stirred not, except when now and fhen, with a 
feeble motion, he wet his temples and forehead 
with eau-de-Cologne from a glass saucer placed 
beside him. 

“Excellent girl! dutiful ward and niece!” 
murmured the oracle; ‘‘ heaven. reward you— 
your frank dealing is your own safety and my 
peace. Sit you down, and say who is this Cap- 
tain Oakley, when you made his acquaintance 
what his age, fortune, and expectations, anc 
who the aunt he mentions?” 

Upon all these points I,satisfied him as fully 
as I was able. 

‘“Wyat—the white drops,” he called in a thin, 
stern tone. ‘‘T’ll write a line presently. I can’t 
see visitors, and, of course, you can’t receive 
young captains before you’ve come out. Fare- 
well! God bless you, dear.” 

Wyat was dropping the “white ” restorative 
into a wipe-glass, and the room was redolent of 
ether. I was.glad to escape. . The figures and 
whole mise en scene were unearthly. 

“Well, Milly,” I said, as I mether in the hall, 
= kad papa is going to write to him.” 

sometimes wonder whether Milly was right, 
and how I should have acted a few months ear- 
ier. 

Next day whom should we meet in the Wind- 
mill but Captain Oakley. The spot where this 
interesting rencontre occurred was near that 
ruinous bridge on my sketch of which I had re- 
ceived so many compliments. It was so great 
a surprise that I had not time to recollect my 
indignation, and, having received him very affa- 
bly, I found it impossible, during our brief in- 
terview, to recover my lost altitude. 

After our greetings were over, and some com- 
pliments were made, he said, “T had such a cu- 
rious note from Silas Ruthyn. I am sure he 
thinks me a very impertinent fellow, for it was 
really any thing but inviting—extremely rude, 
in fact. But I could not quite see that because 
he does not want me to invade his bedroom—an 
incursion I never dreamed of—I was not to pre- 
sent myself to you, who had already honored me 
with your acquaintance, with your sanction of 
those who®Were most interested in your welfare, 
and who were just as well qualified as he, I 
fancy, to say who were qualified for such an 
honor.” 

“My uncle, Mr. Silas Ruthyn, you are aware, 
is my guardian; and this is my cousin, his 
daughter.” 

This was an opportunity of becoming a little 
lofty, and IL improved it. He raised his hat. and 
bowed to Milly. 

“Tm Attala. I’ve been very rude and stupid. 
Mr. Ruthyn, of course, has a pertect right 
to—in fact, Tt was not the least aware that I had 
the honor of so near a relation’s—a—a—and 
what exquisite scenery you have! I think this 
country round Feltram particularly fine; and 
this Bartram-Haugh is, I venture to say, about 
the very most beautiful spot in this beautiful re- 
gion. I do assure you | am tempted pegond 
measure to make Feltram and Hall Hotel. my 
headquarters for at least a week. I only regret 
the foliage; but your trees show wonderfully, 
even in winter, somany of them have got that 
ivy about them. They say it spoils trees, but it 
certainly beautifies them. I have just ten days’ 
leave unexpired; I wish I could induce you to 
advise me how to apply them. What shall I do, 
Miss Ruthyn?” 

“‘T am the worst person in the world to make 

Jans, even for myself, I find it so troublesome. 

hat do you say? Suppose you try Wales or 

Scotland, and climb up some of those fine moun- 
tains that look so well in winter?” 

“JT should much prefer Feltram. I so wish 
you would recommend it, What is this pretty 

lant?” 

. ‘“We call that Maud’s myrtle. She planted 
it, and it’s very pretty when it’s full in blow,” 
said Milly. 

Our visit to Elverston had been of immense 
use to us both. 

Oh! planted by you?” he said, very softly, 
with a momentary corresponding glance. ‘‘May 
I—ever so little—just a leaf?’ And, without 
waiting for permission, he held a sprig of it next 
his waistcoat. 

“Yes, it goes very prettily with those but- 
tons, my are very pretty buttons—are not 
they, Milly? A present, a souvenir, I dare 
say. 


nis was a terrible hit at the button-maker, 
and I thought he looked a little oddly at me, 
but my countenance was so ‘ bewitchingly 
some ’ that I suppose his suspicions were al- 
ayed. 

ow it was very odd of me, I must confess, to 
talk in this way, and to receive all these tender 
allusions from a gentleman about whom I had 
spoken and felt so sharply only the evening be- 
fore. But Bartram was abominably lonely. A 
civilized person was a valuable waif or stray in 
that region of the picturesque and the brutal; 
and to my lady reader especially, because she 
will probably be hardest upon me, t put it—can 
you not recollect any such folly in your own 
past life? Can you not in as many minutes call 
to mind at least six similar inconsistencies of 


your own practicing? For my. part, I really 
can’t see the advantage of being the weaker sex 
if: we are always to be as strong as our mascu- 
line neighbors. - 

There was, indeed, no revival of the little sen- 
timent which I had once experienced... When 
these things once expire I do believe they are as 
hard to revive as our dead lapdogs, Guinea-pigs, 
and parrots. It was my perfect coolness which 
enabled me to chat, I flatter myself, so agreea- 
bly with the refined captain, who p ainly 
thought. me his captive, and was probably now 
and then thinking what was to be done to util- 
ize that little bit of Bartram, or to beautify 
some other, when he should see fit, to become its 
master, as we rambled over these wild but beau- 
tiful grounds. 

It was just about then that Milly nudged 
me very vehemently, and whispered, ‘* Look 
there!” 

I followed with mine the direction of her eyes, 
and saw my odious Cousin Dudley, in a te ie 
pair of cross-barred pegtops, and what illy 

efore her reformation used to call other ‘‘slops ” 
of corresponding atrocity, approaching our re- 
fined little party with great strides. I really 
think that Milly was very nearly ashamed of 
him. I cgvtgitiie was. _ I had no apprehension, 
however, of the scene which was imminent. 

The charming captain mistook him probably 
for some rustic servant of the place, for he con- 
tinued his agreeable remarks up to the very mo- 
ment when Dudley, whose face was pale with 
anger, and whose rapid advance had not served 
to cool him, without recollecting to salute either 
Milly or me, accosted our elegant companion as 
follows: 

“By your leave, master, hain’t you summat 
in the wrong box here, don’t you think?” 

He had planted himself directly in his front, 
and looked unmistakably menacing. 

“May I speak to him? Will you excuse me?” 
said the captain, blandly. 

“Ow—ay, they’ll excuse ye ready enough, I 
dessay; you’re to deal wi’ me, though. Bain’t 
ye in the wrong box now?” 

“Tm not conscious, sir, of being in a box at 
all,” replied the captain with severe disdain. 
‘Tt strikes me you are disposed to getup a row. 
Let us, if you please, get a little apart from the 
ladies, if that is your purpose.” 

‘“‘T mean to turn you out o’ this the way ye 
came. If you make a row, so much the wuss 
for you, for I'll lick ye to fits.” 

“Tell him not to fight,” whispered Milly; 
‘he'll ’a? no chance wi’ udley.” 

I saw Dickon Hawkes grinning over the pal- 
ing on which he leaned. 

“Mr. Hawkes,” I said, drawing Milly with 
me toward that unpromising mediator, *‘ pra; 
prevent unpleasantness and go between them.” 

“ An’ git licked o’ both sides? Rather not, 
miss, thank ye,” grinned Dickon, tranquilly. 

“Who are you, sir?’ demanded our romantic 
acquaintance, with military sternness. 

“Tl tell you who you are—you’re Oakley, as 
nied at the Hall, that governor wrote, over- 
night, not to dare show your nose inside the 

rounds. You're a half-starved cappen, come 
Aoven here to look for a wife, and—” 

Before Dudley could finish his sentence, Ca 
tain Oakley, than whose face no regimentals 
could possibly have been more scarlet, at that 
moment struck with his switch at Dudley’s hand- 
some features. 

I don’t know how it was done—by some 
“devilish cantrip slight ”—a smack was heard 
and the captain lay on his back on the ground 
with his mouth full of blood. 

“‘ How do you like the taste 0’ that?” roared 
Dickon, from his post of observation, ‘ 

Tn an, instant Captain Oakley was on his feet 
again, hatless, looking quite frantic, and strik- 
ing out at Dudley, who was ducking and dip- 
ping quite coolly, and again the same horrid 
sound, only this time it was double, like a 
quick postman’s knock, and Captain Oakley was 
on the grass again. 

-“Panped his smeller, by ——,” thundered 
Dickon, with a roar of laughter. 

‘Come away Milly, Pm growing ill,” said I. 

“ Drop it, ‘Dudley, tell ye; you'll kill him,” 
screamed Milly. : 

But the devoted captain, whose nose, and 
mouth, and shirt-front formed now but one 
great patch of blood, and was bleeding besides 
over one eye, dashed at him again. 

I turned away. I felt quite faint, and on the 
point of crying, with mere horror. 

“Hammer away at his knocker,” bellowed 
Dickon, in a frenzy of delight. ; 

“He'll break it now, if it ain’t already,” cried 
Milly, alluding, as I afterward understood, to 
the captain’s Grecian nose. ‘ 

“Brayvo, little un!” The captain was con- 
siderably the taller. + 

Another smack, and, I suppose, Captain Oak- 
ley fell once more. : ; 

‘‘ Hooray! the dinner-service again, by ——,” 
roared Dickon. _ “Stick to that, Over the 
same ground—subsoil, I say. He han’t enough 

et.” 
- In a perfect tremor of dis , L was mans 
as quick a retreat as I could, and as I did, 
heard Captain pakey shriek hoarsely, “Youre 
a d—d prizefighter; I can’t box you.” 
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‘But you’re the son of a gentleman, and by 
—— you shall fight me as a gentleman.” 

A yell of hooting laughter from Dudley and 
Dickon followed this sally. 

**Gi’e my love to the colonel, and think 0’ me 
when ye look in the glass—won’t ye? An’ so 
you're goin’ arter all; well, follow what’s left 0’ 
yer nose. Ye forgot some o’ yer ivories, didn’t 
ye—on th’ grass?” 

These and many similar jibes followed the 
mangled captain in his retreat. 


CHAPTER XLVI. 
DOCTOR BRYERLY REAPPEARS: 

No one who has not experienced it can im- 
agine the nervous disgust and horror which such 
a spectacle as we had been forced in part to 
witness leaves upon the mind of a young per- 
son of my peculiar temperament. 

It affected ever after my involuntary estimate 
of the principal actors in it. “An exhibition of 
such thorough inferiority, accompanied by such 
a shock to the feminine sense of elegance, is not 
forgotten by any woman. Captain Oakley had 
been severely beaten by a smaller man. It was 
pitiable, but also- undignified; and Milly’s 
anxieties about. his teeth and nose, though in a 
certain sense horrible, had also a painful sus- 
picion of the absurd. 

People say, on the ofher hand, that superior 

rowess, even insuch barbarous contests, inspires 
= our'sex an interest akin to admiration. T can 
positively say in my case it was quite the re- 
verse. Dudley Ruthyn stood lower than ever 
in my estimation; for, though I feared him 
more, it was by reason of these brutal and cold- 
blooded associations. 

After this I lived in constant apprehension of 
being summoned to my uncle’s room, and bein 
called.on for an explanation of my meeting wit 
Captain Oakley, which, notwithstanding my 
perfect innocence, looked suspiciously, but no 
such inquisition resulted. Perhaps he did not 
suspect me; or perhaps he thought, not in his 
haste, all women are liars, and did not care to 
hear what I might say. I rather lean to’ the 
latter interpretation. 

The exchequer just now, I suppose, by some 
means, was replenished, for next morning Dud- 
ley set off upon one of his fashionable excur- 
sions, as poor Milly thotght them, to Wolver- 
hampton. And the same day Doctor Bryerly 
arrived. 

Milly and I, from my room window, saw him 
step from his vehicle to the court-yard. A lean 
man, with sandy hair and whiskers, was in the 
chaise with him. Doctor Bryerly descended in 
the unchangeable black suit that always looked 
new and never fitted him. 

The doctor looked careworn’ and older, I 
thought, by several years, than when I last saw 
him. He was not shown up to my uncle’s room; 
on the contrary, Milly, who was more actively 
curious than I, ascertained that our tremulous 
butler informed him that my uncle was not suf- 
ficiently well for an interview; whereupon Doc- 
tor Bryerly had penciled a note, the reply to 
which was a message from Uncle Silas, saying 
that he would be happy to see him in five min- 


utes. 

As Milly and IL were conjecturing what it 
might mean, and before the five minutes had 
expired, Mary Quince entered. _ 

Wyat bid me tell you, miss, your uncle 
wants you this minute.” ; 

When I entered his room Uncle Silas was 
seated at the table with his desk before him. 
He looked up. Could anything be more digni- 
fied, suffering, and venerable? 

“T sent for you, dear,” he said, very gently, 
extending his thin, white hand, and taking 
mine, which he held affectionately while he 

ke, ‘‘because I desire to have no secrets, and 
wish you to thoroughly know all that concerns 
your own interests while subject to my guardi- 
anship; and I am happy to think, my beloved 
niece, that you require my candor. Ob; here is 
the gentleman, Sit down, dear. ’ 

Doctor Bryerly was advancing, as it seemed, 
to shake hands with Uncle Silas, who, however, 
rose with a severe and haughty air, not the least 
overacted, and made him a slow, ceremonious 
bow. I wondered how the homely doctor could 
confront so tranquilly that astounding statue of 
hauteur. 

A faint and weary smile, rather sad than con- 
temptuous, was the only sign he showed of feel- 
ing his repulse. 4 ; 

“How do you do, miss?’ he said, extending 
his hand, and greeting me after his ungallant 
fashion, as if it were an after-thought. = 

“T think I may as well take a chair, sir,” said 
Doctor Bryerly, sitting down serenely near the 
table and crossing his ungainly legs. 

My uncle bowed. : 
_ ‘You understand the nature of the business, 
sir, Do you wish Miss Ruthyn to remain? 
asked Doctor Bryerly. 

“I sent for her, sir,” replied my uncle, in a 
very gentle and sarcastic tone, a smile on his 
thin lips, and his strangely contorted eyebrows 
raised for a moment contemptuously. ‘This 
gentleman, my dear Maud, thinks proper to in- 
sinuate that lam robbing you. It surprises me 


“T told yel’d lick ye to fits,” hooted Dudley. | a little, and, no doubt, you. I’ve nothing to 


conceal, and wished you to be present while he 
favors me more particularly with his views. 
Pm right, I think, in describing it as robbery, 
sir? 

“Why,” said Doctor Bryerly, thoughtfully, 
for he was treating the matter as one of right, 
and not of feeling, ‘it would be, certainly, tak- 
ing that which does not belong to you, and con 
verting it to your own use; but, at the worst, it 
would more resemble thieving, I think, than 
robbery.” 

I'saw Uncle Silas’ lip, eyelid, and thin check 
quiver and shrink, as with a thrill of tic doulou- 
reux, as Doctor Bryerly spoke this unconscious- 
ly insulting answer. y uncle had, however, 
the self-command which is learned at the gam- 
ing-table. He shrugged, with a chilly, sarcastic 
little laugh, and a glance at me. 

“Your note says waste, I think, sir?” 

“Yes, waste—the felling and sale of timber in 
the Windmill Wood, the selling of oak bark and 
burning of charcoal, as I’m informed,” said 
Bryerly, as sadly and gpiety as aman might 
relate a piece of intelligence from the news- 
paper. 

** Detectives? or private spies of your own? 
or, perhaps, my servants, bribed with my poor 
brother’s money? A very high- inded pro- 
cedure.” 

“ Nothing of the kind, sir?” 

My uncle sneered. 

“T mean, sir, there has been no undue can- 
vass for evidence, and the question is simpl 
one of right; and it is our duty to see that this 


inexperienced young lady is not defrauded.” 
** By her own uncle?” 
“ By. any one,” said Doctor Bryerly, with a 


natural impenetrability that excited my ad- 
miration. 

‘*Of course you come armed with an opinion?” 
said my smiling uncle, insinuatingly. 

“The case is before Mr: Sergeant Grinders. 
These bigwigs don’t return their cases some- 
times so quickly as we could wish.” 

‘Then you have no opinion?” smiled my uncle. 

“My solicitor is quite cleat upon it; and it 
seems to me there can be no question raised but 
for form’s sake.” 

“Yes, for form’s sake you take one, and in 
the mean time, upon a nice question of jaw, the 
surmises of a thick-headed attorney and of an 
ars sree apoth—I beg pardon, physician—are 
sufficient warrant for teling my niece and ward, 
in my presence, that I am defrauding her!” 

My uncle leaned back in his chair, and smiled 
with a contemptuous patience over Doctor Bry- 
erly’s head as he spoke. 

“T don’t know whether I used that expres- 
sion, sir, but) I am speaking merely in a tech- 
nical'sense. I mean to say that, whether by 
mistake or otherwise, you are exercising a pow- 
er which you don’t lawfully possess, and that 
the effect of that is to impoverish the estate, 
and, by so much as it benefits you, to wrong 
ey A lady.” 

“Tm a technical defrauder, I see, and your 
manner conveys the rest. I thank my God, sir, 
I am a very different man from what I once 
was.” Uncle Silas was speaking in a low tone, 
and with extraordinary deliberation. “T re- 
member when I should have certainly knocked 
you down, sir, or tried it, at least, for a great 
deal Neto 2 haaan 

ut serious sir, what do you propose?” 
askéd Doctor Biyerby, sternly and a little 
flushed, for I think the old man was stirred 
within him; and though he did not raise his 
voice, his manner was excited. ; 

SE ron to defend my rights, sir,” mur- 
mured Unele Silas, very grim. “I’m not with- 
out an opinion, though you are.” 

“You seem to think, sir, that I have a pleas- 
ure in annoying you; you are quite wrong. I 
hate annoying any one—constitu jionally—I ate 
it; but don’t you see, sir, the position I’m placed 
ph T wish I could please every one, and do my 

uty. 

ncle Silas bowed and smiled. 

“ve brought with me the Scotch steward 
from Tolkingden, your estate, miss, and if you 
let us we will visit the spot and make a note of 
what we observe, that is, assuming that you ad- 
mit waste, and merely question our law.” 

“Tf you please, sir, you and your Scotchman 
shall do no such thing; and, bearing in mind that 
I neither deny nor admit anything, you will 
please further never more to present yourself, 
under any pretext whatsoever, either in this 
house or on the grounds of Bartram-Haugh, 
during my lifetime.” 7 

Uncle Silas rose up with the same glassy 
smile and scowl, in token that the interview was 
ended, 

““Good-by, sir,” said Doctor Bryerly, with a 
sad and thoughtful air, and, hesitating for a mo- 
ment, he said to’ me, ‘* Do you think, miss, you 
can afford me a word in the hall?” 

“Not a word, sir,” snarled Uncle Silas, with 
a ae flash from his eyes. 

ere was a pause. 

“Sit where you are, Maud.” 

Another pause. : 

“Tf you have anything to say to my ward, 
sir, you will please to say it here.” 

Doctor Bryerly’s dark and homely face was 


turned on me with an expression of unspeakable 
compassion. 

“T was going to say, that if you think of any 
way in which I can be of the least service, miss, 
I'm ready to act, that’s all; mind, any way.” 

He hesitated, looking at me w ith the same ex- 
pression as if he had something more to say; but 
16 only repeated, ‘‘That’s all, miss,” 

“Won't you shake hands, Doctor Bryerly, be- 


| fore you go,” I said, eagerly approaching him. 


Without a smile, with the same sad anxiety 
in his face, with his mind, as it seemed to me, 
on something else, and irresolute whether to 
speak or to be silent, he took my fingers ina 
very cold hand, and holding it so, and slowly 
shaking it, his grave and troubled glance uncon- 
sciously rested on Uncle Silas’ face, while in a 
sad tone and absent way he said, ‘‘Good-by, 
miss. 

From before that sad gaze my uncle averted 
his strange eyes quickly, and looked, oddly, to 
the window. 

In a moment more Doctor Bryerly let my 
hand go with a sigh, and with an abrupt little 
nod to me he left the room, and I heard that 
dismalest of sounds, the retreating footsteps of 
a true friend, lost. 

“Lead us not into temptation; if we pray so 
we must not mock the eternal Majesty of Heav- 
en by walking into temptation of cur own ac- 
cord.” 

This oracular sentence was not uttered by my 
uncle until Doctor Bryerly had been gone at 
least five minutes, 

“ve forbid him my house, Maud, first, be- 
cause his perfectly unconscious insolence tries 
my patience nearly beyond endurance; and 
again, because I have heard unfavorable reports 
of him, On the question of right which he dis- 
putes, [am perfectly informed, I am your ten- 
ant, my dear niece; when I am gone you will 
learn how scrupulous I have been; you will see 
how, under the pressure of the most. agonizing 
pecuniary difficulties, the terrific penalty of a 
misspent youth, I have been careful never by a 
hair’s breadth to transgress the strict line of m 
legal privileges—alike as your tenant, Maud, 
and as your guardian; how, amid frightful agi- 
tations, I have kept myself, by the miraculous 
strength and grace vouchsafed me, pure. 

“The world,” he resumed, after a short pause, 
“has no faith in any man’s conversion; it never 
forgets what he was, it never believes him any- 
thing better; it is an inexorable and _ stupid 
judge. What I was I will describe in blacker 

rms, and with more heartfelt detestation than 
my traducers—a reckless prodigal, a godless 
eae Such Iwas; what Iam,I am. If 

had no nope beyond this world, of all men 
most miserable; but with that hope, a sinner 
saved.” 3 

Then he waxed eloquent and mystical. I 
think his Swedenborgian studies had crossed his 
notions of religion with strange lights. I never 
could follow him quite in these excursions into 
the region of symbolism, I only recollect that 
he talked of the deluge and the waters of Mara. 
and said, ‘I am. washed—I am sprinkled,” and 
then pausing, bathed his thin temples and fore- 
head with eau-de-Cologne, a process which was, 
perhaps, suggested by his imagery of sprinkling 
and so forth. 

Thus refreshed, he sighed and smiled, and 
passed to the subject of Doctor Bryerly. 

“Of Doctor Bryerly L know that a is sly, 
that he loves money, was born r, and makes 
nothing by his profession. ut he SSeS 
many thousand pounds, under my poor brother’s 
will, of your money; and he has glided with, of 
course, a modest nolo episcopari, into the acting 
trusteeship, with all its multitudinous opportu- 
nities, of your immense property. That is not 
doing so badly for-a visionary Swedenborgian, 
Such a man must prosper. But if he expected 
to make money out of me, he is disappointed. 
Money, however, he will make of his trustee- 
ship, as you will see. It is a dangerous resolu- 
tion. But if he will seek the life of Dives, the 
worst T wish him is tofind the death of Lazarus. 
But whether, like Lazarus, he be borne of angels 
into Abraham’s bosom, or like the rich man, 
only dies and is buried, and the rest, neither liv- 
ing nor dying do I desire his company,” 

Bnele ‘ilas here seemed suddenly overtaken 
by exhaustion. . He leaned back with a ghastly 
look, and his lean features glistened with the 
dew of faintness. Iscreamed for Wyat. But 
he soon recovered sufficiently to smile his odd 
smile, and with it and his frown, nodded and 
waved me away. 


CHAPTER XLVIII. 
QUESTION AND ANSWER. 

My uncle, after all, was not ill that day, after 
the riStoae, fashion of his malady, be it what it 
might. Old Wyat repeated in her sour laconic 
way that there was “ nothing to speak of amiss 
with him.” But there remained with me a 
sense of pain and fear. Doctor Bryerly, not- 
withstanding my uncle’s sarcastic reflections, re- 
mained, in my estimation, a true and wise friend. 
T had all my life been accustomed to rely upon 
others, and here, haunted by many unavowed 
and ill-defined alarms and doubts, the disap; 
ance of an active and able friend caused my 
heart to sink, 
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Still there remained my dear Cousin Monica, 
and my eomegests and trusted friend Lord Ibury ; 
and .in less than.a week arrived an invitation 
from Lady Mary to the Grange for me and 
Milly to meet Lady Knollys. It was accom- 
panied, she told me, by a note from Lord Ibury 
to my uncle, supporting her request; and in the 
afternoon I received a message to attend my 
uncle in his room. , 

“An invitation from Lady Mary Carysbroke 
for you and wry to meet Monica Knollys; 
have you received it?” asked my uncle, so soon 
as I was seated. Answered in the affirmative, 
he continued: ‘‘ Now, Maud Ruthyn, I expect 
the truth from you; Tt have been frank, so s 

rou, Haye you ever heard me spoken ill of by 
ady Knollys?” 

I was quite taken aback. , 

I felt my cheeks flushing. I was returning 
his fierce cold gaze with a stupid stare, and re- 
mained dumb. 

“Yes, Maud, you have.” 

I looked down in silence. 

“T know it; but it is right you should answer; 
have you or haye you not?” 

IT had to clear my voice twice or thrice. 
There was a kind of spasm in my throat. 

“T am trying to recollect,” I said at last. 

** Do recollect,” he replied, imperiously. 

There was a little interval of silence. I would 
have given the world to be, on any conditions, 
any where else in the world. 

‘Surely, Maud, you don’t wish to deceive 
your guardian? Come, the question is a plain 
one, and I know the truth already. I ask ge 
again—have you ever heard me spoken ill of by 
hae. Knollys?’ 

“ Lady-Knollys,” I said, hardly articulately, 
“speaks yery freely, and often half in jest, 
but,” I continued, observing something mena- 
cing in his face, “ Tt have heard her express dis- 
approbation of some things you have done.” 

“Come, Maud,” he continued, in a stern, 
though still a low key, “‘ did she not insinuate 
that charge—then, I suppose, in a state of incu- 
bation—the other day presented here full 
fledged, with beak and claws, by that schem- 
ing apothecary—the statement that I was de- 
frauding you by cutting down timber upon the 
grounds?” 

“She certainly did mention the circumstance ; 
but she also argued that it might have been 
through ignorance of the extent of your rights.” 

“Come, come, Maud, you must not prevari- 
cate, girl, I will have it. Does she not habitu- 
ally speak desparagingly of mein your presence, 
and to you?) Answer.” 

I hung my head, 

“* ‘Yes or no?” 

“Well, perhaps so—yes,” I faltered and burst 
into-tears. 

“There, don’t cry; it may well shock you. 
Did she not, to your knowledge, say the same 
things in presence of my child Milli icent? JI 
know it; I repeat; there is no use hesitating; 
and I command you to answer.” 

Sobbing, I told the truth. 

“Now, sit still while I write my reply.” 

He wrote, with the scowl and smile-so painful 


to witness, as he looked down upon. the paper. 
and then he placed the note before me: Pipad 
that, my dear.” 

It began 


adopt effectual measures to prevent your ever again 

Serie an opportunity of pnden Mi on 

influence and authority pyr my ward or my ehild 
r. 


Ruriyn.” 

I was stunned; yet what could I plead against 
the blow that wie to isolate me? wept aloud, 
with my hands clasped, looking on the marble 
face of the old man. 

Without seeming to hear, he folded and seal- 
oe his note, and then proceeded to answer Lord 

ury. 

When that note was written, he placed it like- 
wise before me; and I read it also through. ft 
simply referred him to Lady Knollys ‘for an 
explanation of the unhappy circumstances which 
compelled him to decline an inyitation which it 
would have made his niece and his daughter so 
happy to accept.” 

“You see, my dear Maud, how frank I am 
with you,” he said, waving the open note, which 
Thad just read, slightly before ho folded it. “I 
think may ask you to reciprocate my candor.” 

Dismissed from this interview, I ran to Milly, 
who burst into tears from sheer disap ointment; 
80 we wept. and wailed together.. But in my 
grief I think there was more reason. 

I sat down to the dismal task of writing to my 
dear Lady Knollys. I i BF her to make 
her peace with my uncle. I told her how frank 
he had been with me, and how he had shown 
me his sad reply to her letter, I told her of the 
interview to which he had himself invited me 


with Dr. Bryerly; how little disturbed he was 
by the accusation—no sign of guilt; quite the 
age rfect confidence. I implored of her 
to think the best, and, remembering my isola- 
tion, to accomplish a reconciliation with Uncle 
Silas. ‘Only think,” I wrote; ‘I only nine- 
teen, and two years of solitude before me. What 
a separation!” No broken merchant ever signed 
the schedule of his bankruptcy with a heavier 
heart than I did this letter. 

The grate of youth are like the wounds of the 
ods—there is an ichor which heals the scars 
rom which it flows; and thus Milly and I con- 


soled ourselves, and next day enjoyed our ram- | 


ble, our talk and charred with a wonderful 
eee to the inevitable. 

Milly and I stood in the relation.of Lord Du- 
berly to Docter Pangloss. I was to mend her 
“cackleology,” and the occupation amused us 
both. [think-at the bottom of our submission 
to destiny lurked a hope that Uncle. Silas, the 
inexorable, would relent, or that Cousin Mon- 
ica, that siren, would win and melt him to her 
purpose. 

Whatever comfort, however, I derived from 


the absence of Dudley was not to be of very | 


long duration; for one morning, as I was amus- 
ing myself alone with.a piece of worsted work, 
thinking, and just at that moment, not unpleas- 
antly, of many things, my Cousin Dudley en, 
troare room. a bad Baie 

ck again, like a penny, ye see. 
And how ’a’ ye bin ever since, lass? Purely, I 
warrant, by your looks. I’m jolly glad to see 
ye, Lam; no cattle going like ye, Maud.” 

‘I think I must ask you to let go my hand, 
as I can’t continue my work,” I said, very stiff- 
ly, hoping to chill his enthusiasm.a little. 

“Anything to pleasure ye, Maud; *tain’t in 
my heart to refuse ye nou’t. I ha’ bin to Wol- 
verhampton, lass—jolly row there—and run over 
to Leamington; a’most broke, my neck, faith, 
wi’ a borrowed horse arter the dogs; ye would 
na care, Maud, if I broke my neck, would ye? 
Well, ’appen, jest a little,” he good-naturedly 
suppl as | was silent. 

‘Little over a week since I left here, by 
George, and to me it’s half the almanac like; 
can ye guess the reason, Maud?’ 

‘Have you seen your sister Milly, or your fa- 
ther, since your return?’ I asked, coldly. 

“They'll keep, Maud; never mind them; it be 
you I want to see—it be you I wor thinkin’ on 
a’ the time. . I tell ye, lass, ’m all’ays a-think- 
in’ on ye.” 

‘TI think you ought to go and see your fa- 
ther; you have been away, you say, some time. 
I don’t think it is respectful,” I said, a little 


abarply. + 

“Tf ye bid me gold a’most go, but I-could 
na quite; there’s nou’t on earth | would na do 
for xou Maud, excep’ leaving you.” 

“And that,” I said, with a petulant flush, ‘is 
the only ashing on earth I would ask you to do.” 

“Blessed if you bain’t a-blushin’, Maud,” he 
pte Mes an odious grin. 

is stupidity was proof against everything. 

“Tt is too bad,” I Neca with an aa 
little pat of my foot and mimic stamp. 

‘Well, you lasses be queer cattle; ye’re an- 
gry wi’ me now, ’cos ye think I got into mis- 
chief—ye do, Maud; ye know’t, ye buxom littile 
fool, down there at olverhampton; and jest 
for that_ye’re ready to turn me off again’ the 
minute I come back; “tisn’t fair.” 

“TI don’t understand you, sir; and I beg that 
you'llleave me.” . 

* Now, didn’t I tell ye about leavin’: ye, Maud? 
’Tis the only thing 1 can’t compass for yer sake. 
Tm jest_a child in yer hands, I am, ye know. 
Ican lick a big fellah to pot as limp as a Tag 
by George!”—(his oaths were not ly so mil i 
—‘‘yve see summat o’ that t/other day. Well, 
don’t be vexed, Maud, ’twas all along 0’ you; ye 
know I wor a bit jealous, ’appen; but anyhow I 
can do it; and look at me here, jest a child, I 
say, in yer hands.” 

‘I wish you’d go away. Have you nothing 
to do, and no one to see’. Why cawt you leave 
me alone, sir?” 

"Cog I Cony Maud, that's jest why; and I 
wonder, Maud, how you can be so ill-natured, 
when you see me like this; how can ye?” 

“T wish Milly would come,” said I, peevishly, 
depleing toward the door. 


ell, Pl tell you how it is,Mand. I may | 
Y 4 LT like alg 4 


as well have it out, toer than any 
lass that ever I saw, a deal; you're nicer b 

alks ; there's none like ye—there isn’t; and 
wish you'd have me. I ha’n’t much tin—fa- 
ther’s run through a deal; he’s pretty well up a 
tree; ye know; but, though I bain’t so rich as 
some folk, ’'m a better man, ’appen; and if ye’d 
take a tidy lad, that likes ye awful, and ‘id die 
for a ape why here he is.” 

at can you mean, sir?’ I exclaimed 

rising in indignant bewilderment, : 

“T mean, ud, if ye’ll marry me, you'll 
never ha’ cause to complain; I’ never let ye 
want for nou’t, nor gi’e ye a wry word,” 

“Actually a proposal,” I ejaculated, like a 
person s gm a-eneam, j 

Is , with my hand on the back of a chair, 
staring. at Dudley, and looking, I dare say, as 
stupe ed as I felt. 

“There's a good lass; ye would na deny me,” 
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said the odious creature, with one knee on the 
seat of the chair behind which I was standing. 
and ontenipesd to place his arm lovingly round 
my neck. 

his effectually roused me, and, starting back, 
I snmped upon the ground with actual fury. 

“What has there ever been, sir, in my eon- 
duet, words or looks to warrant this unparal- 
jeled audacity? But that you are as stupid as 
hi are impertinent, brutal and ugly, you must 

ong ago, sir, have seen how I dislike you. How 
dare you, sir? Don’t presume to obstruct me; 
I'm going to my uncle.” 
E I had never spoken so violently to mortal be- 
ore. 

He in turn looked a little confounded, and I 
passed his extended but motionless arm with a 
quick and angry step. 

He followed me a pace or two, however, before 
I reached the door, looking horridly angry, but 
stopped, and only swore after me some of those 
‘Cwry words” which I was never to have heard. 
I was myself, however, too much incensed, and 
moving at too rapid a pace, to catch their im- 

rt; and I had knocked at my uncle’s door be- 
fore I began to collect my thoughts. 

‘“Come in,” replied. my uncle’s voice, clear, 
thin and peevish, : 

T entered and confronted him. 

“Your son, sir, has insulted me.” 

He looked at me with a cold curiosity steadily 
for a few seconds, as I stood panting before him 
with flaming cheeks. 

‘*Kgad, you 


“ Tnsulted you” repeated he. 
surprise me!’ 

e ejaculation savored of ‘the old man,” to 
borrow the scriptural phrase, more than any 
thing I had heard from him before. 

“* How?” he continued; ‘‘ how has Dudley in- 
sulted you, my dear child! Come, you're ex- 
cited; sit down; take time, and tell me all about 
it, I did not know that Dudley was here.” 

‘‘T—he—it is an insult.. He knew very well— 
he must know I dislike him; and he presumed to 
make a BpeDegAe of marriage to me.” 

**O—o—oh!” exclaimed my unele, with a pro- 
longed intonation, which plainly said, is that 
the mighty matter? 

He looked at me as he leaned back with the 
same steady curiosity, this time smiling, which 


somehow frightened me, and his countenance. 


looked to me wicked, like the face of a witch, 
with a guilt I could not understand. 

‘‘ And that is the amount of your complaint. 
He made you a formal proposal of marriage!” 

““-Yes; he proposed for me,” 

I cooled I began to feel just a very little dis- 
concerted, and a. suspicion was troubling me that 
posubly: an indifferent person might think that, 

ving no more to complain of, my 
was perhaps a little exaggerated, and my de- 
meanor a little too tempestuous. 

My uncle, I dare say, saw some symptoms of 

misgiving, for, smiling still he said: 

‘My dear Maud, however just, you appear to 
me a little cruel; you don’t seem to remember 
how much Ly quane yourself to blame; you have 
one faithful friend at least, whom I advise your 
consulting—I mean your looking-glass. The 
foolish fellow is ous, que ignorant in the 
world’s ways. He is in love—desperately en- 
amored: 

‘“** Aimer ¢’est craindre,"et craindre o’est souffrir.’ 
And suffering prompts to desperate remedies. 
We must ater too hard on a rough but roman- 
tic Poung fool, who talks according to his folly 
and his pain.” 


CHAPTER XLIX. 
AN APPARITION. 

“ Bur, after all,” he suddenly resumed, as if 
a new thought had struck him, “‘is it quite such 
folly, after all? It really strikes me, dear Maud, 
that the subject may be worth a second thought. 
No, no, you won’t refuse to hear me,” he said, 
observing me on the point of protesting. “Iam 
of course, assuming that you are fancy free. 
am assuming, too, that you don’t care twopence 
about Dey and even that you fancy you dis- 
like him. ou know in that pleasant play, poor 
Sheridan—delightful fellow !—all our fine spirits 
are dead—he makes Mrs. Malaprop say there is 
nothing like beginning with a little aversion. 
Now, though in matrimony, of course, that is 
only a joke, yet in love, believe me, it is no such 
thing. His own marriage with Miss Ogle, I 
know, was a case in point, She expressed a 
positive horror of him at their first acquaintance, 
and yet, I believe, she would, a few months 
eer il have died rather than not have married 

im. 

I was again about to speak, but with a smile 
he beckoned me into silence. 

“There are two or three points you must bear 
inmind. One of the happiest privileges of your 
fortune is that you may, without imprudénce, 

There are few men in 


able with that you Y_ Possess, or, in 

appreciably increase the splendor of your for- 
tune. If, therefore, he were in all other ts 
eligible, T can’t seo that his poverty would be an 
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stitutes the aristocracy of the ring and the turf, 
and all that kind of thing. You see, I am put- 
ting all the worst points . But Lhave known 
so many young men in my day, after a madcap 
career of afew yearsamong prizefighters, wrest- 
lers, and jockeys—learning their slang and af- 
fecting their manners—take up and cultivate the 

aces and the decencies. There was poor dear 

ewgate, many degrees lower in that kind of 
frolic, who, when he grew tired of it, became one 
of the most elegant and accomplished men in 
the House of Peers. Poor Newgate, he’s gone, 
too! Icould reckon up fifty of my early friends 
who all began like Dudley and all turned out, 
more or less, like Newgate.” 

At this moment came a knock at the door, 
and Dudley put in his head most inopportunely 
for the vision of his future graces and accom- 
plishments. 

‘“My good fellow,” said his father, with a 
sharp sort of playfulness, ‘‘ I happen to be talk- 
ing about my son, and should rather not be 
overheard; you will, therefore, choose another 
time for your visit.” 

Dudley hesitated ffly at the door, but an- 
other look from his father dismissed him. : 

“And now, my dear, you are to remember 
that Dudley has fine qualities—the most affec- 
tionate son in his rough way that ever father 
was blessed with; most admirable qualities— 
indomitable courage, and a igh sense of honor; 
and, lastly, that he has the Ruthyn blood—the 
purest blood, I maintain it, in England.” 

My uncle, as he said this, drew himself up a 
little, unconsciously, his thin hand laid lightly 
over his heart with a little patting motion, and 
his countenance looked so strangely dignified 
and melancholy that, in admiring contemplation 
of it, I lost some sentences which followed next, 

+ Therefore, dear, naturally anxious that my 
boy should not ‘be dismissed from home, as he 
must be should you persevere in rejecting his 
suit, I beg that you will reserve your decision 
to this = fortnight, when I will with much 
pleasure hear what you may have to say on the 
aap eck But till then, observe me, not a word.” 

That evening he and Dudley were closeted for 
along time. I suspect that he lectured him on 
the psychology of ladies; for a bouquet was laid 
beside my plate every morning at breakfast, 
which it must have been troublesome to get, for 
the conservatory at Bartram was a desert. In 
a few days more. an.anonymous green parrot ar- 
rived in a gilt cage, with a little note in aclerk’s 
hand, addressed to ‘‘ Miss Ruthyn (of Know), 
Bartram Haugh,” etc. It contained only ‘‘ Di- 
rections for caring green parrot,” at the close 
of which, underline ,, the words appeared, “ The 
bird’s name is Maud.” 

The bouquets I invariably left on the table- 
cloth where I found them; the bird I insisted 
on Milly’s keeping as her property. During the 
intervening fortnight Dudley never ap, ed, as 
he used sometimes to do before, at luncheon, 
nor looked in at the window as we were ai 
breakfast. He contented himself with.one day 
placing himself in my way in the hall in his 
shooting accouterments, and, with a glume 
shuffling kind of respect, and hat in hand, he 
said, “I think, miss, I must ’a’ spoke uncivil 
tiother day. I was so awful put about, and 
didn’t know no more nor a child what Iwas say- 
ing; and I wanted to tell ye I'm sorry for it, 
and I beg your pardon—very humble, I do,” 

did not know what to say, 1 therefore said 
nothing, but made a grave inclination, and 
on. 

_ Two or three times Milly and I saw him at a 
little distance in our walks. He never attempt- 
ed to join us. Once only he passed so near that 
some recognition was inevitable, and he stopped 
and in silence lifted his hat with an awkward 
respect. But, although he did not SPRUNG us, 
he was ostentatious with a kind of telegraphic 
civility in the distance. He opened gates, he 
whistled his dogs to “heel,” be drove away cat- 
tle, and then himself withdrew. I really think 
he watched us occasionally to render these serv- 
ices, for in this distant way we encountered him 
decidedly oftener than we used to before his 
flattering proposal of iage. 

You Fim penetinitins Sc we discussed, Mill 
and I, tha nce pretty constantly in a 
sorts of moods. Limited as had been her ex- 
perience of human society, she yer clearly saw 
now how far below its presentable level was ber 
hopeful brother. \ 

he fortnight sped ewe as time always 
does when something we dislike and shrink from 
awaits us at its close._I never saw Uncle Silas 
during that period. It may seem odd to those’ 
who merely read the reportof our last interview 
in which his manner had been more playful an 
his talk more trifling than in any other, that 
from it I had carried away & profounder sense 
of fear and insecurity than from any other, It 
was with a foreboding of evil and an awful 
dejection that on a very dark day, in Milly’s 
room, I awaited the summons which I Was sure 
would reach me from my pune guardian, 

As I looked from the window upon the slant- 
ing rain and leaden sky, and thought of the 

interview that awaited me, I pressed m 
hand to my troubled heart, and murmured, “Ol 
that I had wings like a dove! then would I flee 
away and be at rest,” 


‘*‘ Poor bird!” I said. “I dare say, Milly, it 
longs to get out...If it were a native of this 
country, would not you like to open the win- 
dows, and then the door of that cruel cage, and 
let the poor thiug fly.away?” fb} 

“ Master wants Miss Maud,” said Wyat's dis- 
agreeable tones at the half-open door. 

I followed in silence, with the pressure of a 
near alarm at my heart, like a,person going to 
an operation. 

When I entered the room my heart beat: so 
fast that I could heavily, speak. The tall form 
of Uncle Silas rose before me, and I made him 
a faltering reverence. 

He darted from under his brows a wild, fierce 
glanee at old Wyat, and pointed to the door im- 
periously with his skeleton finger.. The door 
shut, and we were alone, 

‘‘ 4 chair?’ he said pointing to a seat. 

te ‘foank you, uncle, I prefer standing,” I fal- 
tered. 

He also stood, his white head bowed forward; 
the phosphoric glare of his strange eyes shone 
upon me from under his brows; his finger-nails 
just.rested on the table. 

‘““You saw the luggage corded and addressed, 
as it stands ready for removal in the hall?” he 


asked. 

Thad. Milly and I bad read the cards which 
dangled from the trunk-handles and pra 
The address was, ‘‘ Mr. Dudley R. Ruthyn, Par- 
is, via. Dover.” 

“T am old—agitated—on the eve of a deci- 
sion on which much depends. Pray relieve my 
suspense. Is my son to leave Bartram to-day 
in sorrow, or to remain in joy? Pray answer 
quickly.” 

I stammered I know not what. Iwas inco- 
herent—wild, perhaps; but somehow I express- 
ed my meaning—my unalterable decision. I 
Eoought his lips grew whiter and his eyes shone 
brighter as I spoke, 

hen Thad quite made an end ‘he heayed a 
great sigh, and turning his eyes slowly to the 
right and the left, like a man in a helpless dis- 
traction, be whis; , ‘‘ God’s will be done.” 

I thought he was pon the point of fainting; 
a clay tint darkened the white of his face; and, 
seeming to forget my presence, he sat down 
looking with a despairing scowl on his ashy ol 
hand as it lay upon the table. 

I stood gazing at him, feeling almost as if 
I had murdered the old man—he still gazin 
askance, with ar imbecile scowl, upon his hand. 

“Shall I go, sir?’ I at length found courage 
to whisper. ‘ 

Go?” he said, looking up suddenly ; and it 
seemed to me as if a stream of cold sheet light- 
ee had crossed and enveloped me for a mo- 
ment, 

“Go? oh!—a— yes—yes, Maud, go. I. must 
see poor Dudley before his cement he added, 
as it were, in soliloquy. 

_ Trembling lest he should revoke his permis- 
sion to depart, I glided quickly and noiselessly 
from the room. 

Old Wyat was prowling outside with a cloth 
in her hand pede to dust the carved door- 
case. She frowned a stare of wage over her 
shrunken arm on me as I passed, illy, who 
had been on the watch, ran and met me. We 
heard my uncle’s voice, as I shut the door, eall- 
ing Dudley. Ho had been waiting probably in 
the adjoining room. I hurried into my cham- 
ber, with Milly at my side, and there my agita- 
tion found relief in tears, as that of girlhood 
naturally does. . 
ees while ad bel es SL gs sigeroted 

udley, lookin, 6 thought, very pale, get intoa 
vehicle, on the top of which ga kee lay, and 
drive away from Bartram. 

I began to take comfort. His departure was 
an inexpressible relief. His final departure—a 
distant journey! 1 

We had tea in Milly’s room that night. Fire- 
light and candles are inspiring. In that red 
glow I always felt and feel more safe, as well as 
more comfortable, than in the daylight—quite 
irrationally, for we know the night is the ap- 

inted day of such as love the darkness better 

han light, and evil walks thereby But so it is. 
Perhaps the very consciousness of external dan- 
ger enhances the enjoyment of the well-lighted 
interior, just as the storm does that roars and 
hurtles over the roof, 

While Milly and I were talking very cosily, a 
knock came to the room door, and, without wait- 
ing for an invitation to enter, old Wyat came 
in, and glowering at us, with her brown claw 
upon the door-handle, she said to Milly, “Ye 
must leave your funnin’, Miss Milly, and take 

our turn in your father’s room.” 

“Ts he ill?” Lasked. 

She answered, addressing, not me, but Milly, 
“A wrought two hours in a fit arter Master 
Dudley went, *T'will be the death o’ him, ’m 
thinkin’, poor old fellah. I wor ie | myself 
when I saw Master Dudley a-going off in the 
moist to-day, poor fellah. There’s trouble 
enough in the family without a’ that; but ’twon’t 

afamily long, ’m thinkin’, Nou’t but trouble, 
nou’t but trouble, since late changes came.” 


AT 


Judgin by. the sour glance she threw on me 
as she said this, I concluded that I represented 
those “late changes” to which all the sorrows of 
the house were referred. ‘ 

I felt unhappy under the ill-will even of this 
odious old woman, being one of those EE, 
constructed mortals who cannot be indifferent 
when they reasonably ought, and always yearn 
after kindness, even that of the worthless. 


“T must go. I wish you’d come wi’ me, 
Maud, I’m so afraid all alone,” said Milly, im- 
ploringly, 


“Certainly, Milly,” [ answered, not liking it, 
you may be sure; “you sha’n’t sit there alone.” 

So together we went, old Wyat cautioning us 
for our lives to make no noise, 

We passed through the old man’s sitting- 
room, where that day had occurred his brief but 
momentous interyiew with me, and his parting 
with his only son, and entered the bedroom at 
the further end. 

A low fire burned in the grate. The room 
was in a sort of twilight. A dim lamp near the 
foot of the bed at the further side was the only 
light burning there, Old Wyat whispered an 
injunction not tospeak above our breaths, nor to 
leave the fireside unless the sick man called or 
showed signs of weariness. .These were the di- 
rections of the doctor, who had been there. 

So Milly and I sat ourselves down near the 
hearth, and old Wyat left us to our resources. 
We could hear the patient breathe, but he was 
quite still. In whispers we talked; but our con- 
versation flagged. I was, after my wont, up- 
braiding myself for the suffering I had inflicted. 
After about half an hour’s desultory whispering, 
and intervals, growing longer and longer, of si- 
lence, it was plain that Milly was falling asleep. 
She strove against it, and I[ tried hard to keep 
her talking; but it would not do; sleep over- 
came her, and I was the only person in that 
ghastly room ina state of perfect conscious- 
ness. 

There were associations connected with my 
last vigil there to make my situation very nery- 
ous and disagreeable. Had I not had so much 
to occupy my mind of a distinctly practical 
kind, Dudley’s audacious suit, my uncle’s ques- 
tionable toleration of it, and my own conduct 
throughout that most disagreeable period of my 
existence, I should have felt my present situa- 
tion a great deal more. 

As it was, I thought of my real troubles, and 
pone og of Cousin Knollys, and, I confess, a 
good deal of Lord Ibury. - When Jools 
ward the door I thought I saw a human face, 
about the most terrible my fancy could have 
called up, looking fixedly into the room. Tt was 
only a ‘ three-quarter,” and not the whole fig- 
ure; the door hid that in a great measure; and 
I fancied I saw, too, a portion of the fingers. 
The face gazed toward the bed, and in the im- 
perfect light looked like a livid mask, with 
chalk eyes. 

I had so often been startled by similar appa- 
ritions formed by accidental lights and shadows 
disguising homely objects, that L stooped for- 
ward, expecting, though tremulously, to see this 
tremendous one in like manner dissolve itself 
into its harmless elements; and now, to my 
un able terror, 1 became perfectly certain 
ye I saw the countenance of Madame de la 

U e. ; 

With a ery Istarted back, and shook Mi 
furious! heen her trance.” my 

‘Look! look!” I cried. But the apparition 
or illusion was gone. 

clung so fast to Milly’s arm, cowering be- 
hind her, that she could not rise, 

_ “Milly! Milly! Milly! Milly!” I went on cry- 
ing, like one struck with idiotcy, and unable to 
say any thing else. 

a panic Milly, who had seen nothing, and 
could conjecture nothing of the cause of my ter- 
ror, jumped up, and, clinging to one another, 
we huddled together in the corner of the room 
I still crying wildly,‘ Milly! Milly! Mitly/” and 
nothing else. 

‘What is it—where is it—what do you see?” 
cried Milly, clinging to me as I did to her. 

oy it will come again—it will come—oh heav- 
en! 

“ What—what is it, Mand?” 

“The face! the face!” I cried. ‘Oh Milly! 


Milly! Milly!” 

Wo beard a step softly approaching the open 
door, and ina horrible sauve qui peut we rus 
and stumbled together toward the light by Un- 
cle Silas’ bed. But old Wyat’s voice and figure 
reassured us. 


“Milly,” I said, so soon as, pale and very 
faint, I reached my apartment, “no power on 
earth shall ever tempt me to enter that room 


again after dark. 
_ Why, Maud, dear, what, in Heaven’s name, 
did ‘ou see?” said Milly, scarcely less terrified, 
? 


h, I can’t, I can’t, I can’t, Milly. Never 
ask me. It is haunted. The room is haunted 
horribly.” : , 

“Was it Charke?” whi Milly, looking 
over her shoulder, all 


No, no—don’t ask me; a fiend in a worse 
shape.” I was relieved at last by a long fit of 
weeping; and all t Mary 


i sat 
by me, and Milly slept by my side. Startin, 
fo screaming, and drugged with sal ard 
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tile; I got through that night of supernatural 
terror, and saw the blessed light of Heaven 


Doctor Jolks, when he came to see my uncle in 
the morning, visited me also. He pronounced 
me very hysterical, made minute inquiries re- 
specting my hours and diet, and asked what I 
had had for dinner yesterday. There was some- 
thing a little comforting in his cool and _ confi- 
dent pcoh-poohing of the ghost theory. The re 
sult: was a regimen which excluded tea, and im- 

osed chocolate and porter, earlier hours, and I 

orget all besides; and he undertook to promise 
that if I would but observe his directions, I 
should never see a ghost again. 


CHAPTER L. 
MILLY’S FAREWELL. 

. A Few days’ time saw me much better. Doc- 
tor Jolks was so contemptuously sturdy and 

itive on the point, that I began to have com- 
Portable doubts about the reality of my ghost; 
and having still a horror indescribable of the 
illusion, if such it’ were, the room in which it 
appeared, and everything concerning it, I would 
neither speak, nor, so. far as I could, think of 


it. 

So, though Bartram-Haugh was gloomy as 
well as beautiful, and some of its associations 
awful, and the solitude that reigned there some- 
times almost terrible, yet early hours, bracing 
exercise, and the fine air that predominates that 
region, soon restored my nerves to a healthier 
tone. 

But it seemed to me that Bartram-Haugh was 
to be to me a vale of tears; or rather, in my sad 
experience, that valley of the shadow of death 
through which poor Christian fared alone and in 
the dark. 

One da: weny ran into the parlor, pale, with 
wet cheeks, and without saying a word, threw 
her arms about my neck, and burst into a parox- 
ysm of weeping... 

‘* What is it, pie what's the matter, dear— 
what is it?” I cried, aghast, but returning her 
close embrace heartily. 

“Oh! Maud—Maud, darling, he’s going to 
send me away.” 

“Away, dear! where away? And leave me 
alone in this dreadful solitude, where he knows 
T shall die for fear and grief without you? Oh, 
no—no, it must be a mistake.” 

“Pm going to France, Maud—I’m going 
away. Mrs. Jolks is going to London day 
ar’ter to-morrow, and I’m to go wi’ her; and an 
old French lady, he says, from the school will 
meet_me there, and bring me the rest o’ the 


way.” 
On nd ltneuthe tno telLeLonr” cried pect 
Milly, hugging me closer still, with her head 
buried in my shoulder, and’ swaying me about 
like a wrestler in her agony. 

““T never wor away from home afore, except 
that little bit wi) you over there at Elverston; 
and you wor wi’ me then, Maud; an’I love ye 
—better than Bartram—better than a’; an’ I 
think I'll die, Maud, if they take me away.” 

I was just as wild in my woe as poor Milly; 
and it was not until we had wept together for a 
full hour—sometimes standing—sometimes walk- 
ing up and down the room—sometimes sitting 
and getting up in turns to fall on one another’s 
necks—that Milly, plucking her handkerchief 
from her pocket, drew a note from it at the same 
time, which, as it fell upon the floor, she at 
once recollected to be one from Uncle Silas to 


me. 

It was to this effect: . 

“T wish to apprise my dear niece and ward of my 
plans. Milly proceeds to an admirable French school 
asa gg erg and leaves this on Thursday next. 
If, after three months’ trial, she finds it in any way 
objectionable, she returns.to us, If, on the contrary, 
she finds it in all rpsperte the charming residence it 
has been represented to me, you, on the expiration 
of that period, join her there, until the temporar 
complication of my affairs shall have been so far aa 
justed as to enable me to receive you once more at 
Bartram. Hoping for happier days, and wishing to 
assure you that:three months is the extreme limit of 
your separation from my poor Milly, I have written 
this, feeling, alas! unequal to seeing you at present. 

~ Bartram, Tuesday. 

“P.S.—I can have no objection to your apprising 
Monica Knollys of these arrangements. You will un- 
derstand, of course, not a copy of this letter, but its 
substance,” - 

Over this document, scanning it as lawyers 
do a new Act of Parliament, we took ‘comfort. 
After all, it was limited; a separation not to 
exceed three months, possibly much shorter. 
On the whole, too, I pleased myself with think- 
eae Silas’ note, though peremptory, was 

ind. ; 

Our paroxysms subsided into sadness; a close 
correspondence was arranged. Something of 
the bustle and excitement of change supervened. 
If it turned out to be, in truth, a “charming 
residence,” how very delightful our meeting in 
France, with the interest of foreign scenery, 
ware and faces, would be! 

Thursday arrived—a new gush of sorrow 
—a new brightening up—and, amid regrets and 
anticipations, we parted at the Pee at the fur- 
ther end of the Windmill Wood. Then, of 


course, were more good-byes, more embraces, 
and tearful smiles! Good “Mrs. Jolks, who met 
us there, was in a huge fuss; I believe it was 


her first visit to the metropolis, and she was 
in proportion heated and important, and terri- 
fied about the train, so we had not many last 
words. 

I watched poor Milly, whose head was 
stretched from the window, and her hand wav- 
ing many adieux, until the curve of the road, 
and the clump of old ash-trees, thick with ivy, 
hid Milly, carriage and all, from view. My 
eyes filled again with tears. 
Bartram. At my side stood honest Mary 
Quince. 

“Don’t take on so, miss; *twon’t be no time 
passing; three months is nothing at all,” she 
said, smiling kindly. 

I smiled oe my tears and kissed the 
food creature, and so side by side we re-entered 

e gate, 2 

The little young man in fustian, whom I had 
seen talking with Beauty on the morning of our 
first encounter with that youthful Amazon, was 
awaiting our re-entrance with the key in his 
hand. He stood half behind the open wicket. 


One lean brown cheek, one shy eye, and his | 
saw as we passed. He | 
was treating me to a stealthy scrutiny, and | 


sharp upturned nose, I 


seemed to shun my glance, for he shut the door 
quickly, and busied himself locking it, and then 
began stubbing up some thistles which grew 
close by with the toe of his thick shoe, his back 
to us all the time. . 

It struck me that I recognized his features, 
and I asked Mary Quince, ‘‘ Have you seen that 
young man before, Quince?” 

“He brings up game for 
times, miss, and lends a han 
believe.” 

“ Do you know his name, Mary?” 

“They call him Tom; I don’t know what 
more, miss.” 

“Tom,” I called; ‘‘ please, Tom, come here 
for a moment,” 

Tom turned about and approached slowly. He 
was more civil than the Bartram poeple usually 
were, for he plucked off his shapeless cap of 
rabbit-skin with a clownish respect. 

“Tom, what’ is your other name—Tom what, 
my good man?” I asked. 

*““Tom Brice, ma’am.” 


our uncle some- 
in the garden, I 


“Haven't I seen you before, Tom Brice?” I | 


ursued, for my curiosity was excited, and with 
it much graver feelings; for there certainly was 
a resemblance in Tom’s features to those of the 
postillion who had looked so hard at me as I 
passed the carriage in the warren at Knowl on 
the evening of the outrage which scared that 
quiet place. 

‘*7Appen you may have, ma’am,” he answer- 
ed, quite coolly, looking down the buttons of his 
gaiters. 

** Are you a good whi © you drive well?” 

“Tl drive a plow wi’ most lads hereabouts,” 
answered Tom. 

‘Have you ever been to Knowl, Tom?” 

Tom gaped very innocently. 

* Anan?” he said. 

‘* Here, Tom, is a half crown.” 

He took it readily enough. 

“That be very good,” said Tom, with a nod, 
having glanced sharply at the coin. : 

I can’t say whether he applied that term to 
the coin, or to his luck, or to my generous self. 

‘Now, Tom, you'll tell me, have you ever 
been to Knowl? 

“Maught ’a’ bin, ma’am, but I don’t mind no 
sich place—no.” 

_As Tom spoke this with great deliberation, 
like a man who loves truth, putting a strain up- 
on his memory for its sake, he spun the silver 
coin two or three times into the air and caught 
it, staring at it the while with all his might. 

‘Now, Tom, recollect yourself, and tell me 
the truth, and Tl be a friend to you. Did you 
ride eae to a carriage having a lady in it, 
and It) 
the grounds of Knowl, when the party had their 
luncheon on the grass, and there was a—a quar- 
rel with the gamekeepers? Try, Tom, to recol- 


lect; you shall, upon my honor, have no trouble | 


about it, and I'll try to serve you.” 

Tom was silent, while with a vacant gape he 
watched the spin of his half crown twice, and 
then catching it with a smack in his hand, which 
he thrust into his pocket, he said, still looking 


»in the same direction, ‘‘ I never rid postillion in 


my days, ma’am, I know nou’t o’ sich a place, 
though pe I maught ’a’ bin there—Knowl, 
ye ca’t. I was ne’er out 0’ Derbyshire but thrice 
to Warwick fair wi’ borses by rail, an’ twice to 
York.” 

“You're certain, Tom?” 

* Sartin sure, ma’am.” 

And Tom made another loutish salute, and 
eut the conference short by turning off the path 
and beginning to hollo after some trespassing 


cattle. 

I had not felt any thing like so nearly sure in 
this essay at identification asT had in that of 
Dudley. Even of Dudley’s identity with the 
Chureh Scarsdale man I had daily grown less 
confident; and, indeed, had it been proposed to 
bring it to the test of a wager, I do not think I 
should, in the loneuees of sporting ie come 
have cared to “‘back” my origina opinion. 
There was, however, a sufficient uncertainty to 
make me uncomfortable, and there was another 


hink several gentlemen, which came to | 


I turned toward | 


uncertainty to enhance the unpleasant sense of 
ambiguity. 

On our way back we passed the bleaching 
trunks and limbs of several ranks of barkless 
oaks lying side by side—some squared by the 
hatchet, sold, for there were large let- 
ters and Roman numerals traced’ upon them in 
red chalk. Isighed as I passed them by, not be- 
cause it was wrongfully done, for 1 really rather 
leaned to the belief that Uncle Silas was well 
advised in point of law; but, alas! here lay low 


| the grand old family decorations of Bartram- 
| Haugh, not to be replaced for centuries to pela 


{ 
i 
) 


under whose spreading boughs the Ruthyns o; 
three hundred years ago had bawked ‘and 
hunted! 

On the trunk of one of these I sat down to 
rest, Mary Quince meanwhile pattering about in 
unmeaning rage While thus listlessly 
seated, the girl, Meg Hawkes, walked by, carry- 
ing a basket. 

“Hish!” she said quickly as she passed, with- 
out altering her pace or raising her eyes; *‘ don’t 
ye speak nor look—fayther spies us; I’ll tell ye 
next turn.” 

“Next turn”—when was that? Well, she 
might be returning; and as she could not then 
say more than she had said, in merely passing. 
without a pause, I concluded to wait for a sho 
time and see what would come of it. 

After a short time I looked about me a little, 
and I saw Dickon Hawkes—Pegtop, as poor 
Milly used to call him—with an ax in his hand, 
prowling luridly among the timber. 

Observing that I saw him, he touched his hat 
sulkily, and by-and-by passed me, muttering to 
himself.. He plainly could not understand what 
business I could have in that particular part of 
the Windmill Wood, and let me see it in his 
countenance. 

His daughter did pass me again, but this time 
he was near, and she was silent. Her next 
transit occurred as he was questioning Mary 
Quince at some little distance; and as she passed. 

recisely in the same way, she said, ‘Don’t you 
alone wi’ Master Dudley nowhere for the 
world’s worth.” 

The injunction was so startling that I was on 
the point of questioning the girl. But I recol- 
lected myself, and waited in the hope that in 
her future transits she might be more explicit. 
But. one word more she did not utter, and the 
jealous eye of old Feptop was so constantly up- 
on us that I refrained. 

There was vagueness and suggestion 2nough in 
the oracle to supply work for many an hour of 
anxious ies kes and many a horrible vigil 
by 2 as I ever to know peace at Bar- 
tram-Haugh? 

Ten days of poor Milly’s absence and of my 
solitude had already passed, when my uncle sent 
for me to his room. 

When old Wyat stood at the door, mumbling 
and snarling her message, my heart died within 


me. 

It was late—just that hour when dejected peo- 
ple feel their anxieties most—when the cold 

ay of twilight has deepened to its darkest 
shade, and before the cheerful candles are light- 
ed, and the safe quiet of the night sets in. 

When I entered my uncle’s sitting-room— 
though his window-shutters were open, and the 
wan streaks of sunset visible ae them, like 
narrow lakes in the chasms of the dark western 
clouds—a pair of candles were be eager one 
stood upon the table by his desk, the other on 
the miter yo before which his tall, thin 
figure stooped. His hand leaned on the mantel- 
piece, and the light from the candle just above 
his bowed head touched his silvery hair. He 
was looking, as it seemed, into the subsiding em- 
bers of the fire, and was a very statue of for- 
saken dejection and decay. 

“Uncle!” I ventured to say, having stood for 
some time unperceived near his table. 

“ Ah! yes, Maud, my dear child—my dear 
child.” Y 

He turned, and, with the candle in his hand, 
smiled his silvery smile of suffering on me. He 
walked more feebly and stiffly, I thought, than 
I had ever seen him move before. 

‘Sit down, Maud—pray sit there.” 

I took the chair he indicated. 

“Tn my misery and my solitude, Maud, I have 
invoked you like a spirit, and you appear.” 

With his two hands leaning on the table, he 
looked across at me, in a stooping attitude; he 
had not seated himself. I continued silent until 
it should be his pleasure to question or address me. 

last he said, raising himself and looking 

upward, with a wild adoration, his finger tips 
eleva’ and glimmering in the faint mixed 
light, ‘No, I thank my Creator I am not quite 
forsaken.” . 

Another silence, during which he looked stead- 
my at = and en aspen if ae pier 

rdian an ardian ang 

Maud, Thos have a heart.” He addressed me 
suddenly: ‘Listen for a few moments to the 
appeal of an old and broken-hearted man—your 
guardian—your uncle—your suppliant. T had 
resolved never to speak to you more on this sub- 
ject, but I was wrong. It was pride that in- 
spired me—mere pride.” 

I felt myself growing pale and flushed b 
turns during the pause that followed. vires 


Nos. 17—is. 


UNCLE: SILAS. 


AQ 


“Tm very miserable—very nearly desperate. 
What remains for me—what remains? Fortune 
has done her worst—thrown in the dust, her 
wheels rolled over me; and the servile world, 
who follow her chariot like a mob, stamp tpon 
the mangled wretch. All this had passed over 
me, and left me scarred and bloodless in this 
solitude. It was not my fault, Maud—I say it 
was no fault of mine; I have no remorse, though 
more regrets than I can count, and all scored 
with fire. As people passed by Bartram, and 
looked upon its neglected grounds and smoke- 
less chimneys, they thought my plight, I dare 
say, about the worst a proud man could be re- 
duced to. They could not imagine one-half its 
misery. But this old hectic—this old epileptic 
—this old specter of wrongs, calamities and fol- 
lies, had still one hope—my manly, though untu- 
tored son—the last male scion of the Ruthyns. 
Maud, have I lost him? His fate—my fate—I 
may say Milly’s fate—we all await your sen- 
tence. He loves youas none but the very young 
can love, and that once only in a life. He loves 
you desperately—a most affectionate nature—a 
Ruthyn, the best blood in_England—the last 
man of the race; and I—if I lose him I lose all; 
and you willsee me in my coffin, Maud, before 
many months. . I stand before you in the atti- 
tude of a suppliant—shall I kneel?” ’ 

His eyes were fixed_on me with the light of 
despair, his knotted hands clasped, his whole 
figure bowed toward me, I was inexpressibly 
shocked and pained, Y 

“Oh, uncle! uncle!” I cried, and from very 
excitement I burst into tears. 

Tsaw that his eyes were fixed on me witha 
dismal scrutiny. I think he divined the nature 
of my agitation; but he determined, notwith- 
standing, to ca me while my helpless agita- 
tion continued, 1 

“You see my suspense—you_see my miser- 
able and frightful suspense. You are kind, 
Maud; you love your father’s memory ; you pity 
your father’s. brother; you would not say no, 
and place a pistol at his head?” 

«Ont I must—l must—I must say no. Oh! 
spare me, uncle, for Heaven’s sake. on’t ques- 
tion me—don’t press me. I could not—I could 
not do what you ask.” 

“T yield, Maud—I yield, my dear. I will not 
press you; you shall have time, your own time, 
to think. will accept no answer now—no, 
none, Maud.” ; ; . 

He said this, raising his thin hand to silence 


me, 

“There, Maud, enough. I have spoken, as I 
always do to you, frankly, perhaps too frankly; 
but agony and despair will speak out, and plead, 
even with the most obdurate and cruel.” 

With these words Uncle Silas entered his bed- 
chamber and shut the door, not violently, but 
with a resolute hand, and it thought I heard a 


ry. 

Thastened to my own room, I threw myself 
on my knees, and thanked Heaven for the firm- 
ness vouchsafed me; I could not believe it to 
have been my own. 

I was more miserable in consequence of this 
renewed suit on behalf of my odious cousin than 
I can describe. My uncle had taken such a 
line of importunity that it became a_sort of 
agony to resist. I thought of the possibility of 
my hearing of his having made way with him- 
self, and was every morning relieved when I 
heard that he was stillas usual. Ihave often 
wondered since at my own firmness. In that 
dreadful interview with my uncle [had felt, in 
the whirl and horror of my mind, on the very 
point of submitting, just as nervous people are 
said to throw themselves over precipices through 
sheer dread of falling. 


CHAPTER LI. 
SARAH MATILDA COMES TO LIGHT, 


Somm time after this interview, one day, as I 
sat, sad enough, in my room, looking listlessly 
from the window, with good Mary Quince, 
whom, whether in the house or In m melan- 
choly rambles, I always had by my side, I was 
startled by the sound of a loud and shrill female 
voice, in violent hysterical action, gabbling with 

eat rapidity, sobbing, and very nearly scream- 
ing in a sortof fury. 

f started up, staring at the door. : 

“Lord bless us!” cried honest Mary Quince, 
with round eyes and mouth agape, staring in the 

i ion. 
fame direc ary —what can it be?” . 

“Are they beating some one down, yonder? 

I don’t know where it comes from,” gasped 


arcs gen will—Ill see her. It’s her IT want. 
OQo—hoo—hoo—hoo—oo—o—Miss Maud Ruthyn, 


of Knowl. Miss Ruthyn, of Knowl. Hoo—hoo 


—hoo—hoo—oo!” 


‘“‘ What on earth ean it be?’ I exclaimed, in | 


great bewilderment and terror. 

It was now plainly att near indeed, and I 
heard the voice of our mild and shaky old but- 
ler suidenity’ remonstrating with the distressed 
damsel. f 

“TH see her,” she continued, pouring a tor- 
rent of vile abuse upon me, which stung me with 
@ sudden sense of anger. What had I done to 


be afraid of any one? How dared, any one in 
my uricle’s house—in my house—mix my name 
up with her detestable scurrilities? 

“For Heaven’s sake, miss, don’t ye go out,” 
cried poor Quince; ‘it’s some drunken crea- 
ture.” 

But I was very angry, and, likea fool as I was 
threw open the door, exclaiming in a loud an 
haughty key, ‘“‘ Here is Miss Ruthyn, of Knowl. 
Who wants to see her?” 

A pink and white young lady with black tres- 
ses, violent, weeping, shrill, voluble, was flounc- 
ing up the last stair; and shook her dress out_on 
the lobby; and poor old Giblets, as Milly used to 
call him, was following in her wake, with many 
small remonstrances and entreaties, perfectly 
unheeded. 

The moment I looked at this person, it struck 
me that she was the identical lady whom I had 
seen in the carriage at Knowl Watret. The 
next moment I was in doubt; the next, still 
more so. She was decidedly thinner, and dress- 
ed by no means in such ladylike taste. Perhaps 
she was hardly like her at all. I began to dis- 
trust all these resemblances, and to fancy, with 
a shudder, that they originated, perhaps, only 
in my own sick brain, ; 

On seeing me, this young lady—as it seemed 
to me, a good deal of the barmaid or lady’s-maid 
species: ried her eyes fiercely, and, with a flam- 
ing countenance, called upon me peremptoril 
to produce her *‘ lawful husband.” Her loud, 
insolent, outrageous attack had the effect of en- 
hancing my indignation, and I quite forget 
what I said to her, and 1 well remember that 
her manner became a good deal more decent. 
She was plainly under the impression that I 
wanted to appropriate her husband, or, at least, 
that he wanted to marry me; and she ran on at 
such a pace, and her harangue was so_passion- 
ate, incoherent and unintelligible, that I thought 
her out of her mind; she was far from it, how- 
ever. I think, if she had allowed me even a 
second for reflection, I should have hit upon her 
meaning. As it was, nothing could exceed my 

rplexity, until, rage a soiled newspaper 
rom her pocket, she indicated a partawes 
Paragraph, already sufficiently emphasized by 
double lines of red ink at its sides. It was a 
Lancashire paper, of about six weeks since, and 
very much worn and soiled for its age. I re- 
member in particular a circular stain from the 
bottom of a vessel, either of coffee or brown 
stout, The paragraph was as follows, recordin 
an event a year or more anterior to the date o' 
the paper: 

‘*MARRIAGE.—On Tuesday, August 7, 18—, at 
Leatherwig Church, by the Rev. Arthur Hughes, 
rome f B. Ruthyn, Esq., only son and heir of 
Silas Ruthyn, Esq., of Bartram-Haugh, Derby- 
shire, to Sarah Matilda, second daughter of John 
Mangles, Esq., of Wiggan, in this county.” 

At first I read nothing but amazement in this 
announcement, but in another moment I felt 
how completely I was relieved; and showing, I 
believe, my intense satisfaction in my counte- 
nance—for the young lady eyed me with con- 
siderable surprise and curiosity—lI said, ‘‘ This 
is extremely important. You must see Mr. 
Silas Ruthyn this moment. I am certain he 
ty nothing of it. I will conduct you to 

im. 

‘No more he does. I know that myself,” she 
replied, following me with a self-asserting swag- 
ger, and a great rustling of cheap silk. 

As we entered, Uncle Silas looked up from his 
sofa, and closed his Revue des deus Mondes, 

‘What is all this?’ he inquired, dryly. 

“ This lady has brought with her a newspaper 
containing an extraordinary statement which 
affects our family,” I answered, 

Uncle Silas raised himself and looked with a 
hard, narrow scrutiny at the unknown young 


lady, 

aN libel, I suppose, in the paper?” he said, 
extending his hand for it. 

“No, uncle—no; only a marriage,” I an- 
swered. 

., ‘ Not Monica?” he said, as he took it. ‘Pah! 
it smells all over of tobacco and beer,” he added, 
throwing a little eau-de-Cologne over it. 

_He raised it with a mixture of curiosity and 
disgust, saying again ‘“‘ pah!” as he did so. 

€ read the paragraph, and as he did his face 

changed from white, all over, to lead color. He 
raised his eyes, and looked steadily for some 
seconds at the young lady, who seemed a. little 
awed by his strange presence. 

‘And you are, I suppose, the young lady, 
Sarah Matilda nee Mangles, mentioned in this 
lititle paras raph?” he said, in a tone you would 
have called.a sneer, were it not that it trembled. 

Sarah Matilda assented. 


“My son is, I dare say, within reach. It so. 


happens that I wrote to-arrest his journey, and 
summon him here some days since—some days 
since—some days since,” he repeated slowly, like 
a person whose mind has wandered far away 
from the theme on which he is spee ene. 

He had rung his bell, and old Wyat, always 
hovering about his rooms, entered, t 

““T want my son immediately. If not in the 
house, send: Harry to the stables; if not there, 
let him be followed, instantly. Brice is an act- 
ive fellow, and will know where to find him. 
If he is in Feltram, or at a distance, let Brice 


take a horse, and Master Dudley can ride it 
back. He must be here without the logs of one 
moment.” 

There intervened nearly a quarter of an hour, 
during which, whenever he recollected her, Un- 
cle Silas treated the young lady with a hyper- 
refined and ceremonious politeness, EK a 
peared to make her uneasy, and even a little 
shy, and certainly prevented a renewal of those 
lamentations and invectives which he had heard 
faintly from the stairhead. 

But, for the most part, Uncle Silas seemed to 
forget us and his book, and all that surrounded 
him, lying back in the corner of his sofa, his 
chin upon his breast, and such a fearful shade 
and carving on his features as made me prefer 
looking in any direction but his. 

At length we heard the tread of Dudley’s 
thick boots upon the oak boards, and faint and 
mufiled the sound of his voice as he cross-ex- 
amined old Wyat before entering the chamber 
of audience. 

I think he suspected quite another visitor, and 
had no expectation of seeing the particulary 

oung lady, who rose from her chair as he en- 

red, in an opportune flood of tears, crying: 

“Oh, Dudley, Dudley! oh, Dudley, could you 
Oh, Dudley, your own poor Sal! You could not 
—you would not—your lawful wife!” 

his and.a good deal more, with cheeks that 
streamed like a window-pane in a_ thunder- 
shower, spoke Sarah Matilda with all her ora- 
tory, working his arm, which she clung to, up 
and down all the time, like the handle of a 
pump. But Dudley was manifestly confound- 
ed and dumbfoundered. He stood for a long 
time gaping at his father, and stgle just one 
sheepish glance at_me; and, with red face and 
forehead, looked down at his boots, and then 
again at his father, who remained just in the 
attitude I have described, and with the same 
Pea and dreary intensity in his strange 
‘ace. 

Like a quarrelsome man, worried in his sleep 
by a noise, Dudley suddenly woke up, as. it 
were, with a start, in a half-suppreéssed exasper- 
ation, and shook her off with a jerk and a mut- 
tered curse, as she whisked involuntarily into a 
chair, with more violence than can have been 
pleasant. 

“‘ Judging by your looks and demeanor, sir, I 
can almost anticipate your answers,” said my 
uncle, addressing him suddenly. ‘“‘ Will you be 
good enough-~pray, madam (parenthetically to 
our visitor), command yourself for a few mo- 
ments. Is this young person the daughter of a 
Mr. Mangles, and is Her name Sarah Matilda?” 

‘*T dessay,” answered Dudley, hurriedly. 

“Ts she your wife?” 

“Ts she my wife?” replied Dudley, ill at ease. 

“Yes, sir; it is a plain question.” 

All this time Sarah Matilda was perpetually 
breaking into talk, and with difficulty silenced 
by my uncle, 

‘Well, ’appen she says I am—does she?” re- 
plied Dudley. 

“Ts she your wife, sir?” 

‘‘Mayhap she so considers it, after a fashion,” 
he replied, with an impudent swagger, seating 
himself as he did so. 

“What do you think, sir?’ persisted Uncle 


Silas, 

“T don’t think nou’t about it,” replied Dudley, 
surlily. 

“Ts that account true?” said my uncle, hand- 
ing him the paper. 

‘They wishes us to believe so, at any rate,” 

“ Answer directly, sir. We have our thoughts 
upon it. If it be true, it is capable of every 
proof. For expedition’s sake Lask you. There 
is no use in prevaricating.” 

“Who wants to deny it? I is true—there!” 

“There! I knew he would,” screamed the 
young woman, hysterically. with a laugh of 
strange joy. 

spent up, will ye?’ growled Dudley, sav- 
agely. 
ar vis Dudley, Dudley, darling! what have I 
done? 

“Bin and ruined me, jest—that’s all.” 

* Ob! no, no, no, Dudley. Ye know I wouldn't. 
I could not—could not hurt ye. Dudley. No, 
no, no!” P 

He grinned at her, and, with a sharp side nod, 
said, * Waita bit.” 
st bh, Dudley, don’t be vexed, dear—I did not 
mean it. Iwould not hurt ye for all the world 
—never.” x 

“Well, never mind, You and yours tricked 
me finely, and now you've got me—that’s all.” 

My uncle laughed a very odd laugh, 

“T imew it, of course; and, upon my word 
madam, you and he make a very pretty couple,” 
sneered Uncle Silas. 

Dudley made no answer, looking, however, 


‘very savage. 


And with this poor wife, so recently 
wedded, the low Fttain had” actually solicited 
me to marry him! 

Tam quite certain that my uncle was as en- 
tirely ignorant as I of Dudley’s connection, and 
ashe senate no participation in this appalling 
wic Ss. 

‘* And I have to acy EAGT you, my good 
fellow, on having sec the affections of a very 
suitable and vulgar youns woman,” 
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““Tbain't the first o’ the family asa’ done the 
same,” retorted Dudley. 

At this taunt the ad man’s fury for a moment 
overpowered him.’ In an instant he was on his 
feet, quivering from head to foot. I never saw 
such a countenance—like one of those demon- 
grotesques we see in the Gothic side-aisles and 
groinings—a dreadful grimace, monkey-like and 
Insanée—and his thin hand caught up his ebony 
stick, and shook it paralytically in the air. 

“Tf ye touch me wi’ that, Pll smash ye, b 
——?’ shouted Dudley, furious, raising his hands 
and hitching his shoulder, just as I had seen 
him when he fought Captain Oakley. 

For a moment this picture was suspended ‘be- 
fore me, and I screamed, I know not what, inmy 
terror. But the old man, the veteran of many 
a scene of excitement, where men disguise their 
ferocity in calm tones, and varnish their fur 
with smiles, had not quite lost his self-command. 
He turned toward me and said: ‘Does he know 
what he’s saying?’ And, with an icy laugh of 
contempt, his high, thin forehead still flushed, 
he sat down trembling. 

“Tf you want to say aught, I'll hear ye. Ye 
may jaw meé all ye like, and Pil stan’ it.” 

“Oh, I may speak? Thank you,” sneered 
Unele Silas, glancing slowly round at me, and 
See ee a bold laugh. 

“ Ay, I don’t mind cheek, not I; but ‘you must 
not go for to do that, ye know. Gammon. I 
won't stand a blow—I won’t fro’ no one.” 

“Well, sir, availing myself of your permis- 
sion to speak, I may remark, without offense to 
the young lady, that I don’t happen to recollect 
the name Mangles among the old families of 
England. I presume you have chosen her chiefly 
for her virtues and her graces.” 

Mrs. Sarah Matilda, not apprehending this 
compliment quite as Uncle Silas meant it, drop- 
ped a courtesy, notwithstanding her agitation. 
and, wiping her eyes, said, with a blubbered 
smnile, ‘‘ You’re very kind, sure.” 

“T hope, for bot our sakes, she has got a 
little money. I don't sso how you are to live 
else. You're too lazy for a gamekeeper; and I 
don’t think you could keep a pot-house, you are 
so addicted to drinking and quarreling. The 
only thing I'am quite clearupon is that you and 

your wife must find some other abode than this. 

ou shall depart this evening; and now, Mr. 

and Mrs. Dudley Ruthyn, you may quit this 
room, if you please.” 

Uncle Silas had risen, and made them one of 
his old courtly bows, een death-like sneer, 
and pointing to the door with his trembling fin- 
gers. 

“Come, will ye?’ said Dudley, grinding his 
teeth, ‘‘ You’re pretty well done here.” 

Not half understanding the situation, but look- 
ing wofully bewildered, she dropped a farewell 
courtesy at the door. 

“Will ye cut?” barked Dudley, in a tone that 
made her jump; and suddenly, without looking 
about, he strode after her from the room. 

‘*Maud, how shall I recover this?’ The vulgar 
villain—the fool! What an abyss were we ap- 
peg and for me the last hope gone—and 

‘or me utter, utter, irretrievable ruin.” 

He was passing his fingers tremulously back 
and forward along the top of the mantel-piece, 
like a manin search of something, and contin- 
ued so, looking «along it, feebly and vacantly, 
although there was nothing there. 

“T wish, uncle—you do not know how much 
Iwish I could be of any use to you. Maybe I 

He turned and looked at me ey 

‘*Maybe you can,” he echoed, slowly. ‘* Yes, 
maybe you can,” he repeated, more briskly. 
“ Let us—let us see—let us think—that d—d fel- 
low—my head!” 

“You're not well, uncle?” 

“Oh, yes, very well. We'll talk in the even- 
ing; I'll send for you.” 

i found Wyatin the next room, and told her 
to hasten, as I thought he was ill. I hope it was 
not very selfish, but such had ag to be my 
horror of seeing him in one of strange seiz- 
ures, that I hastened from the room precipi- 


‘tately, partly to escape the risk of being asked 


‘to remain. - 

The walls of Bartram House are thick, and 
the recess at the doorway deep. As I closed my 
uncle's door I heard Dudley’s voice on the stairs. 
T did not wish to be seen by him or by his “lady,” 
as his poor wife called herself, who-was engaged 
in vehement dialogue with him as I emerged, 
and not caring either to re-enter my uncle’s 
room, remained quietly ensconced within the 
heavy doorease, in which position I overheard 
Dadley say with a savage snarl, ‘‘ You'll jest go 
back the way ye came. Pm not goin’ wi’ ye, if 
a what ye be drivin’ at—dang your impi- 

ins! 

“Oh! Dudley, dear, what have I done—what 
have I done—ye hate me so?” 

“What ’a ye yoda tt vicious little beast, ye ? 
You've got us turned out an disinheri wi 
yer d—d bosh, that’s all; don’t ye think it’s 
enough?” 

T could only hear her sobs and shrill tones in 


. reply, for they were descending the stairs; and 
x 


Quince reported to me, in a horrified sort of 
way, that #4e sew him bund!s her ee ten ha 
the door likea truss of hay into a hayloft, 
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he stood ‘with his head in at the window, scold- 
ing her, till it drove away. 

‘I knew he wor jawing her, poor thing, by 
the way he kep’ waggin’ his head; an’ he had his 
fist inside, a-shakin’ in her face. I’m sure he 
looked wicked enough for any thing; an’ she 
a crying like a babby an’ lookin’ back, an’ way- 
in’ her wet hankicher to him—poor thing !—and. 
she’so young! ‘Tis a pity. Dear me! I often 
think, miss, ‘tis well for me I néver was married. 
And see how we all would like to get husbands 
for all that, though so few is happy, together. 
*Tis a queer world, and them that’s single is 
maybe the best off after all.” 


CHAPTER LILI. 
THR PICTURE OF A WOLF. 


I went down that evening to the sitting-room 
which had been assigned to Milly and me in 
search of a book, my good Mary Guince always 
attending me. ‘The door was a little open, and 
Iwas startled by the light of a candle proceed- 
ing from the fireside, together with a consider- 
able aroma of tobacco and brandy. 

On my little work-table, which he had drawn 
beside the hearth, lay Dudley’s pipe, his brandy- 
flask, and an empty tumbler; and he was sitting 
with one foot on the fender, his elbow on his 
knee, and his head resting on his hand, weeping. 
His back being a little toward the door, he did 
not perceive us; and we saw him rub his 
Pat ap in his eyes, and heard the sounds of 
his selfish lamentation. 

Mary and I stole away quietly, leaving him 
in possession, wondering when he was to leave 
the house, according to the sentence which I 
had heard pronounced upon him. 

Iwas delighted to see old ‘‘Giblets” quietly 
strapping his luggage in the hall, and heard 
from him in a whisper that he was to leave that 
evening by rail—he did not know whither. 

About half an hour afterward Mary Quince. 
going out to reconnoiter, heard from old Wyat 
in the lobby that he had just started to meet the 


train. 

Blessed be Heaven for that deliverance! An 
evil spirit had been cast out, and the house look- 
ed lighter and happier. It was not until I sat 
down in the quiet of my room that the scenes 
and images of that agitating day began to move 
before my memory in orderly procession, and for 
the first time I appreciated, with a stunning 
sense of horror and a perfect rapture of thanks- 
giving, the value of my escape and the immensi- 
ty of the danger which had threatened me. It 
may have been miserable weakness—I think it 
was; but I was young, nervous, and afflicted 
with a troublesome sort of conscience, which oc- 
easionally went mad, and insisted, in small things 
as well as great, upon sacrifices which my reason 
now assures me were absurd. Of Dudley I had 
a emo horror; and yet, had that system of 
solicitation, that dreadful and direct speed to 
my compassion, that placing of my feeble girl- 
hood in the seat of the arbiter of my aged un- 
cle’s hope or despair, been long persisted in, my 
resistance might have been worn out—who can 
tell#—and TI self-sacrificed! Just as criminals 
in Ger:nany are teased, and watched, and cross- 
examined year after year, incessantly, into a 
sort of madness, and worn out with the sus- 
pense, the iteration, the self-restraint, and insup- 
portable fatigue, they at last cut all short, ac- 
cuse themselves, and go infinitely relieved to 
the piers eat Ae may guess, then, for me, nerv- 
ous, self-diffident, and alone, how intense was 
the comfort of knowing that Dudley was actu- 
ally married, and the harrowing importunity 
which had just commenced forever silenced. 

That night I saw my uncle. I pitied him, 
though I feared him. I was longing to tell him 
how anxious I was to help him, if only he could 
ee out the way. It was in substance what I 

ad already said, but now strongly urged. He 
brightened; he sat up perpendicularly in his 
chair, with a countenance not weak or fatuous 
now, but resolute and searching, and which con- 
tracted into dark thought or calculation as I 
talked. 

I dare say I spoke confusedly enough. I was 
always nervous in his presence; there was, I 
fancy, something mesmeric in the odd sort of in- 
fluence which, without effort, he exercised over 
my imagination. 

ometimes this grew into a dismal panic, and 
Uncle Silas—polished, mild—seemed unaccount- 
ably horrible tome. Then it was no longer an 
accidental fascination of electro-biology—it was 
something more. His nature was SE a 
sible by me. He was without the nobleness, 
without the freshness, without the softness, 
without the frivolities of such human nature as 
I had experienced, either within myself or in 
other persons. I instinctively felt that appeals 
to sympathies or feelings could no more affect 
him than a marble monument. He seemed to 
accommodate his conversation to the moral 
structure of others, just as spirits are said to as- 
sume the shape of mortals. There were the sen- 
sualities of the gourmet for his body, and there 
ended his human nature, as it seemed to me. 
Through that semi-transparent structure I 
thought I could now and then discern the light 
or the glare of his inner life. But I understood 
it not, 

- 


He never scoffed at what was good or noble— 
his hardest critic could not nail him to one such 
sentence; and yet it seemed somehow to me 
that his unknown nature was a systeniatic blas- 
phemy against it all. If fiend “he was, he was 
yet something higher than the garrulous, and 
withal, feeble demon of Goethe. He assumed 
the limbs and features of our mortal nature. 
He shrouded his own, and was a profoundly 1e- 
ticent Mephistopheles. Gentle he had becn to 
me—kindly he had nearly always spoken; but it 
seemed like the mild talk of one of those goblins 
of the desert, whom Asiatic superstition tells of, 
who appear in friendly shapes to stragglers from 
the caravan, beckon to them from afar, call 
them by their names, and lead them where they 
are found no more. Was, then, all his kindness 
but a phosphoric radiance covering something 
colder and more awful than the grave? 

“Tt is very noble of you, Maud—it is angelic 
mr boa sympathy with a ruined and despairing 
old man. But I fear you will recoil. I tell you 
frankly that less than Mba thousand pounds 
will not extricate me from the quag of ruin in 
which I am entangled—lost.” 

“Recoil! Far from it. Pll do it, There must 
be some way.” 

“ Bnough, my fair young protectress—celes- 
tial enthusiast, enough. Though ve do not, yet 
T recoil. I could not bring myself to accept this 
sacrifice. What signifies, even to me, my ex- 
trication. Iliea mangled wretch, with fifty mor- 
tal wounds on my crown; what avails the heal- 
ing of one wound, when there are so many be- 

yond all cure? Better to let me perish where I 
all, and reserve your money for worthier ob- 
jects whom, perhaps, hereafter it may avail to 
save. 

“But I will do this. Imust. I ean not see 
you suffer with the power in me hands unem- 
ployed to help you,” I exclaimed. 

“Enough, dear Maud; the will is here—enough ; 
there is balm in your compassion and good-will. 
Leave me, ministering angel; for the present I 
can not. If you will, we can talk of it again. 
Good-night.” And so we parted, 

The attorney from Veltram, I afterward heard, 
was with him nearly all that night, trying in 
vain to devise by their joint ingenuity any 
means by which [ might tie myself up. But 
there were none. I could not bind myself. 

I was myself full of the hope of helping him, 
What was this sum to me, great as it seemed? 
Truly nothing. I could have spared it, and 
never felt the loss. 

I took up a large quarto with colored prints, 
one of the few s I had brought with me 
from dear old Knowl. Too much excited to 
hope for sleep in bed, I opened it, and turned 
over the leaves, my mind still full of Uncle Silas 
and the sum I hoped to help him with. 

Unaccountably one of those colored engrav- 
ings arrested my attention. It represen’ the 
aoienani solitude of a lofty forest; a girl, in Swiss 
costume, was flying in terror, and as she fled 
flinging a sy of meat behind her which she 
had taken from a little market-basket hanging 
upon her arm. Through the glade a pack of 
wolves were pursuing her. 

The narrative told that, on her return home- 
ward with her marketing, she had been chased 
by wolves, and barely eseaped by flying at her 
utmost speed, from time to time retarding, as 
she did so, the pursuit, by throwing, piece by 

iece, the contents of her basket in her wake 

be devoured and fought for by the famished 
beasts of prey. 

This print had seized my imagination. I 
looked with a curious interest on the print; 
something in the disposition of the trees, their 

eat hight, and rude boughs interlacing, and 

he awful shadow beneath, reminded me of a 

ortion of the Windmill Wood where Milly and 

had often rambled. Then I looked at the fig- 
ure of the poor girl, flying for her life, and glanc- 
ing terrified over her shoulder. Then I gazed 
on the gaping, murderous pack, and the hoar 
brute that led the van; and then I leaned haok 
in my chair, and I thought—perhaps some la- 
tent association suggested what seemed .a thing 
sO unlikely—of a fine print in my portfolio from 
Vandyke’s noble picture of Beltoarfaw: Tdly I 
tra with my pencil, as I leaned back, on an 
envelope that lay upon the table, this little ‘in- 
scription. It was mere fiddling; and, absurd’as 
it looked, there was nothing but an honest mean- 
ing in it: ‘£20,000. Date Obolum Belisario!” 
My dear father had translated the little Latin 
inscription for me, and I had written it down as 
a sort of exercise of memory, and also, perhaps, 
as expressive of that sort of compassion which 
my uncle’s fall and miserable fate excited inva- 
riably in me. So I threw this queer little mem- 
orandnm upon the open leaf of the book, and 
again the flight, the ete the bait to stay 
it engaged my eye. And Lheard a voice near 
the hearthstone, as I thought, say, in a stern 
whisper, “Fly the fangs of Belisarius!” 

“What's that?” said I, turning sharply to 
Mary Quince. 

Mary rose from her work at the fireside, star- 
ing at me with that odd sort of frown that ac- 
companies fear and curiosity. : 

“You spoke? Did you speak?” I said, catch- 

Tye banca” Ca frightened my-~ 
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“No, miss; no, dear!” answered ‘she, aon 
thinking that I was a little wrong in my head. 

There could be no doubt it was a trick of the 
imagination, and yet to this hour I could recog- 
nize that clear stern voice among a thousand 
were it to speak again. 

Jaded after a night of broken sleep and much 
agitation, [ was summoned next morning to my 
uncle’s room. 

He received me oddly, I thought. His man- 
ner seemed changed, and made an uncomforta- 
ble impression upon me. He was gentile, kind, 
smiling, submissive as usual, but it seemed tome 
that he experienced henceforth toward me the 
same half-svperstitious repulsion which I had al- 
ways felt from him. Dream, or voice, or vis- 
ion—which had done it? There seemed to be 
an unconscious antipathy and fear. When he 
thought I was not looking, his eyes were some- 
times grimly fixed for a moment upon me. 
When [looked at him, his eyes were upon the 
book before him; and when he spoke, a person 
not heeding what he uttered would have fancied 
that he was réading aloud from it. 

There was nothing tangible but this shrinking 
from the encounter of our eyes. I said he was 
kind as usual. He waseven more so. But there 
was this new sign of our silently repellent na- 
tures. Dislike it could not be. e knew I 
longed to serve him. Was it shame? Was 
there not ashade of horror it? 

“T have not slept,” said he. ‘‘ For me the 
night has passed in thought, and the fruit of it 
is this—I can not, Maud, accept your noble of- 
fer.” 

“T am very sorry,” exclaimed I, in all hon- 


esty. 

ay know it, my dear niece, and appreciate 
your goodness; but there are many reasons— 
none of them, I trust, ignoble, and which to- 
gether render it impossible. No, it would be 
misunderstood; my honor shall not be im- 
pugned.” 

* But, sir, that could not be. Youhaye never 
proposed it. It would be all, from first to last, 
my doing.” : 

‘True, dear Maud; but I know, alas! more 
of this evil and slanderous world than your hap- 
py inexperience can do. Who will receive our 
testimony? None—no, not one, The difficulty 
—the insuperable moral difficulty is this, that 
I should expose en bere to the plausible imputa- 
tion of having worked upon you, wea for this 
end; and more, that 1 could not hold myself 
quite free from blame, It is your voluntary 
goodness, Maud. But you are young, inexperi- 
enced; and itis, I hold it, my duty to stand be- 
tween you and any dealing with your property 
at so unripe an age. Some people may call this 
Quixotic. In my mind it isan imperious man- 
date of conscience; and I peremptorily refuse to 
disobey it, although within three weeks an exe- 
eution will be in this house!” 

I did not quite know what an execution 
meant; but from two harrowi novels, with 
whose distresses 1 was familiar, I knew that it 
indicated some direful process of legal torture 
and liation. 

as oh, uncle—oh, sir—you cannot allow this 
to happen! What will le say of me? And 
—and there is r y—and everything. 
Think what it will be.” ; 

“Tt cannot be helped—you ‘cannot help it, 
Maud. Listen to me. There will be an execu- 
tion here, I cannot say exactly how'soon, but 
I think in little more than a fortnight. I must 

rovide for your comfort. You mustleave, I 
ton acanger that you shall join Milly, for the 
present, in France, till I have time to look about 
me. You had better, 1 think, write to your 
cousin, Lady Knollys. She, with all her oddi- 
ties, has a heart. Can you say, Maud, that I 
have been kind?” 

‘You have never been anything but kind,” I 
exclaimed, 

“That ve been self-denyi 


when you made 
me a generous offer?’ he co 


inued. “That I 
now act to spare you pain? You may tell her 
not as a message from me, but as a fact, that I 
am omioaely thinking of vacating my guardian- 
ship—that I feel I have done her an injustice, 
and that, so soon as my mind is a little Jess tor- 
tured, I shall endeavor to effect a reconciliation 
with her, and would wish ultimately to transfer 
the care of your person and education to her. 
You may say I have no longer an interest even 
in vindicating my name. My son has wrecked 
himself by a marriage. I forgot to tell you he 
stopped at Feltram, and this morning wrote to 

ray a parting interview. If I grant it, it shall 
fe the last. 1 shall never see him or correspond 
with him more.” 

The old man sepmed nae overcome, and 
held the handkerchief to his eyes. 

“ He and his wife are, I un erstand, about to 
emigrate; the sooner the better,” he resumed, 
bitterly. ‘‘ Deeply, Maud, regret having toler- 
ated his suit to you, even for a moment. Had 
I thought it over, as I did the whole case last 
night, nothing could have induced me to permit 
it.’ But I have lived for so long like @ monk in 
his cell; my wants and observation limited to 
the narrow compass of this chamber, that my 
knowledge of the world has died out with my 

outh and my hopes, and I did not, as I ought 
as have done, consider inany objections. ‘fhere- 


fore, dear Maud, on this one subject, I entreat, 


be silent; its discussion can effect nothing now. 
I was wrong, and frankly ask you to forget my 
mistake.” 

I had been on the point of writing to Lady 
Knollys on this odious subject, when, happily, 
it was set at-rest by the disclosure of yesterday ; 
and, being so, I could have no difficulty im ac- 
ceding to my uncle’s request. He was conced- 
ing so much that I could not withhold so trifling 
a concession in return. 

“T hope Monica will continue to be kind to 
poor Milly after I am gone.” 

Here there were a few seconds of meditation. 

“Maud, you will not, I think, refuse to con- 
vey the substance of what I have just said in a 
letter to Lady Knollys, and perhaps you would 
have no objection to let me see it when it is 
written, It will prevent the possibility of its 
containing any misconception of what I have 
just spoken; and, Maud, you won’t forget to say 
whether I have been kind. It would be a satis- 
faction to me to know that Monica was assured 
that I never either teased or bullied my young 
ward.” 

With these words he dismissed me, and forth- 
with 1 completed such a letter as would quite 
embody what he had said, and in my own glow- 
ing terms, being in high good-humor with Un- 
cle Silas, recorded my estimate of his gentleness 
and good-nature; and when I submitted it to 
him, he expressed his admiration of what he 
was pleased to call my cleverness in so exactly 
conveying what he wished, and his gratitude for 
the handsome terms in which I had spoken of 
myoldiguardian. — 


CHAPTER LIII. 
AN ODD PROPOSAL. 

As I and Mary Quince returned from our 
walk that day, and had entered the hall, I was 
surprised most disagreeably by Dudley’s emerg- 
ing from the vestibule at the foot of the great 
staircase. He was, 1 suppose, in his traveling 
costume—a rather soiled white surtout, a great 
colored’ muffler in folds about his throat, ‘his 
** chimney-pot ” on, and his fur cap sticking out 
from his pocket. He had just descended, ‘es 
pose, from myuncle’s room. On seeing me he 
stepped back, and stood with his sho rs to 
the wall, like a mummy in a museum. 

I pretended to have a few words to say to 
Mary before leaving the hall, inthe hope that, 
as he seemed to wish to escape me, he would 
take the opportunity of getting quickly off ‘the 


scene, 

But he had changed his mind, it would seem, 
in the interval; for when I glanced in that di- 
rection again he had moved toward us, and 
stood in the hall with his hat inhishand. I 
must do him the justice to say he looked hor- 
ribly dismal, sulky, and frightened. 

‘Yell gi’e me a word, miss—only a thing I 
ought to say—for your good; by ——, mind, it’s 
for your good, miss.” 

Dudley stood a little way off. viewing me, 
his hat in both hands anda “ glooming ” coun- 


tenance. 

I detested the idea of either hearing or speak- 
ing to him; but I had not resolution to refuse, 
and only saying, “I can’ti ine what you can 
wish to speak to me about,” | approached him. 
“ Wait there at the banister, Quince.” 

There was a fragrance of aleohol about the 
flushed face and gaudy muffler of this odious 
cousin, which hightened the effect of his horri- 
aie dismal features. He was speaking, besides, 
a little thickly; but his manner was dejected 
and he was treating me with ‘an elaborate and 
discomfited respect which reassured me. " 

“Tm a bit up a tree, miss,” he said, sh 
his feet on the oak floor. ‘‘I behaved a d— 
fool; but I bain’t one o’ they sort, I’m a fellah 
as ‘ill fight his man, an’ stan’ up to ’m fair, don’t 
yesee? An’ I bain’t one 0’ they sort—no, dang 
vo ucliey delivered his 

udiey delivered his puzzling harangue with 
a good deat of undertoned pose tenes and was 
strangely agitated. He, too, had got an un- 
pleasant way of avoiding my eye, and glancing 
along the floor from corner to corner as he 
spoke, which gave him a very hangdog air. 

He was twisting his fingers in his great sandy 
whisker, and pulling it roughly enough to dra, 
his cheek about by that savage purchase, an 
with his other hand he was crushing and rub- 
bing his hat against: his knee. 

‘The old boy above there be half crazed, I 
think; he don’f mean half as he says thof, not 
he. But I’m ina bad fix anyhow—a regu 
sell it’s been, and I can’t get a oar out of | R 
So, ye see, ’m up a tree, miss; and he sich a 
one, he'll make it a wuss mull if Ilet him. He's 
as sharp wi’ me as one o’ them Jawyer chaps, 
dang ’em! and he’s a lot of I O’s and rubbitch 
0’ mine; and Bryerly writes to me he can’t gi’e 
me my legacy, cause he’s got a notice’ from 
Archer and Sleigh a-warnin’ him not to gi’e me 
as much as a bob; for I sigred it away to goy- 
ernor, he says, which I beliéve’s a lie. I may a’ 
si some writing—appen I did—when I was 
a bit cut one nights but that’s no way to catch 
a gentleman, and twont stand. | There's justice 
to be had, and *twon’t stand, I say; and not 
in ’s hands that wey 
the snout, too, I don’t deny; only I 


| ye see. 


Here Mary Quince coughed demurely from 
the foot of the stairs to remind me that the con- 
versation was protracted. 

“IT don’t very well understand,” I said grave- 
ly 5 “and I’m now going up-stairs.” 

‘Don't, jest a minute, miss; it’s only a word, 
ell ‘be goin’ t’ Australia, Sary Man- 
les an’ me, aboard the Seamew, on the 5th, I’m 

or Liverpool to-night, and shell meet me there, 
an’—an’, please God Almighty, ye'll never see 
me more; an’ I'd rather gi’e ye a lift; Maud, be- 
fore I go; an’ I tell ye what, if ye’ll just gi’e me 
your written promise, ye’lligi’e me that twenty 
thousand ‘ye were offering "to gi’e the governor, 
Tl take ye cleverly out o’ Bartram, and put ye 
hi your Cousin Knollys, or anywhere ye like 

est. 

“Take me from Bartram for twenty thou- 
sand pounds! Take me away from my ‘guar- 
dian! You seem to forget, sir,” my indignation 
rising as I spoke, ‘that I can visit my cousin, 
Lady Knollys, whenever I please.” 

“ Well, that is‘as'it may be,” ‘he said, witha 
sulky deliberation, scraping about a little bit of 

per that lay on the floor with the toe of his 
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1, 

“Tt is as. it may be, and that is. as I say, sir; 
and, considering how you have treated me—your 
mean, treacherous, and infamous suit, and “your 
cruel treason to your poor wife, I aim dmiazed at 
your effrontery.” =» 

I turned to leave him, being, in truth, in one 
of my passions. 

‘Don’t ye be ‘a-flyin’ out,” he said peremp- 
torily, and catching me roughly by the wrist; 
“T bain’t a-going to vex ye. Whatamouth‘you 
be, as Can't see-your way. Cant ye speak wi’ 
common sense, like a woman—dang it—for once 
and not keep woe ig like ‘a brat—can’t ye see 
what I’m saying? I'll ‘take ye out’ all this, 
and put you wi your cousin, or wheresoever 
you hist, if ye’ll gi’e me what i say.” 

He was, for the first time, looking me in ‘the 
face, but with contracted eyes, and a ‘counte- 
nance very much agitated. 

“Money?” said I, with a prompt disdain. 

“ Ay, money—twenty thousand pounds—there. 
On or off?” he replied, with an unpleasant sort 
te Sour nak promise for twenty thousand 

ou ask m se for twen ousan 
pounds, and roar sha’n’t have it.” enn 

My cheeks were flaming, and I stamped on the 
ground as [ spoke, 

If he had known how to ye to my better 
feelings, Iam sure I should have done ‘perhaps 
not quite that, all at once atleast, but something 
handsome, to assist him. But this application 
was so shabby and insolent! What could he 
take me for? That_I should suppose ‘his plac- 
ing me with Cousin Monica constituted ‘her my 
———— Why, he must fancy me the merest 

aby, There was a kind of stupid cunning in 
this that disgusted my good nature and outraged 
my self-importance. 

‘You won't gi’eme that, then?” he said, look- 
ing down again with a frown, and working his 
mouth and cheeks about as I could fancy a man 
rolling «a piece of tobacco in his jaw. 

‘Certainly not, sir,” I replied. 

“ Taice it, then,” he replied, still looking down 
very black and discontented. 

I joined Mary Quince, extremely angry. As 
ct under the carved oak arch of thé vesti- 
bule, I saw his figure in the deepening twilight. 
The picture remains in its murky halo fixed in 
memory. Standing where he last spoke, in the 
center of the hall, not looking after me, but down- 
ward, and, as well as I could see, with the coun- 
tenance of a man who has lost a game, and a 
ruinous wager too—that is black and desperate. 
T did not utter a syllable on the way up. When 
Treached my room I began to reconsider the 
interview more at my leisure, Twas, such were 
my ruminations, to have agreed at once to his 

reposterous offer, and to have been driven, while 

e smirked and grimaced behind my back at his 
acquaintances, through Feltram in his dog- 
cart to Elverston; and then, to the = indig- 
nation of my uncle, to have been delivered up 
to Lady Knollys’ guardianship, and to have 
handed my driver, as I alighted, the handsome 
fare of £20,000! it required the impudence of 
Tony Lumpkin, without either his fun or his 
shrewdness, to have conceived such a prodigi- 
ous practical joke. 

“Maybe you'd like a little tea, miss,” insinu- 
ated Mary Quince. 

“What impertinence!” I exclaimed, with 
one of my angry stamps on the floor. ‘‘ Not 
= dear, old Quince,” I added, “ No—no 

just now.” 

And I resumed my ruminations, which soon 
led me to this train ‘of thought: ‘‘ Stupid and 
insulting ‘as Dudley’s proposition wes, it yet in- 
volved a great ‘treason against my uncle. 
Should I be weak enough to be silent, may he 
not, wishing to forestall me, misrepresent all 
that has passed, so as to throw the blame alto- 
gether upon me?” , 

This iad seized upon me with a force which 
I could not withstand; and, on the impulse of 
the moment, I obtained admission to Thy unele, 


of I may be a bit up | and related exactly what had passed. “Wher | 
bedath axgoi had finished my narrative, which he listened to 
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without once raising his eyes, my uncle cleared 
his throat once or twice as if to speak. He was 
smiling—I thought with an effort, and with ele- 
vated brows. When I concluded he hummed 
one of those sliding notes which a less refined 
man might have expressed by a whistle of sur- 
priso and contempt, and again he essayed to 
speak, but continued silent. The fact. is, he 
seemed to be very much disconcerted. He rose 
from his seat, and shuffled about the room in 
his slippers, 1 believe affecting only to be in 
search of something, opening and shutting two 
or three drawers, and turning over some books 
and papers, and at length, taking up some loose 
sheets of manuscript, he appeared to have 
found what he was-looking for, and began to 
read carelessly, with his back toward me, and 
with another effort to clear his voice, he said at 
last, “And pray, what could the fool mean by 
all that?” 

“T think he must have taken me for an idiot, 
sir,” I answered. 

“Not unlikely. He has lived in a stable 
among horses and ostlers.. He has always seem- 
ed to me something like a centaur—that is, a 
centaur composed not of man and horse, buti of 
an ape and an ass,” 

And upon this jibe he laughed, not coldly and 
sarcastically, as was’ his wont, but, I thought, 
flurriedly. And, continuing to look into. his 
papers, he said, his back still toward me as he 
read, ‘‘And he did not favor you with an ex- 
position of his meaning, which, except in so far 
as it estimated his deserts at the modest sum 

‘ou have named, appears to me too oracular to 

@ interpreted without a kindred inspiration.” 
And again he laughed. He was growing more 
like himself. 

“ As to your visiting your cousin, Lady Knol- 
lys, the stupid rogue had only five minutes be- 

ore heard me express my wish that you should 
do so before leaving this. Iam quite resolved 
you shall—that is, unless, dear Maud, youshould 
yourself object; but, of course, we must wait for 
an invitation, which I conjecture will not be long 
in coming. In fact, your letter will naturally 


bring it about, and I trust, open the way to a 
rmanent residence with her. The more I think 


it over, the more am I convinced, dear niece, 
that, as things are likely to turn out, my roof 
would be no desirable shelter for you, and that, 
under all circumstances, hers would. Such were 
my motives, Maud, in opening, through your 
letter, a door of reconciliation between us.’ 

I felt that I ought to have kissed his hand— 
that he had indicated precisely the future that I 
most desired; and yet there was within me a 
vague feeling—akin to suspicion, akin to dismay, 
which chilled and overcast my soul. 

‘‘But, Maud,” he said, “I am disquieted to 
think of that stupid jackanapes presuming to 
make you such an offer! <A creditable situation 
truly—arriving in the dark at Elverston, under 
the solitary escort of that wild young man, with 
whom you would have fled from my guardian- 
ship! And, Maud, I tremble as I ask myself the 
question, would he have conducted you to El- 
veston at all? When you have lived as long in 
the worldas I, you will appreciate its wickedness 
more justly.” Here there was a little pause. 

“T know, my dear, that, were he convinced 
of his legal marriage with that young weman,” 
he resumed, perceiving how startled I looked, 
“such an idea, of course, would not have en- 
tered his head; but he does not believe any such 
thing. Contrary to fact and logic, he does hon- 
estly think that his hand is still at his disposal, 
and I certainly do suspect that he would have 
employed that excursion in endeavoring to per- 
suade you to think as he does. Be that as it 
may, however, it is satisfactory to me to know 
that you shall never more be troubled by one 
word from that ill-regulated young man. I made 
him my adieux, such as they were, this evening, 
and never more shall he enter the walls of Bar- 
tram-Haugh while we two live.” 

Unele Silas replaced the papers which had os- 
tensibly interested him so much, and returned. 
There was a vein which was visible near the an- 
glo of his lofty temple, and in moments of agita- 

ion stood oul against the surrounding pallor in 
a knotted blue cord; and as he came ‘back smil- 
ing askance, I saw this sign of inward tumult. 

_ “We can, however, afford to despise the fol- 
lies and knaveries of the world, Maud, so long as 
we act, as we have hitherto done, with perfect 
confidence in each other. Heaven bless you, 
dear Maud; your report troubled me, I believe, 
more than it need—troubled me a great deal; 
but reflection assures me it is nothing. He is 

one. Ina few days’ time he will be on the sea. 

will issue my orders to-morrow morning, and 
he will never more, during his brief stay in Eng- 
land, gain admission to Bartram-Haug! Good 
night, my good niece; I thank you.” 

And so I returned to Mary Quince, on the 
whole happier than I had left her, but still with 
the confused and jarring vision I could not inter- 

ret perpetually rising before me; and as from 

ime to time shapeless anxieties agitated me, re- 
lieving them by appeals to Him who alone is 
wise and strong. 

Next day brought me a good-natured gossip- 
ing letter from dear Milly, written in compulso- 
ry French, which was, in some places, very diffi- 
cult to interpret, She gave me a very pleasant 


account of the place, and her opinion of the girls 
who were inmates, and mentioned some of the 
nuns with high commendation. The language 
plainly cramped poor Milly’s genius; but, al- 
though there was by no means: so much: fun as 
an honest English letter would have brought me, 
there could be no mistaké’ about her liking the 
place, 4nd she expressed her honest longing to 
see me in the most affectionate terms. 

This letter came inclosed in one to my uncle 
from the proper authority in the convent; and 
as there was neither address within, nor post- 
mark without, I was as much inthe dark as ever 
as to poor Milly’s whereabouts. 

Penciled across the envelope of this letter, in 
my uncle’s hand, were the words, ‘‘ Let me have 
your Ane tibe’ when sealed, and I will transmit it 
—S. R. 

When, accordingly, some days later, I did 
place my letter to Milly in my uncle’s hands, he 
told me the reason of his reserve on the subject. 

“IT thought it best, dear Maud, not to plague 
you with a secret, and Milly’s present address is 
one. It willin a few weeks become the rally- 
ing-point of our divers routes, when you shall 
meet her, and I join you both. Nobody, until 
the storm shall have blown over, must know 
where I am to be found except my lawyer, and 
I think you would prefer ignorance to the trouble 
of keeping a secret on which so much may de- 
pend. ” 


This being reasonable, and even considerate, I 
acquiesced, 

n that interval there reached me such a 
charming, gay, and affectionate letter—a very 
long letter too, though the writer was scarcely 
seven miles away—from dear Cousin Monica 
full of pleasant gossip, and rose-colored and 
golden castles in the air, and the kindest inter- 
est in poor Milly, and the warmest affection for 
me. 

One other incident varied that interval, if 
possible more plea than those. It was 
the announcement, in a Liverpool paper, of the 
departure of the Seamew, bound for Melbourne; 
and among the passengers were reported. ‘‘ Dud- 
ley Ruthyn, Esquire, of .Bartram-H., and Mrs, 
D: Ruthyn.” 

And now I began to breathe freely; I plain! 
saw the end of my probation approaching. x 
short excursion to France, a happy meeting with 
Milly, and thena delightful residence with Cousin 
Monica for the remainder of my nonage. 

You will say, then, that my spirits and my 
serenity were quite restored. Not quite. How 
marvelously lie our anxieties, in filmy layers, 
one over the other! Take away that which has 
lain on the upper surface for so long—the care 
of cares—the only one, as it seemed to you, be- 
tween your soul and the radiance of heaven— 
and straight you find a new stratum there. As 
physical science tells us no fluid is without its 
skin, so does it seem with this fine medium of 
the soul, and these successive films of care that 
form upon its surface on mere contact with the 
bs air and light. 

hat was my new trouble? A very fantastic 
one you will say—the illusion of a self-torment- 
or. It was the face of Uncle Silas which haunt- 
ed me. Notwithstanding the old pale smile, 
there was a shrinking grimness, and the always 
averted look. 

Sometimes I fancied his mind was disordered. 
I could not account for the eerielights and shad- 
ows that flickered on his face except so. There 
was a look of shame and fear of me, amazing 
as that seems, in the sheen of his peaked smile. 

I thought, ‘‘ Perhaps he blames himself for 
having tolerated Dudley’s suit—for having urged 
it on grounds of personal distress—for having 
altogether lowered, though under sore tempta- 
tion, both himself and. his office; and he thinks 
that he has forfeited my respect.” 

Such was my analysis; but in the coup dil 
of that white face that dazzled me in darkness 
and haunted my daily reveries with a faded. 
light, there was an intangible character of the 
insidious and the terrible. 


CHAPTER LIV. 
IN SEARCH OF MR. CHARKE’S SKELETON. 

On the whole, however, I was unspeakably re- 
lieved: Dudley Ruthyn, Esq., and Mrs. D. 
Ruthyn, were now skimming the blue waves on 
the wings of the Seamew, and every morning 
widened the distance between us, which was to 
go on increasing until it measured a point on 
the antipodes. The Liverpool paper containing 
this golden line was carefully preserved in m 
room; and like the gentleman who, when muc 
tried by the shrewish heiress whom he had 
married, used to retire to his closet and read 
over his marriage settlement, I used, when blue 
devils haunted me, to unfold my newspaper and 
read the paragraph concerning the Seamew. 

The day I now speak of was a dismal one of 
sleety snow. My own room seemed to me 
cheerier than the lonely parlor, where I could 
not have had Mary ce so decorously, 

A good fire, that kind and trusty face, the peep 
Thad just indulged in at my favorite _ ph, 
and the certainty of soon seeing my dear Cotsin 
Monica, and afterward affectionate Milly, rais- 
ed my spirits. 

“So,” said, I, ‘‘asold Wyat, you say, islaid up 
with rheumatism, and can’t turn up to scold 


me; I-think Pll run: up stairs and make an e--- 
ploration, arid find: poor Mr. Charke’s skelétic. 
in a closet.” 

“Oh law, Miss Maud, how can you say such 
things!” exclaimed good old Quince, lifting up 
her honest gray head and round eyes from her 
knitting. 

I had grown so familiar with the frightful 
tradition of Mr. Charke and his. suicide that I 
Ss ace now afford to frighten old Quince with 

im. 

“T am quite serious. I am going to have a 
ramble up-stairs and down-stairs, like goosey 
goosey gander; and if I do light upon his cham- 
ber, it is all the more interesting. I feel so like 
Adelaide, in the ‘Romance of the Forest,’ the 
book I was reading to you last night, when she 
commenced her delightful rambles through the 
interminable ruined abbey in the forest.” 

** Shall [ go with you, miss?” 

“No, Quince, stay there; keep a good fire 
and make some tea.’ I suspect I shall lose heart 
and return very soon;” and with a shaw] about 
me, cowl fashion, over my head, Istoleup stairs. 

TI shall not recount with the particularity of 
the conscientious heroine of Mrs. Ann Radcliffe 
all the suites of apartments, corridors and lob- 
bies which I threaded in my ramble. It will be 
enough to mention that I lighted upon a door 
at the end of a long gallery, which, T think, ran 
parallel with the front of the house; it interest- 
ed me because it had the air of having been very 
long undisturbed. There were two rusty bolts, 
which did not evidently belong to its original se- 
curities, and had been, though very long ago 
somewhat clumsily superadded: ~ Dusty and 
rusty they were, but I had no difficulty in draw- 
ing them back. There was a rusty key—I re- 
member it well—with a crooked handle, in the 
lock; I tried to turn it, but could not.’ My cu- 
riosity was piqued. was thinking of going 
back and getting Mary Quince’s assistance. 
struck me, however, that possibly it was not 
locked; so I pulled the door, and it opened quite 
easily. I did not find myself ina strangely-fur- 
nished suite of Sahat but at the entrance 
of a gallery, which diverged at right angles from 
that through which I had just passed; it was 
very imperfectly lighted, and ended in total 
darkness. 

I began to think how far I had already come, 
and to consider whether I could retrace my steps 
with accuracy incase of a panic, and I had se- 
rious thoughts of returning. 

The idea of Mr. Charke was growing unpleas- 
antly eee and menacing; and as I looked 
down the long space before me, losing itself 
among ambiguous shadows, lulled in a sinister 
silence, and, as it were, inviting my entrance 
like a trap, I was very near yielding to the 
cowardly impulse. 

But I took heart of grace and determined to 
see a little more. TI opened a side door and en- 
tered a large room, where were, in a corner, 
some rusty and cobwebbed bird-cages, but noth- 
ing more. It was a wainscoted room, but a 
white mildew stained the panels. I looked from 
the window; it commanded that dismal, weed- 
choked quadrangle into which I had once looked 
from another window. I opened a door at its 
further end, and entered another chamber, not 
quite so large, but equally dismal, with the same 
prison-like look-out, not very easily discerned 
through the grimy panes and the sleet that was 
falling so outside. The door through which 
I had entered made a little accidental creak, and 
with my heart at my lips I es at it, expect- 
ing to see Charke, or the skeleton of which I 
had talked so lgntys stalk in at the haJf-open 
aperture. But I had an odd sort of courage 
which was always fighting against my cowardly 
nerves, and I walked to the door, and, looking 
up and down the dismal passage, Was reassured. 

Well, one room more—just that whose deep- 
set door fronted me, with a melancholy frown 
at the opposite end of the chamber. So to it if 
glided, shoved it open, advancing one step, and 
the great bony figure of Madame de la Rougierre 
was before me. 

I could see nothing else, 

The drowsy traveler who opens his sheets to 
slip into bed, and sees a scorpion coiled between 
them, may have experienced a shock the same 
in kind, but parte less in degree. 

She sat in a clumsy old arm-chair, with an 
ancient shawl about her, and her bare feet in a 
delft tub. She looked a thought more withered. 
Her wig shoved back disclosed her bald, wrinkled 
forehead, and enhanced the ugly effect of her 
exaggerated features and the gaunt hollows of 
her face. With a sense of incredulity and ter- 
ror, I gazed, freezing, at this evil phantom, who 
returned my stare for a few seconds with a 
shrinking scowl, stern and grim, as of an evil 
spirit detected. 

The meeting, at least then and there, was as 
complete a surprise for her as for me. She 
could net tell how I eeene take it; but she 
quickly rallied, burst into a loud screeching 
laugh, and, with her old Walpurgis gayety, 
danced some fantastic steps in her bare wet fee’ 
tracking the floor with water, and holding ow’ 
with finger and thumb, in dainty caricature, her 
slammakin old skirt, while she sung some of her 
nasal patois with an abominable hilarity and 
emphasis, : 


- 
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more! i 
“TJ thought you wero in France, madame,” I 
said, with a dismal effort. 


“And so I was, dear Maud; I ay’ just arrive. | 
Your Uncle Silas he wrote to the superioress for 


synvernante to accompany a young lady—that 
is you, Maud—on her journey, and she send me; 
and so, ma chero, here is poor madame arrive to 
char;c herself of that affair.” 

“How soon do we leave for France, madame?” 
Lasked. 

“T do not know, but the old woman—what is 
her name?” 

““Wyat,” I suggested. 

‘Oh! oui, Waiat—she says two, three week. 
And who conduct you to poor madame’s apart- 
ment, my dear Maud?” she inquired, insinuat- 


ly. 
me No one,” I answered, promptly; ‘‘I reached 
it quite Sige and I can’t imagine why 
ou should conceal yourself.” Something like 
dignation kindled in my mind as I began to 
wonder at tho sly strategy which had been prac- 
ticed upon me. 

“T ay’ not conceal myself, mademoiselle,” re- 
torted the governess. ‘I ’av’ act pea asI 
ay’ been ordered. Youruncle, Mr, Silas Ruthyn, 
he is afraid, Waiat says, to be interrupted by his 
creditors, and everything must be done very 

uaitly. Ihave been commanded to avoid me 
aire voir, you know, and I must obey my em- 
ployer—voi a tout.” TE 

‘“And for how long have you been residing 
here?” I persisted, in the same resentful vein. 

‘Bout a week. It is soche triste place. I 
am so glad to see you, Maud. I’ve been so iso- 
lee, you dear leetle fool.” 

“You are not glad, madame; you don’t love 
me—you never did,” I exclaimed, with sudden 
vehemence. 

“Yes, I am very glad; you know not, chere 

tite niaise, how I ’av’ desire to educate you a 

eetle more. Let us understand one another. 
You think [ do not love you, mademoiselle, be- 
cause you have mentioned to your poor papa 
that little dereglement in his library. Ihave re- 

ent very often that so great indiscretion of my 
ife. I thought to find some letters of Doctor 
Braierly._ I think that man was trying to get 
your property, my dear Maud, and if I had 
found something I would tell you all about. But 
it was very great sottise, and you were very 
right. to denounce me to monsieur. Je n’ai 
point de rancune contre vous. No, no, none at 
all. On the contrary, I shall be your gardien 
tutelaire—what you call?—guardian angel—ah! 
yes, that is it. You think I speak par derision, 
not at all. No, my dear cheaile, I do not speak 
par moquerie, unless perhaps the very least de- 
gree in the world.” 

And with these words madame laughed un- 
pleasantly, showing the black caverns at the 
sides of her mouth, and witha cold, steady ma- 
lignity in her gaze. 

“Yes,” I said, “‘I know what you mean, ma- 
dame—you hate me.” 

“Oh! what great ogly word! I am shock! 
vous me faites honte. oor madame, she never 
hate any one; she loves all her friends; and her 
enemies she leaves to heaven; while I am, as 

ou see, more gay, more joyeuse than ever, they 
have not been ’appy—no, they have not been 
fortunate, those others. _When I return I find 
always some of my enemy they ’av’ die, and 
some they have put themselves into embarrass- 
ment, or there has arrived to them some misfor- 
tune,” and madame shrugged and laughed a 
little scornfully. F uf 

‘A kind of horror chilled my rising anger, and 
I was silent. : tet | 

“You see, my dear Maud, it is very natural 

ou should think I hate you.’ When I was with 
te Austin Ruthyn, at owl, you know you 
did not like-a me—never. But in consequence 
of our intimacy I confide you that which [ ’ay’ 
of most dear in the world, my reputation. It 
is always so. The ppl can calomniate, with- 
out been discover, the gouvernante. ’Av’ IT not 
been always kind to you Maud? Which ’av’ I 
use of violence or of sweetness the most? I am, 
like other persons, Jalouse de ma reputation ; 
and it was difficult to suffer with patience the 
banishment which was invoked by you, because 
chiefly for your good, and for an indiscretion to 
which I was excited by motives the most pure 
and laudable. It was you who spied so cleverly 
—eh! and denounce fue te elated Ruthyn? 

Helas! what bad world 10.15 
“T do Se mean to speak at, all about that oc- 
currence, madame; I will not discuss it. I dare 
say what you tell me of the cause of your en- 
ent here is true, and I suppose we must 
a as you say, in company; but you must 
know thatthe less we see of each other while in 
this house the better.” P 

“Tam not so sure of that, my sweet: little 
bete ; your education has been neglect Or 
rather entirely abandoned, since you ‘av arrive 


| bestiole. 


stockings, 
| piace ing with her dowdy toilet. 
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at this place, I am told. You must not be a 
We must do, you and I, as we are or- 
dered. Mr. Ruthyn he will tell us.” 

All this time madame was pulling on her 

getting her boots on, and otherwise 
I. do not 
now why I stood there talking to her, We 
often act very differently from what we would 
have done upon reflection. I had involved my- 
self in a dialogue, as wiser generals than I have 
entangled themselves in a general action when 
they meant only an affair of outposts. I had 
graye a little angry, and would not betray the 
east symptom of fear, although I felt that sen- 
sation profoundly. 

“My beloved father thought you so unfit a 
companion for me that he dismissed you, at an 
hour’s notice, and I am very sure that my uncle 
will think as he did; you are not a fit companion 
for me, and had my uncle known what had 
passed he would never have admitted you to 
this house—never!” 

“Helas! Quelle disgrace! And you really 
think so, my dear Maud,” exclaimed madame, 
adjusting her wig before her glass, in the corner 
of which I could see half of her sly, grinning 
face as she ogled herself in it. 

““T do; and so do you, madame,” I replied, 
growing more frightened. 

“Tt may be—we shall see; but every one is not 
so cruel as you, ma chere petite calomniatrice.” 

“You sha’n’t call me those names,” I said, in 
an angry tremor. 

‘“‘ What name, dearest cheaile?’ 

“ Calomniatrice—that is an insult.” 

“Why, my most foolish little Maud, we may 
say mogue and a thousand other little words in 
play which we do not say seriously.” 

“You are not playing—you_ never play—you 
are angry, and you hate me,” I exclaimed, ve- 
hemently. 

“*Oh, fie! what shame! Do you not perceive 
dearest cheaile, how much education you still 
need? You are proud little demoiselle; you 
must become, on the contrary, quaite humble. 
Je ferai baiser le babouin a yous, ha, ha, ha! I 
weel make you to kees the monkey. ou are 
too piace my dear cheaile.” 

**T am not such a fool as I was at. Knowl,” I 
said; ‘you shall not terrify me here. © I will tell 
my uncle the whole truth,” I said. 

“Well, it may be that is the best,” she replied, 
with provoking coolness. 

“You think I don’t mean it?” 

“Of course you do,” she replied. 

‘And we shall see what my uncle thinks of it.” 

“We shall see, my dear,” she replied, with an 
air of mock contrition. 

“Adieu, madame!” 

“You are going to Monsieur Ruthyn? Very 
good!” 

I made her no answer, but, more agitated than 
I cared to show her, I left the room. I hurried 
along the twilight passage, and turned into the 
long gallery that Openee from it at right angles. 
T had not gone half a dozen steps on my return 
when I heard a heavy tread and a rustling be- 
hind me. 

“T am ready, my dear. I weel accompany 
you,” said the smirking phantom, hurrying after 
me, 

“Very well,” was my reply; and, threading 
our way, with a few hesitations and mistakes, 
we reached and descended the stairs, and in a 
minute more stood at my uncle’s door. 

My uncle looked hard and strangely at us as 
we entered. He looked, indeed, as if his temper 
was violently excited, and glared and muttered 
to himself for a few seconds, and treating ma- 
dame toa stare of disgust, he asked, peevishly: 

“Why am I disturbed, pray?” > 

‘Miss Maud-a Ruthyn, she weel explain,” re- 
plied madame, with a great courtesy, like a 

t going down in a ground swell. 

“Wil you explain, my dear?” he asked, in his 
coldest and most sarcastic tone, 

I was agitated, and I am sure my statement 
was confused. Isucceeded, however, in saying 
AT FA Lat 

‘Why, madame, this is a grave charge! Do 
you admit it, pra » 2 es 

Madame, with the coolest ible effrontery, 
denied it: all; with the most solemn assevera- 
tions, and with streaming eyes and clas 
hands, conjured me melodramatically to with- 
draw that intolerable story and do her Veh 
tice. I stared at her for awhile astounded, 
and, turning suddenly to my uncle, as vehe- 
mently asserted the truth of every syllable I 
had related. 

“You hear, my dear child, you hear her deny 
every thing; what am I to think? You must 
excuse the Tee esther of my old head, Ma- 
dame de la—the lady has arrived excellently 
reoommended by the superioress of the place 
where dear Milly awaits you, and such persons 
are particular. It strikes me, my dear niece, 
that you must have made a mistake.” I pro- 

here, but he went on without seeming to 
hear the parenthesis: ‘I know, my dear Maud, 
that you are quite incapable of willfully de- 
ceiving any one; but you are liable to be de- 
ceived, like other young ople. You were, no 
doubt, very nervous and but half awake when 
you fancied you saw the occurrence you des- 
cribe; and Madame de—de—” 


“Te la Rougierre,” I supplied. 
“Yes, thank you—Madame de la Rougierre, 
who has arrived with excellent testimonials, 
strenuously denies the whole thing. Here isa 
conflict, my dear—in my mind a ateaetipe 6 i 
of mistake. I confess I should prefer that the- 
oy to a peremptory assumption of guilt.” 
felt incredulous and amazed; it seemed as 
if a dream were being enacted before me, A 
transaction of the most serious import, which I 
had witnessed with my own eyes, and described 
with unexceptional minuteness and consisten- 
cy. is discredited by that strange and suspicious 
old man with an imbecile coolness, It was quite 
in vain my reiterating my statement, backing 
it with the most earnest asseverations. I was 
beating the air. It did not seem to reach his 
mind, It was all received with a simper of fee- 
ble incredulity. 

He patted and smoothed my head—he laugh- 
ed gently, and shook his, while I insisted; and 
madame protested her purity in now tranquil 
floods of innocent tears, and murmured mild 
and melancholy prayers for my enlightenment 
and reformation. [I felt as if I suould lose my 
reason. 

“There, now, dear Maud, we have heard 
enough; it is, I do believe, a delusion. Madame 
de la Rougierre will be your companion, at the 
utmost, for three or four weeks. Do exercise a 
little of your self-command and good sense— 
you know how I am tortured. Do not, I en- 

reat, add to my perplexities. You may make 
peda very happy with madame if you will, 
have no doubt. 

“T propose to mademoiselle,” said madame, 
drying her eyes with a gentle alacrity, *‘ to prof- 
it of my visit for her education. But she does 
not seem to weesh what I think is so useful.” 

“She threatened me with some horrid Frenc} 
vulgarism—de faire baiser le babouin a moi 
whatever that means; and I know she hate, 
me,” Lreplied, impetuously. 

“ Doucement—doucement!” said my uncle 
with a smile at once amused and compassionate 
“ Doucement! ma chere,” 

With her great hands and cunning eyes up 
lifted, madame tearfully—for her tears came o1 
short notice—again provested her absolute inno 
cence, She had never in all her life so much 
as heard one so villain phrase. 

“You see, my dear, you have misheard 
young people never attend. You will do wel) 
to take advantage of madame’s short residence, 
to get up your French a little, and the more you 
are with her the better.” 

“T understand, then, Mr. Ruthyn, you weesh 


4 should resume my instructions?” asked ma. 
dame. 

“Certainly; and converse all you can in 
French with Mademoiselle Maud, ou will be 


glad, my dear, that I’ve insisted on it,” he said, 
turning to me, “‘ when you have reached France, 
where you will find they speak nothing else. 
And now, dear Maud—no, not a word more— 
you must leave me. Farewell, madame!” 

And he waived us out a little puipetiently 5 
and I, without one look toward Madame de la 
Rougierre, stunned and incensed, walked into 
my room and shut the door. 


CHAPTER. LV. 
THE FOOT OF HERCULES. 

I stoop at the window—still the same leaden 
sky and feathery sleet before me—trying to es- 
timate the magnitude of the discovery I had just 
made. .Gradually a kind of despair seized me, 
and I threw myself passionately on my bed, 
weeping aloud. 

Good Mary Quince was, of course, beside me 
ina moment, with her pale, concerned face, 

“Oh, Mary, Mary, she’s come—that dreadful 
woman, Madame de la Rougierre, has come, to 
be my governess again; and Uncle Silas won’t 
hear or believe anything about her. Itis vain 
talking; he is prepossessed. Was ever so un- 
fortunate a creature as I? who could have fan- 
cied or feared such a thing? Oh, Mary, Mary, 
what am Ito do! what is to become of me? 
Am [ never to shake off that vindictive, terrible 
woman?” 

Mary said all she could to console me. I was 
making too much of her. What was she, after 
all, more than a governess*—she could not hurt 
me. . I was not a ge no get abe could not 
bully me now; and my uncie, thou é might 
be deceived for a while would not Be Ion fd 


ing her out. 
ood Mary Quince de- 


‘Thus and so forth did 
claim, and at last she did impress me a little, 
and I began to think that I had, perhaps, been 
making too much of madame’s it. ut still 
imagination, that_ instrument and mirror of 
prophecy, showed her formidable i always 
on its surface, with a terrible moving back- 
ground of shadows. 

Tn a few minutes there was a knock at my. 
door, and madame herself entered. She was in 
walking costume, There had been abrief clear- 
ing of the Nhe ve mas she proposed our mak- 
ing a promenade er. : 

On jecing Mary Quinee &hé broke into  rap- 
ture of compliment and ereeting and took what 
Mr. Richardson would have called ber Sawrve 
hand, and pressed it with wonderful tenderness, 

Honest Mary suffered all this somewhat re- 
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luctantly, never smiling, and, on the contrary, | 
looking rather ruefully at her feet. | 

““Weel you thake-a some tea? when £ come | 
back, dear Mary Queence, I’av’ so much to tell | 
you and dear Miss Maud of all my adventures 
while I ‘ay’ been away; it will make-a you laugh 
ever so much. I was—what you theenk#—near, 
ever so near to be married!” And upon this 
she broke into a screeching laugh, and shook 
Mary Quince merrily by the shoulder. 

I sullenly declined going out or rising; and | 
when she haa gone away, I told Mary that I 
pos confine myself to my room while madame 
staid. 

But. self-denying ordinances self-imposed are 
not always long observed by youth. Madame 
de la Rougierre laid herself out to be agreeable; 
she had no end‘of stories—more than half, no 
doubt, pure fiction—to tell, but all, in that triste | 
placo, amusing, Mary began to entertain a bet- 

r opinion of her, She actually helped to make | 
beds, and tried to be in every way of nse, and 
seemed to have quite turned over a new leaf; 
and so gradually she moved me first to listen, 
and at last to t 

On the whole, these terms were better than a 
perpetual skirmish; but notwithstanding all her 
gossip and friendliness, I continued to haye a 
profound distrust and even terror of her. 

She seemed curious about the Bartram-Haugh 


family and all their ways, and listened dark: iy 
when I spoke. I told her, bit by bit, the whole 
story of Dudley, and she used, whenever there 
was news of the Seamew, to read the paragraph 
for my benefit; and in poor Milly’s battered lit- 
tle Atlas she used to trace the ship’s course with 
a pencil, writing in, from point to point, the date 
at which the vessel was ‘‘spoken” at sea. She 
seemed amused at the irrepressible satisfaction 
with which I received these minutes of his prog- 
ress; and she used to calculate the distance—on 
such a day he was two hundred and sixty miles 

on such another five hundred; the last poin 

was more than eight hundred— ood, better, 
best—best of all would be those “‘ deleecious an- 
tipode, w’ere he would so soon promener on his 
head twelve thousand miles away;” and at the 
conceit she would fall into screams of laugh- 
ter. 

Laugh as she might, however, there was sub- 
stantial comfort in thinking of the boundless 
stretch of blue wave that rolled between me 
and that villainous cousin. 

Iwas now on very odd terms with madame 
She had not rela into. her favorite vein of 
oracular sarcasm and menace. She had, on the 
contrary, affected her good-humored and genial 
vein. Bat I was not to be deceived by this. I 
carried in my heart that deep-seated fear of her 
which her unpleasant good-humor and gayet 
never disturbed for a moment, Iwas very glad, 
therefore, when she went to Todcaster by rail to 
make pone Burkes 18 the journey w ach we 
were daily expecting commence; and, hap- 

ry in the 5 portunity of a walk, good old Mary 
Baines aa set forth for a ramble. 

As I wished to make some purchases in Fel- 
tram, I set out, with Mary Quince for my com- 
panion, On Wag is the great gate we found 
it locked. The key, however, was in it, and as 
it required more than the strength of my hand 
to turn, Mary tried.it. At the same moment old 
Crowle came out of the somber lodge by its side, 
swallowing down a mouthful of his dinner in 
haste. No one, I believe, liked the long, suspi- 
cious face of the old man, seldom shorn or wash- 
ed, and furrowed with great, grimy pe mdicu- 
lar wrinkles. Leering fiercely ai ‘y, not 
pretending to see me, he wi his mouth hur- 
riedly -with the back of his , and growled, 
“Drop it.” 

“Open it, please, Mr. Crowle,” said Mary, re- 
nouncing the task. , 

Crowle wiped his mouth as before, looking 
inauspicious. Shuffling to the ot, and mut- 
tering to himself, he first satisfied himself that 
the lock was fast, and then lodged the key in 
his coat pocket, and still muttering, retraced his 


steps. 
re want the gate open, please,” said Mary. 
No answer. 
“ Miss Maud wants to go into the town,” she 
insisted. 
“We wants many a thing we can’t get,” he 
growled, cial Yi hohe h Ere < 
Please open the ” T said, advancing. 
He half tabned oat tis itive hola and made a 
dumb show of touching his hat, although hehad 
none on. 
“‘Can’t, ma’am; without an order from mais- 
ter, You w ae pi here.” 4 int 
ou won ow me and m d to 
tho gate?” I said. * ar 
“Tisn’t me, ma’am,” he said: ‘but I can’t 
break orders, and no one goes cut without the 
And. Sot iting furth 
without awaiting er parley, he en- 
tered, shutting his hatch behind hin 
ary an stood, looking very foolish at 
one another. This was the first restraint Thad 
experienced since Milly and I had been refused 
a through the Windmill paling, The 
e, however, on which Crowle insisted f felt 
confident could not have been intended to appl 
ould set “all 


to me. A word to Uncle Silas w 
right; and, in the mean time, I proposed to | 


| the paling. 


Mary. that we should take a walk—my favorite 
ramble—into the Windmill Wood: 

I looked toward Dickon’s farmstead as we 
passed, thinking that Beauty might have been 
there. I did see the girl, who was plainly watch- 
ing us. She stood in the doorway of the cot- 
tage, withdrawn into the shade, and, I fancied 
anxious to escape observation,’ When we had 

assed on a little, I was confirmed in that be- 

ief by seeing her run down the footpath which 

led from the rear of the farm-yard in the 
direction contrary to that in which we were 
moving. 

“So,” T thought, “ Ft Meg falls from me!” 

Mary Quince and [ rambled on through the 
wood till we reached the windmill itself, and, 
seeing its low arched dcor open, we entered the 
chiaro-oscuro of its circular basement. As we 
did so T heard a rush and the créak of a plank, 
and looking up, I saw just a foot—no more— 
Cfeappeating through the trap-door. — 

In the case of one we love or fear intensely. 
what feats of comparative anatomy will no 
the mind unconsciously perform, constructing 
the whole living animal from the turn of an 
elbow, the curl of a whisker, a segment of a 


| hand? How instantaneous and unerring is the 


instinct! 

“Oh, Mary, what have T seen?’ I sw aeperee, 
recovering from the fascination that held my 
gaze fast’ to the most rounds of the ladder, 
that disappeared in the darkness above the 
open door in the loft. “Come, Mary—come 
away. 

At the same instant Sypeared the swarthy, 
sullen face of Dickon Hawkes in the shadow of 
the aperture. Having but one serviceable leg, 
his descent was slow and awkward, and havin; 
x0t his head to the level of the loft, he stoppe 

o touch his hat to me, and to hasp and lock the 
trap-door. 

hen this was done the man again touched 

his hat, and looked steadily and searchingly at 

me for a second or so, while he got the key into 
his pocket. 

“These fellahs stores their flour too long *ere; 
ma’am. There’s a déal o’ trouble a-lookin’ arter 
it. Ill talk wi’ Silas, and settle that.” 

By this time he had got upon the worn, tiled 
floor, and, touching his hat'again, he said, “I’m 
a-goin’ to lock the door, ma’am!” 

30 with a start, and again whispering, ‘‘ Come, 
Mary—come away,” with my arm fast: in hers, 
we made a swift departure. 

“T feel very faint, Mary,” said I. ‘Come 
quickly. There’s nobody following us?” 

No, miss, dear. That man with the wooden 
leg is putting a padlock on the door.” 

“Come very fast,” [ said; and when we had 
got a little further I said, “look again, and see 
whether any one is following.” 

“** No one, miss,” answered Mary, plainly sur- 

d. “He's putting the key is pocket, 
and standin’ there a-lookin’ after us.” 

“Oh, Mary, did not you see it!” 

‘“What, miss?” asked Mary, almost mopping: 

“Come on, Mary. Don’t pause. They will 
Se us,” I whispered, hurrying her for- 
ward, 

“What did you see; miss?’ repeated Mary. 

“Mr. Dudley,” I whispered, with a terrified 
emphasis, not daring to turn my head as IT 


e, 

‘*Lawk, miss!” remonstrated honest Quince, 
with a protracted intonation of wonder and in- 
credulity, which plainly implied a suspicion 
that I was dreaming. 

“Yes, Mary. en we went into that dread- 
ful room—that dark, round place—I saw his 
foot on the ladder, ‘His foot, Mary. I can’t be 
mistaken. I won’t be Gs bi You'll find 
I’m right. He’s here. e never went in that 
shi all. A fraud has been practiced on me. 
Tt is infamous—it is terrible. I’m frightened 
out of my life. For heaven’s sake, look back 
again, and tell me what you see.” : 

“ Nothing, miss,” answered Mary, in conta- 
gious whispers, “but that wooden-legged chap, 
standin’ hard by the door. 

“And no one with him?” 

wine one, heat - _ - 

e got without pursuit through the in 
ae breath ‘so’ soon as ie had 
reached the cover of the thicket near the Chest- 
nut Hollow, and I began to reflect that whoever 
the owner of the foot might be—and I was still 
instinctively certain that it was no other than 
Dudley—concealment was plainly his object. 
need not, then, be at all uneasy lest he should 
pursue us. 

As we walked slowly and in silence along the 

footpath, I heard a voice calling my 
name from behind. M: Quince had not 
heard it at all, but I was quite certain. 

It was repeated twice or thrice, and, looking 
in considerable doubt and trepidation under the 
hanging ‘boughs, I saw Beauty not ten yards 
away, standing warily among the underwood. 

T remember how white the eyes and teeth of 
the swarthy girl looked as, with hand uplifted 
toward her ear, she watched us while, as it 


seemed, listening for more distant sounds. 


Beauty beckoned eagerly to’ me, advancing, 
with 1 of great fear and anxiety, two or 
three short steps toward me. 

“ She bain’t to come,” said Beauty, under her 
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breath, so soon as I had nearly reached her, 
inting without raising her hand at Mary 
uince, 

‘‘ Tell her to sit on the ash-tree stump down 
yonder, and call ye as loud as she can if she 
sees any fellah a-comin’ this way, an’ rin ye 
back to me;” and she impatiently beckoned me 
aay. on her errand. : 

en I returned, having made this disposi- 
tion, I perceived how pale the girl was. 

‘*Are you ill, Meg?” T asked. 

‘“‘ Never. ye mind. \ Well enough, Listen, 
miss; I must tell it all in a crack, an’ if sho 
calls, rin awa’ to her, an’ le’ me to myself; for 
if fayther or t’other un wor to kotch me here, 
I think they’d kill me a’most. Hish!” 

She paused a second, looking askance in the 
direction where she fancied Mary Quince was. 
Then she resumed in a whisper, ‘ Now, lass, 
mind ye, ye’ll keep what I say to yourself. 
You're not -to tell that ’un nor any other for 
your life, mind, a word o’ what I’m goin’ to tell 

“Tl not say a word. Goon.” 

“Did ye see Dudley?” 

“T think I saw him getting up the ladder.” 

‘In the mill? Ha! that’s him, He never 
went beyond Todeaster. He staid in Feltram 
arter. 

It was my turn to St a now. My worst 
conjecture was established. 


CHAPTER LVI 
I CONSPIRE. 

“THat’s a bad ‘un, he is—oh, miss, Miss 
Maud! It’s nou’t that’s good as keeps him an’ 
fayther—(mind, lass, ye promised you would not 
tell no one)—as nore them two a-talkin’ and a- 
smokin’ secret-like together in the mill. An’ 
fayther don’t know [ found him out. They 
don’t let me into the town, but Brice tells me, 
and he knows it’s Dudley; and it’s nou’t that’s 
good, but summat very bad: An’ I reckon, 
miss, it’s all about you. Be ye frightened, Miss ~ 
Maud?” 

I felt on the point of fainting, but I rallied. 

“Not much, Meg. Go on. For Heaven’s 
sake, does Uncle Silas know he is’here?” 

“ Well, miss, they were with him, Brice told 
me, from eleven o'clock to nigh one o’ Tuesday 
night, an’ went in and come out like thieves, 
feard ye’d see ’em.” 

“ And how does Brice know itis any thing 
bad?” T asked, with a strange freezing sensation 
creeping from my heels to my head and down 
again—I am sure deadly pale, but speaking very 
collectiedly. 

‘Brice said, miss, he saw Dudley a-cryin’ 
and lookin’ awful black; and says he to fayther. 
“Tisn’t in my line nohow, and I can’t; an 
says fayther to he, ‘No one likes they soart 0’ 
things, but how can ye help it?) The old boy’s 
behind ye wi’ his pitchfork, and ye canna stop.’ 
An’ wi’ that he bethought him o’ Brice, an’ says 
he, ‘ What be ye a-doin’ there? Get ye down 
wi’ the nags to blacksmith, do ye.’ An oop gits 
Dudley, pullin’ his hat ower his brows, an’ says 
he, ‘I wish I was in the Seamew. I’m good for 
nou’t wi’ this thing a-hangin’ ower me.” An’ 
that’s all as Brice heard. An’ he’s afeard o’ 
fayther and Dudley awful. Dudley could lick 
him to pot if he crossed him, and he and fayther 
’wd think nou’t o’ havin’ him afore the justices 
for hin’ and swearin’ him into jail.” 

“But why does he think it’s about me?” 

‘*Hish!” said Meg, who fancied she heard a 
sound, but all was quiet. “T can’t way tempt 
in danger, lass. I don’t know why; buthe does, 
an’ so do I an’, for that matter, 'so do ye.” 

Meg, Pll leave Bartram.” 

Ye can’t.” 

“Can't. What do you mean, girl?” 

“They won’t let ye oot. e gates is all 
locked. 'They’ve dogs—they’ve bloodhounds 
Brice says. Ye can’t git oot, mind; put that 
oot 0’ your head. 

“T tell ye what yell do. Write a bit o’ a note 
to the lady ec at Elverston; and, though 
Brice be a wild fellah, and ’appen not ower good 
sometimes, he likes me, an’ Pir make him take 
it. Fayther will be grindin’ at mill to-morrow. 
Coom ye here about one o’clock—that’s if ye see 
the mill sails a-turnin’-—and me and Bri¢e will 
meet ye here. Bring that old lass wi’ ye. 
There’s an old French ‘tm, though, that talks 
wi Dudley. Mind ye, that ’un knows nov’t o’ 
the matter. Brice be a kind lad to mé. what- 
soe’er he be wi’ others, and I think he won’t 
split. Now, lass, I must go. God help ye; God 
bless ye; an’, for the world’s wealth, don’t ye 
let one 0’ them see ye’ve got aught in your head, 
not even that ‘un.’ ” as 

Before I could say another word the girl had 
glided from me with a wild gesture of silence 
and a shake of her head. 

T can’t at all account for the state in which I 
was, There are resources both of energy and 
endurance in human nature which we ‘never 
suspect until the tremendous voice of necessity 
summons them into play. Petrified with a to- 
tally new horror, but with something of’ the 
coldness and impassiveness of the transforma- 
tion, I stood, spoke, and acted—a wonder, al- 
most a terror to myself. s 

I met madame on my return as if nothin; 
had happened. TI heard her ugly gabble, aol 
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looked at the fruits of her hour’s shopping as I 
might hear, and see, and talk, and smile in a 
dream, 

But. the night was dreadful. When Mary 
Quince and I were alone, I locked the door, I 
continued walking mp and down the room, with 
my hands clasped, looking at the inexorable 
floor, the walls, the ceiling, with a sort of im- 
ploring despair. I was afraid to tell my dear 
old Mary. The least indiscretion would be fail- 
ure, and failure destruction. 

I answered her perplexed solicitudes by tell- 
ing her that I was not very well—that I was un- 
easy; but I did not fail to extract from her a 
promise that she would not hint to mortal either 
my suspicions about Dudley, or our renconter 
with Meg Hawkes. 

Lremember how, when, after we had got, late 
at. night, into bed, I sat up, shivering with hor- 
ror, in mine, while honest Mary’s tranquil 
breathing told how soundly she slept. I got up 
and looked from the window, expecting to see 
some of those wolfish dogs which they had 
brought to the place prowling about the court- 

yard. Sometimes I prayed, and felt tranquil- 
ized, and fancied that I was perhaps to have a 
short interval of sleep. But the serenity was 
delusive, and all the time my nerves were strun, 

hysterically. Sometimes I felt quite wild, anc 
on the poimt of screaming. At length that 
dreadful night passed. away, .Morning came, 
and a less morbid, though hardly a.less terrible 
state of mind. @ paid me an early visit. 
A thought struck me, I knew that. she loved 
shopping, and I said, quite carelessly, ‘‘ Your 
yesterday’s shopping tempts me, madame, and 
} must get a few things before we leave for 
France. Suppose we go into Feltram to-day, 
and make my kg you and I?” , 

She looked from the corner of her cunning 
eye in my- face without answering. I did. not 
Dierich, and she said ‘‘ Vary good. I would be 
vary. ’appy,” and again she looked oddly at me. 
“ What eee my dear Maud? One o'clock? I 
think that weel do vary well, eh?” 

f assented, and she grew silent. 

I wonder whether I did look as careless as I 
tried. I do not know. Through. the whole of 
this awful period I was, I think, supernatural; 
and I even now look back with won¢ er upon my 
strange self-command. ‘ 

Madame, I hoped, had, heard nothing of the 
order which prohibited my exit from the place. 
She would herself conduct me to Feltram, and 
secure, by accompanying me, my free egress. 

Once in Feltram, I would assert my. freedom, 
and manage to reach my dear, Cousin, Knollys. 
Back to Bartram no power should convey me. 
My heart swelled and fluttered in the awful sus- 
pense of that hour. 

Oh, Bartram-Haugh! how came you by those 
lofty walls? Which of my ancestors had begirt 
me with an impassable barrier in this horrible 
strait? 

Suddenly I remembered my letter to Lady 
Knollys. If I were disappointed in prerting 
my Sia through Feltram, all wouid depen 
upon it. 

avis locked my door, I wrote as follows: 

“Oh, my beloved cousin, as you hope for comfort 
in your hed of fear, aid he ha Dudley has re- 
turned, and is secreted somewhere about the grounds, 
It isa fraud. They all pretend to me that he is gone 
away iu the Seamew; and he or they had his name 

ublished as one of the passengers. Madame de la 
Pougieme has appeared! She is here; and m uncle 
insists on mekbia her my close conpanion, 1 am at 
my wits’ ends, I can not escape—the walls are a 
prison; and I believe the eyes of my jailers are al- 
Ways upon me. Dogs are kept for pursuit—yes, 
dogs! and the gates are locked against my escape. 
God help me! I don't know where to look or whom 
to trust, I fear my uncle more than all. I think I 
could bear this better if I knew what their = are, 
even the worst, If ever you loved or pitied me, 
dear cousin, Iconjure you, help me in this extremity. 
Take me away from this. Oh, darling, for God's 

ce, take me away! 
ramet Your distracted and terrified cousin, 
“ MAvp, 


“ Bartram-Haugh.” 


Isealed this letter jealously, 
mate missive would burst its cerements, and 
proclaim my desperate appeal through all the 
chambers and passages of silent Bartram. 

Old Quince, greatly to Cousin Monica’s amuse- 
ment, persisted in furnishing me with those ca- 
pacious pockets which belonged to a former 

meration. I was glad of Old-World ec- 
centricity now, and placed my guilty letter, 
that, amid all my hypocrisies, spoke out with 
such terrible frankness, deep in this receptacle, 
and having hid away the pen and ink, my ac- 
complices, I opened the door, and resumed my 
careless looks, ane ree A eae 

“T was to deman » tvuthyn the i 
sion to go to Feltram, and I think he will allow, 
He want to k to you, 

With mate I entered my uncle’s room. 
He was reclining on a sofa, his back toward us, 
and his long white hair, as fine as spun glass, 
hung over the back of the couch. 

“T was going to. ask you, dear Maud, to.exe- 
cute two or three little commissions for me in 
Feltram.” 

a eee felt Ps in my pocket, 
and my heart t violently. 4 r 

“But I have just recollected that this is a 


as if the inani- 


market-day, and Feltram will be fullof doubtful 
characters and tipsy persons, so we must wait till 
to-morrow; and madame says, very kindly, that 
she will, as she does not so much mind, make 
any little purchases to-day which cannot con- 
veniently wait.” 

Madame assented with a courtesy to Uncle 
Silas, and a great hollow smile to me. 

By this time Uncle Silas had raised himself 
from his reclining posture, and was sitting, gaunt 
and white upon the sofa. 

‘* News of my prodigal to-day,” he. said, with 
a peevish smile, drawing the newspaper toward 
him. ‘The vessel has been spoken again. How 
many miles away, do you suppose?” 

He spoke in a plaintive key, looking at me 
with hungry eyes, and a horribly smiling coun- 
tenance. 

“How far do you suppose Dudley is to-day?’ 
and he laid the palm of his hand on the para- 
graph as he spoke. ‘‘ Guess!” 

For a moment I fancied. this was a theatric 
Perpeeien to give re to the disclosure of 

udley’s real whereabouts, 

“Tt was a very long way. 
peated, . 

So, stammering a little and pale, I performed 
the required hypocrisy, after which my uncle 
read aloud for my benefit the line or two in 
which were recorded the event, and the latitude 
and longitude of the vessel at the time, of which 
madame made a note in her memory, for the 
parbees of making her usual tracing in poor Mil- 

y’s Atlas. 

Lean not.say how it really was, but I fancied 
that Uncle Silas was all the time reading my. 
eountenance with a grin, and. practiced scruti- 
ny; but nothing came of it, and we were dis- 
mnissed. , 

Madame loved shopping, even for its own 
sake, but shopping with opportunities for pecu- 
lation still more. As she had had her, luncheon, 
and was dressed for the excursion, she did pre- 
cisely what I now most desired—she proposed to 
take charge of my commissions and my money, 
and, thus intrusted, left me at liberty to keep 
tryst at the Chestnut Hollow. 

soon as I had seen madame fairly off, I 
hurried Mary Quince, and got my things on 
quickly, We left the house by the side.entrance, 
which I knew my uncle’s windows. did not com- 
mand. Glad was I tofeela slight breeze, enough 
to make the mill-sails revolve; and as we got 
further into the grounds, and obtained a distant 
view of the pcrinesaae old windmill, I felt inex- 
pressibly relieved on seeing that it was actually 
working. 

We were now in the Chestnut Hollow, and I 
sent Mary Quince to her old point of observa- 
tion, which commanded a view of the path in 
the direction of the Windmill Wood, with her 
former order to call ‘‘’ve found it” as loudly as 
she could in case she should see any one ap- 
proaching, 

I stopped at the point. of our yesterday’s meet- 
ing. peered under the branches, and my 
heart beat fast as I saw Meg Hawkes awaiting 
me, 


Guess!” he re- 


CHAPTER LVII. 
THE LETTER, 

“ComE away, lass,” whispered Beauty, very 
pale; “he’s here—Tom Brice.” 

And she led the way, shoving aside the leaf- 
less underwood, and we reached Tom. The 
slender youth, groom or poacher—he might an- 
swer for either—with his short coat and gaitered 
legs, was sitting on a low horizontal bough, with 
his shoulder against the trunk, 

« Don’t ye mind; sit ye still, lad,” said Meg. 
observing that he was preparing to rise, and had 
entangled his hat in the boughs. “Sit ye still, 
and hark to the lady. He'll take it, Miss Maud, 
if he can; wi’ na Ye, lad?” 

‘ “ Br, Tl take’it,” he replied, holding out his 
and, 

“Tom Brice, you won’t deceive me?” 

‘Noa, sure,” repeated Tom, 

There was something a little unsatisfactory in 
the countenance of this light-haired youth, with 
the sharpish upturned nose. Throughout our 
interview he said next to nothing, and smiled 
lazily to himself, like a man listening to a child's 
solemn nonsense, and. leading it on, with an 
amused irony, from one wise sally to another. 

Thus it seemed to me that this yor clown, 
without in the least intending to be offensive, 
was listening to me with a profound and lazy 
ig area 

I could not choose, however, and such as he 
was I must employ him or none, 
oP Now, Tom Brice, a great deal depends on 

is. 

\_“That’s true for her, Tom Brice,” said Meg, 
whe now and then confirmed my assevera- 
ons. 

“Tr give you a pound now, Tom,” and I 
laced the coin and the letter together in his 
and. ‘‘And you are to give this letter to Lady 

pecllys at Elyerston; you know Elvyerston, don't 
you 

“ He does, miss. Don’t ye lad?” 


aa E’es. ” 

“Well, do so, Tom, and P'll be good to you as 
ae T live,” 

“D’ye hear, lad?” 


“Wes,” said Tom; ‘it’s very good. ” 
“You'll take the letter, Tom?” 1 said, inmuch 
eater trepidation as to his answer than I 


owed. 

“* Res, Pll take the letter,” said he, rising, and 
turning it about in his fingers under his eye like 
a curiosity. 

“Tom Brice,” I said, ‘‘if you can’t be. true to 
me, say s0; but don’t take the letter except to _ 
give it to Lady Knollys at Elverston. If you 
won't tne that, let me have the note back. 
Keep the pound, but tell me that you won’t men- 
tion my having asked you to carry a letter to 
Elverston to any one.” 

For the first, time Tom looked perfectly seri- 
ous, He twiddled the coriibe of my letter be- 
tween his finger and thumb, and wore ver 
the countenance of a poacher about to 
mitted. 

“T don’t want to. chouce ye, miss, but T must 
take care o’ myself; ye see. The letters ‘oes all 
through Silas’ fingers to the: post, and he’d know 
damn well this worn’t among ’em. They do say 
he opens ’em, and reads ’em before they go, an’ 
that’s his diversion. I don’t know, but I do be- 
lieve that’s how it, be; an’ if this one turne up, 
they’d_all know it went by hand, and Td bo 
spotted for’t.” 

“But you know who I am, Tom; and I’d saye 
you,” said T, eagerly. 

‘Ved wantsavin’ yerself, ’'m.thinkin’, if that 
fell oot,” said Tom, cynically. “I. don’t say, 
though, Pl not takei nly this: I won't run 
my head again’ a wall for no one.” 

‘Tom,” I said; with a sudden inspiration 
“oive me back the letter, and take me out. of 
Bartram—take me to Elverston; it will be tho 
best thing for you, Tom, I mean—it will, indecd 
—that ever befell you.” 

With this clown I was pleading as for my life; 
my hand was on his sleeve, I was gazing im- 
ploringly in_his face, 

But it would not do; Tom Brice looked 
amused again, swung his head a little on ono 
side; grinning sheepishly, over his shoulder on 
the roots of the trees beside him, as if he were 
striving to keep himself from an uncivil fit of 
laughter. 

“TI do what a wise lad may, miss; but. yo 
don’t know they lads; they bain’t that easy 
come over; and I won’t get knocked on the 
head, nor sent to jail ’appen, for no good to thee 
nor me. There's Meg there, she knows well 
enough T could na manage that; so I won't try 
it, miss, by no chance; no offense, miss, but Td 
rather not; an’ Vl just try what | can make o’ 
this; that’s all I can do for ye.” 

Tom Brice, with these words, stood up, and 
looked uneasily in the direction of Windmill 
Wood, 

“Mind ye, miss, coom what will, ye'll not tell 
0’ me?” 

“Whar ‘illye go now, Tom?” inquired Mer, 
uneasily. 

“Never ye mind, lass,” answered he, breal- 
ing his way through the thicket, and soon dis- 
a sy 
“ Bes, t ill be it—he’ll git into the sheep- 
walk behind the mound. They’re all down yon- 


much 
com- 


der; git ye back, miss, to the hoose—by the side 
door; mind ye, don’t go round the corner; and 
ru sit a while among the bushes, and wait 


a good time for a start. And good-by, miss; 
and don’t ye show like as if there was aught out 
0’ common on your mind,. Hish!” 

There was a distant hallooing. 

“That be fayther!” she whispered, with a 
very blank countenance, and listened with her 
sunburnt hand to her ear. 

‘“Tisn’t me, only Davy he'll be callin’,” she 
said, with a great sigh and a joyless smile. 
“Now git ye away, i’ God’s name]” 

So, running lightly along the path, under coy- 
er of this thick wood, I recalled M mince, 
and together we hastened back 1 to the 
house, and entered, as directed, by the side door, 
which did not expose us to be seen from the 
Windmill Wood; and, like two criminals, we 
stole up by the back stairs, and so through the 
side fe pee to my room, and there sat down to 
collect my wits, and try to estimate the exact 
effect of what had just occurred, 

Madame had not. returned. That was well; 
she always visited my room first, and everythin 
was precisely as I had left it—a certain sign that 
her ing eyes.and busy fingers had not been 
at. Rare dur y my absence, 

When she did eppear, strange to say, it was 
to bring me unexpected comfort, She had in 
her hand a letter from my dear Lady Knollys 
—a gleam of sunlight from the free and happ’ 
outer world entered with it. The moment mad- 
ame left me to myself, I opened it and read as 
Antes: ; 

“I am so happy, my dearest Maud, in the imme- 
diate prospect OF Seely, you. I me had a really 
kind letter from poor Shs abr, Tsay, for [ realy 
compassionate his situation, about which he has 
been, I do believe, quite —at least Nbury says 
so, and somehow he happens to know, I have had 
quite an affecting, changed letter. I will-tell you all 
when I see you. He wants me ultimately to under- 
take that which aattit afford me the most i 

piness—I mean the care Of you, my dear girl, [ 
only fear lest my too acceptance of the trust 
should excite that vein 0: a on which is in most 


buman bi and induce him to think over his offer 
jos eceninnan _He says I must come to Bar- 
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tram and stay a night, and BSS pea to lodge me com- 
fortably, about which last I honestly do not care a pin 
when the chance of a comfortable evening’s gossip 
with you isin view. Silas explains his sad situation, 
and must hold himself in readiness’ for early flight, 
if he would avoid the risk of losing his personal lib- 
erty. Itisasad thing that he should have so irre- 
trievably ruined himself that poor Austin’s liberality 
seems to have positively Ng A his extremity. 
His great/anxiety is that] should see you before you 
leave for your short stayin France, He thinks you 
must leave before a fortnight. I was thinking of 
asking you to come over here; I know you would be 
just as well at Elverston as in France; but perhaps, 
as heseems disposed to do what we all wish, it may 
be safer to let him set about it in his own way. The 
truth is, I have so set my heart upon it that I fear to 
risk it by crossing him even in a trifle. He says I 
must fix an early day next week, and talks as if he 
meant to urge me to make a longer visit than he de- 
fined. I shall be only too happy. I begin, my dear 
Maud, to think that there is no use in trying to con- 
trol events, and that things often turn out best, and 
most exactly to our wishes. Py being left quite to 
themselves. I think it was 'Talleyrand who praised 
the talent of waiting so much. In high spirits, and 
with my head brimful of plans, I remain, dearest 
Maud, ever your affectionate cousin, Monica.”” 


Here was an inexplicable puzzle! A faint ra- 
diance of hope, however, began to overspread a 
landscape only a few minutes before darkened 
by total eclipse; but, construct what theory I 
might, all were inconsistent with many well- 
established and awful incongruities, and their 
wrecks lay strewn over the troubled waters of 
the gulf into which I gazed. 

Why was madame here? Why was Dudley 
concealed about the place?) Why was I a pris- 
oner within the walls?) What were those dan- 
gers which Meg Hawkes seemed to think so 
great and so imminent as to induce her to risk 
her lover’s safety.for my deliverance? All these 
menacing facts stood grouped together against 
the dark certainty that never were men more 
deeply interested in making away with one hu- 
man being than were Uncle Silas and Dudley in 
removing me. 

Sometimes to these dreadful evidences I aban- 
doned my soul. Sometimes, reading Cousin 
Monica’s sunny letter, the sky would clear, and 
my terrors melt away like nightmares in the 
morning. I never repented, however, that I had 
sent my letter by Tom Brice. Escape from Bar- 
tram-Haugh was my hourly longing. 

That evening madame invited herself to tea 
with me. I did not object: It was better just 
then to be on friendly relations with everybody 
if possible, even on their own terms, She was 
in one of her boisterous and hilarious moods, 
and there was a perfume of brandy. 

She narrated some compliments paid her that 
morning in Feltram by that “ g: crayature,” 
Mrs. Lifheways, the silk mercer, and what ‘‘’an- 
som faylow” was her new foreman—(she intend- 
ed plainly that I should ‘‘queez” her)—and how 
“he follow” her with his eyes wherever she 
went. I thought, perhaps, he fancied she mi ‘ht 
pocket some of his laces or gloves. And all the 
time her great wicked eyes were rolling and 
glancing according to her ideas of fascination, 
and her bony face grinnin and flaming with 
the “strong drink” in which she delighted. 
She sung twaddling chansons, and being, as was 
her wont, under such exhilarating influences in 
a vaporing mood, she vowed that I should have 
my carriage and horses immediately. 

“T weel try what I can do weeth your Uncle 
Silas. Weare very good old friends, Mr. Ru- 
thyn and I,” she said, with a leer which I did 
not understand, and which yet frightened me. 

I never could quite understand why these 
Jezebels like to insinuate the dreadful truth 
pire themselves; but they do. Is it the spirit 
of feminine triumph overcoming feminine 
shame, and making them vaunt their fall as 
an evidence of bygone fascination and existing 
power? Need we wonder? Have not women 
preferred hatred to indifference, and the repu- 
tation of witchcraft, with all its penalties, to 
absolute insignificance? Thus, as they enjoyed 
the fear inspired among simple neighbors by 
their imagined traffic with the father of ill, did 
madame, I think, relish with a cynical vain- 
glory the suspicion of her satanic superiority, 

Next morning Uncle Silas sent for me. He 
was seated at his table, and spoke his little 
French greeting, smiling as usual, pointing to a 
chair opposite. . 

_“ How far, I he er hesaid, carelessly laying 
his newspaper on the table, ‘‘did you yesterday 
guess Dudley to be?” 

Eleven hundred miles, I thought it was. __ 

‘Oh yes, soit was;” and then there was an 
abstracted pause. “‘Thave been writing to Lord 
Iibury, your trustee,” he resumed. “I ventured 
to say, my dear Maud—(for, having thoughts of 
a different arrangement for you, more suitable 
under my distressing circumstances, I do not 
wish to vacate without some expression of your 
estimate of my treatment of you while under my 
roof)—I ventured to say that you thought me 
kind, epnsidarais, indy ae I say so?” 


Tassented. What could I say? 

“T said you had enjoyed our poor way of liv- 
ing here—our rough ways and . Was I 
right?” 

I assented. 


‘And, in fact, that you had nothing to object 


against your poor old uncle, except, indeed, his ! 


overty, which youforgave. I think Isaid truth, 
Bid I, dear Maud?” 

res I acquiesced. 

All this time he was fumbling among the pa- 
pers in his coat pocket. 

“That; is satisfactory.. So I expected you to 
say,” he murmured, *‘‘T expected no less.” 

On a sudden a frightful change spread across 
his face. He rose like a specter with a white 
scowl. 

“Then how do you account for that?’ he 
shrieked, in a voice of thunder, and smiting my 
spat letter to Lady Knollys, face, upward upon 
the table. 

I stared at my uncle, unable to speak, until I 
seemed to lose sight of him; but his voice, like a 
bell, still yelled in my ears. 

“There! young hypocrite and liar! explain 
that farrago of slander which you bribed my 
servant to ‘1 in the hands of my kinswoman, 
Lady Knollys.” 

And so on and on it went, I gazing into dark- 
ness, until the voice itself became indistinct, 
grew into a buzz, and hummed away into si- 
lence. 

I think I must have had a fit. 

When I came to myself I was drenched with 
water, my hair, face, neck, and dress. I did not | 
in the least know where I was. I thought my 
father was ill, and spoke to him. Uncle Silas 
was standing near the window looking unspeak- 
ably grim. adame was seated beside me, and 
an open bottle of ether, one of Uncle Silas’ re- 
storatives, on the table before me. 

“ Who's that—who’s ill—is any one dead?” I 
cried. 

At last I was relieved by long paroxysms of 
weeping. When I was sufficiently recovered I 
was conveyed into my own room. 


CHAPTER LVIII. 
LADY KNOLLYS’ CARRIAGE. 

Next morning—it was Sunday—I lay in m: 
bed in my dressing-gown, dull, apathetic, wit! 
all my limbs sore, and, as I thought, rheumatic, 
and feeling so ill that f did not care to speak or 
lift my bead. My recollection of what had 

assed in Uncle Silas’ room was utterly con- 

used, and it seemed to me as if my poor father 
had been there and taken a share—I could not 
remember how—in the conference. 

I was too exhausted and stupid to clear up 
this horrible muddle, and merely lay with my | 
face toward the wall, motionless and silent, ex- 
i ae a great sigh every now and then. 

od Mary Quince was in the room—there | 
was some comfort in that; but I felt quite worn | 
out, and had rather she did not speak to me; 
and, indeed, for the time I felt absolutely indif- 
ferent as to whether I lived or died. 

Cousin Monica this morning, at pleasant El- 
verston, all unconscious of my sad fient ro- 
posed to Lady Mary Carysbroke and Lord Tbu- 
ry, her guests, to drive over to church at Fel- 
tram, and then pay us a visit at Bertram-Haugh, 
to which they readily agreed. 

Accordingly, at about two o’clock this pleasant 
aid of three arrived at Bartram. They walked 

aving left the carriage to follow when the horses 
were fed, and Madame dela Rougierre, who was 
in my uncle’s room when little Giblets arrived 
to say that the party were in the parlor, whis- 

ered for a little with my uncle who then said, 
‘Miss Maud Ruthyn has gone out to drive, but 
I shall be happy to see Lady Knollys here, if she | 
will do me the favor to come up-stairs, and see | 
me for a few moments, and you can mention 
that Iam far from well.” 

Madame followed him out upon the lobby, and 
added, holding him by the collar, and whispering 
earnestly in his ear, ‘‘ Bring hair ladysheep up 
by the back stairs—mind, the back stairs.” And | 
the next moment madame entered my room, | 
with long tiptoe steps, and looking, Mary Quince 
said, as if she were going to be hanged. 

On entering she looked sharply round, and 
being satisfied of M: Quince’s presence, she 
turned the key in the door, and made some af- 
fectionate inquiries about me in a whisper; and 
then she stole to the window and peeped out, 
standing back some way; after which she came 
to my bedside, murmured some tender sentences, 
drew the curtain a little, and made some little 
fidgety adjustments about the room: among the 
rest, she took the key from the lock quietly and 
put it into her pocket. 

This was so odd a procedure that honest Mary 
Quince rose stoutly from her chair, pointing to 
the lock, with her frank little blue eyes fixed on 
madame, and she whispered, ‘‘ Won't you put 
the key in the lock, please?” aie 

‘“Oh, certainly, Mary Queence; but it is bet- 
ter it shall be locked, for I think her uncle he is, 
coming to see her, and I am sure she would be 
very much frightened, for he is very much dis- 

lease, don’t you see? and we can tell him she 
is not well Se or asleep, and so he weel go 
away again, without any trouble.” 

T heard nothing of this, which was conducted 
in close whispers; and 1 , although she did 
not give madame credit for caring whether I 
was frightened or ‘not, and suspected her mo- 
tives in everything, gequicsced grudgingly, fear- 
ing’ lest her alleged reason might ‘possibly be 
the true one. : 

So madame hov’r>’ 2bout the door uneasily ; 


and of what went or. elsewhere during that pe- 
riod Lady Knollys afterward gave me the iol- 
lowing account: 

“We were. very much disappointed; but of 
course I was glad to see Silas, and your little 
hobgoblin butler led me up-stairs to his room a 
different way, I think, from that I came before 
but I don’t know the house of Bartram wel 
enough to speak positively. I only know that I 
was conducted quite across his bedroom, which 
Lhad not seen on my former visit, and so into 
his sitting-room, where I found him. 

“He seemed very glad to see me, came for- 
ward smiling—I disliked his smile always—with 
both hands out, and shook mine with more 
warmth than I ever remembered in his greeting 
before, and said: 

a ‘My dear, dear Monica; how very good of 

‘ou—the rere person I longed to see! Lhave 

en miserably ill, the sad consequence of still 
more miserable anxiety. Sit down, pray, for a 
moment.’ 

“ And he paid me some nice little French com- 
pliment in verse. 

“¢ And where is Maud? said I. 

“<T think Maud is by this time about half 
way to Elverston,’ said the old gentleman. ‘T 
persuaded her to take a drive, and advised a call 
there, which seemed to please her, so I conject- 
ure she obeyed.’ 

“How very ear a cried I. 

***My poor Maud will be sadly disappointed, 
but you will console her by a visit; you have 
promised to come, and TI shall try to make you 
comfortable. I shall be happier, Monica, with 
this proof of our perfect reconciliation. You 
won’t deny me? 

“* Certainly not, Iam only too glad to come,’ 
said I; ‘and I want to thank you, Silas.’ 

‘““¢ Por what? said he. 

“«<For wishing to place Maud in my care. I 
am very much obliged to you.’ , 

AN aid not suggest it, I must say, Monica. 
with the least intention of obliging you,’ sai 


Silas. . 

“T thought he was going to break into one of 
his ungracious moods. 

“*But I am obliged to you—very much 
obliged to you, Silas; and you sha’n’t refuse my 
thanks.” 

“Tam happy, at all events, Monica, in hav- 
ing won your good-will; we learn at last that in 
the affections only are our capacities for happi- 
ness; and how true is St. Paul’s preference of 
love—the principle that abideth! The affec- 
tions, dear Monica, are eternal; and being so, 
celestial, divine, and consequently happy, deriv- 
ing happiness, and bestowing it.’ 

‘Iwas always impatient of his or anybody 
else’s metaphysics; but I controlled myself, and 
only said, with my customary impudence: 

rms Well, dear Silas, and when do you wish me 
to come?” 

**«The earlier the better,’ said he. 

‘““*'Lady Mary and Ilbury will be leaving me 
on Tuesday morning. I can come to you in the 
afternoon, if you think Tuesday a good day.’ 

“Thank you, dear Monica. shall be, I 
trust, enlightened by that day as to my ene- 
mies’ plans. It is a humiliating confession, 
Monica, but I am past feeling that. It is quite 
pane that an execution may be sent into this 

ouse to-morrow, and an end of all my schemes. 
It is not likely however—hardly possible—before 
three weeks my attorney tellsme. I shall hear 
from him to-morrow morning, and then I shall 
ask you to name a very early day. If we are 
to have an unmolested fortnight certain, you 
shall hear, and name your own day.’ 

“Then he asked me who had accompanied me, 
and lamented ever so much his not being able to 
go down and receive them; and he offered lunch- 
eon with a sort of Ravenswood smile and a 
shrug, and I declined, telling him that we had 
but a few minutes, and that my companions 
were walking in the grounds near the house. 

‘“‘T asked whether Maud was likely to return 


soon. 

‘““*Certainly not before five o'clock.’ He 
thought we should probably meet her on our 
way back to Elverston, but could not be cer- 
tain, as she might have changed her plans. 

‘So then came—no more remaining to be 
said—a very affectionate parting. I believe all 
about his legal dangers was strictly true. How 
he could, unless that horrid woman had deceived 
him, with so serene a countenance tell me all 
those Bross untiuths about Maud, I can only ad- 
mire.’ 

In the meantime, as I lay in my bed, madame 
gliding hither and thither, whispering some- 
times, listening at others, I suddenly startled 
them both by saying, “ Whose carriage?” 

“What carriage, dear?” inquired Quince, 
whose ears were not so sharp as mine, 

Madame pee from the window. 

“Tis the physician, Doctor Jolks, He is 
come to see your uncle, my dear,” said madame. 

“But I hear a female voice,” I said, sitting 
up. 
Ei No, my dear, there is only the doctor,” said 
inatamey ek, is cigs o your uncle. I tell 

ou he is getting, out of his carriage,” and she 
aifected to watch the doctor's Seon : 

‘The carriage is driving away,” I cried. 
© «Yes, it is draiving away,” she echoed. ~ 
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But I had sprung from my bed, and was look- 


ing over her shoulder before she perceived me. 

“Tt is Lady Knollys!” I screamed, seizing the 

{ window-frame to force it up; and vainly strug- 
gling to open it, I eried, ‘‘ I’m here Cousin Mon- 
ica; for God’s sake! Cousin Monica—Cousin 
Monica!” 

“You are mad, mees; go back,” screamed 
madame, exerting her superior strength to force 
me back. 

But I saw deliverance and escape gliding away 
from my reach, and, stung to unnatural force 
by desperation, I pushed past her, and beat the 
window wildly with my hands, screaming, 
“Save me—save me! Here, here, Monica, here! 
Cousin, cousin, oh, save me!” 

Madame had seized my wrists, and a wild 
struggle was going on. A window-pane was 
broken, and I was s weary, es stop the carriage. 
The Frenchwoman looked black and haggard as 
a fury, as if she could have murdered me. 

Nothing daunted—frantic—I screamed in my 
despair, seeing the carriage drive swiftly away 
—seeing Cousin Monica’s bonnet as she sat chat- 
ting with her vis-a-vis, 

**Oh, oh, oh!” I shrieked, in vain and prolong- 
ed agony, as madame, exerting her strength and 
matching her fury against my despair, forced me 
back in spite of my wild struggles, and pushed 
me sitting on the bed, where she held me fast, 
glaring in my face, and chuckling and panting 
over me. 

I think I felt something of a. despair of a lost 
spirit. 

Iremember the face of r Mary Quince— 
its horror, its wonder—as she stood gaping into 
my face over madame’s shoulder, and crying, 
“What is it, Miss Maud? What is it, dear?’ and 
turning fiercely on madame, and striving to 
force her grasp from my wrists. ‘‘ Are you 
hurting the child? Let her go—let her go.” 

*T qweel let her go. What old fool are you, 


Mary Queence! She is mad, I think. She ’as 
lost hair head.” 

“Oh, Mary, cry from the window. Stop the 
carriage!” [ cried. 


Mary looked out, but there was by this time, 
of course, nothing in sight. 

“Why don’t-a you stop the carriage?” sneered 
madame. ‘‘Call the coachman and the postil- 
lion. Where is the footman? Bah! elle a le cer- 
veaw mal timbre.” 

“Oh, Mary, Mary, is it petted it gone? Is 
there nothing there?” cried I, rushing to the win- 
dow, and turning to madame, after a vain strain- 
ing of the eyes, my face against the glass. 

‘Oh, cruel, cruel, wicked woman! why have 
you done this? What was it to you? hy do 
you persecute me? What good can you gain by 
my ruin?” 

*“*Rueen! Par bleu! ma chere, you talk too 
fast. Did not-a you-see it, peg Queence? It 
was the doctor’s carriage, and Mrs. Jolks, and 
that eempudent faylow, young Jolks, staring up 
to the window, and mademoiselle she come in 
soche shocking deshabille to show herself knock- 
ing at the window. ’Twould be very nice thing, 
Mary Queence, don’t you think?” ODES 

I was sitting now on the bedside, crying in 
mere despair. I did not care to dispute or to re- 
sist. Oh, why did rescue come so near, only to 
prove that it could not reach me! So I went on 
erying, with a clasping of my hands and turn- 
ing up my eyes, in incoherent prayer. I was 
not thinking of madame, or of Mary Quince, or 
any other person, only babbling my anguish 
and on, helplessly in the of heaven. 

‘*T did not think there was soche fool. What 
enfant gate!’ My dear cheaile, what-a can you 
mean by soche strange lonbaage and conduct? 
What for should-a you weesh to display yourself 
in the window in soche ’orrible deshabule to the 

le in the doctor’s coach?’ 

“Tt was Cousin Knollys—Cousin Knollys. Oh, 
Cousin Knollys! You’re gone—yow’re gone— 
you're gone!” 

“And if it was Lady Knollys’ coach, there 
was certainly a coachman and a footman; and 
whoever has the coach there was young gentle- 
men init. If it was Lady Knollys’ carriage it 
would ’av’ been worse than the doctor.” 

“Tt is no matter—it is all over. Oh, Cousin 
Monica, ‘your poor Maud—where is she to turn? 
Is there no help?” ad 

That evening madame visited me again in one 
of her sedate and moral moods. She found me 
dejected and passive, as she had left me. 

us I think, Maud, there is news; but Iam not 
eertain.” ; 

T raised my head and looked at her aeeanait 

“T think there is letter of bad news from the 
attorney in London.” j 
, Oh?! T said, in a tone which Tam sure im- 
plied the absolute indifference of dejection. 

“But, my dear Maud, it ’t be so, we shall go 
at once, you and me, to join Meess Millicent in 
France. La belle France! You weel like so 
moche! We shall beso gay. You can not im- 
agine there are such naice girl there. ‘They all 
love-a me so moche, you will be delight. 

‘How soon do we go?’ Iasked. 

*T do not know. Bote I was to bring In a case 
of eau-de-Cologne that came in this evening, 
and he laid down a letter and say, ‘The blow 
has descended, madame! My niece must hold 
herself in readiness.’ I said, ‘For what, mon- 
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sieur? twice; bote he did not answer, Tam sure it 
is un proces. They ’ay’ ruin him. Eh bien, my 
dear. I suppose we shall leave this triste place 
immediately. Iam so rejoice. It appears tome 
un cimetierel” 

‘*Yes, I should like to leave,” I said, sitting 
up, with agreat sigh and sunken eyes. It seem- 
ed to me that I had quite lost all sense of resent- 
ment toward madame. 
had supervened—the fatigue, I suppose, an 
prostration of the passions. 

“T weel make excuse to go into his room 
again,” said madame, ‘‘and I will endeavor to 
learn something more from him, and I weel 
come back again to you in half an hour,” 

She departed; but in half an hour did not re- 
turn. 
Haugh. For me, since the departure of poor 
Milly, it had grown like a haunt of evil spirits, 
and to escape on any terms from it was a bless- 
ing unspeakable. 

Another half hour passed, and another, and I 
grew insufferably feverish. I sent Mary Quince 
to the lobby to try and see madame, who, I fear- 


ed, was probably to-ing and fro-ing in and out |. 


of Uncle Silas’ room. 

Mary returned to tell me that she had seen old 
Wyat, who told her that she thought madame 
had gone to her bed half an hour before. 

CHAPTER LIX. 
A SUDDEN DEPARTURE. 

“Mary,” said I, ‘lam miserably anxious to 
hear what madame may have to tell; she knows 
the state [am in, and she would not take so 
much trouble to look in at my door to say a 
word, Did you hear what she told me?’ 

‘* No, Miss Maud,” she answered, rising and 


| drawing near. 


‘She thinks we are going to France immedi- 
ately, and to leave this place perhaps forever.” 

“ Heaven be praised for that, if it be so, miss,” 
said Mary, with more energy than was com- 
mon with her, “for there is no luck about it, 
and I don’t expect to see you ever well or hap- 
py in it.” 

‘“You must take your candle, Mary, and make 
out her room up stairs; I found it accidentally 
myself one evening.” 

‘But Wyat won't let us up-stairs.” 

“Don’t mind her, Mary; I tell you to go. 
You must try. I can’t sleep till we Rent, ? 

Mew What direction is her room in, miss?” asked 
ary. 

“Somewhere in that direction, Mary,” I an- 
swered, pointing. “I cannot describe the turns; 
but I think you will find it if you go along the 
great passage to your left, on getting to the top 
of the stairs, till you come to the cross galleries, 
and then turn to your left, and when you have 
passed four, or perhaps five doors, you must be 
be arrae it, and I am sure she will hear if you 
ca 


‘* But will she tell me—she is such a rum ’un, 
mniss?” suggested Mary. 

“Tell her exactly what I have said to you, 
and when she learns that you already know as 
much as I do, she ma —unless, indeed, she 
wishes to torture me. If she won’t, perhaps at 
least you can persuade her to come to me for a 
moment. Try, dear Mary; we can but fail.” 

‘““Will you be very lonely, miss, while I am 
away?’ asked Mary, uneasily, as she lighted her 
candle. 

“T can’t help it, Mary. Go. I think if I 
heard we were going I could almost get up, and 
dance and sing. Ican’t bear this dreadful un- 
certaint: any longer.” 

“Tf old Wyat is outside, ’'l come back and 
wait here a bit till she’s out o’ the way,” said 
Mary; “and, anyhow, I’ll make all the haste I 
can. The drops and the sal volatile is here, 
miss, by your a.” 

And, with an anxious look at me, she made 
her exit softly, and did not immediately return, 
by which I concluded that she had found the 
way clear, and had gained the upper story with- 
out interruption. 

This little anxiety ended, its subsidence was 
followed by a sense of loneliness, and with it of 
vague insecurity, which increased at last tosuch 
a pitch that I wondered at my own madness in 
sending my companion at and at last my 
terrors so grew that I drew back into the fur- 
thest corner of the bed, with my shoulders to 
the wall, and my bedclothes huddled about me, 
with only a point open to peep at. 

At last the door opened gently... 

“Who's there?’ I cried, in extremity of hor- 
ror, expecting I knew not whom. — 

‘*Me, miss,” whispered Mary Quinee, to m, 
unutterable relief; and with her candle flared, 
and a wild and pallid face, Mary Quince glided 
into the room, locking the door as she entered. 

T do not know how it was, but I found myself 
holding Mary fast with both my hands as we 
stood side by side on the floor. 

“Mary, you are terrified ; for God’s sake, 
what is the matter?” I cried. 

“ No, miss,” said Mary, faintly; ‘‘not much,” 

‘‘T see it in your face. What is it?” 

Let me sit down, miss. I'll tell you what IT 
saw; only I’m just a bit queerish.” 

mn sat down by my bed. 1 

Get in, miss; yow'll take cold. Get into bed, 
and [ll tell you. * It is not much,” 


A debility of feeling | 


Thad a dull longing to leave Bartram- | 


I did get into bed, and, gazing on Mary’s 
frightened face, I felt. a corresponding horror, 

“For mercy’s sake, Mary, say what it is?” 

So again assuring me ‘“‘ it was not much,” she 
gave me, in a somewhat diffuse and entangled 
narrative, the following facts: 

On closing my door, she raised her candle 
above her head and surveyed the lobby, and 
seeing no one there, she ascended the stairs 
swiftly, She passed along the great gallery to 
the left, and paused a moment at the cross gal- 
lery, and then recollected my directions clearly, 
and followed the passage to the right, 

There-are doors at each side, and she had for- 
gotten to ask me at which madame’s was, She 
opened several. In one room she was frightened 
by a bat, which had very nearly put her candle 
out, She went on a little, paused, and began to 
lose heart in the dismal solitude, when on a sud- 
den, a few doors further on, she thought she 
heard madame’s voice. 

She said that she knocked at the door, but 


| receiving no answer, and hearing madame still 


talking within, she opened it. 

There was a candle on the chimney-piece, and 
another in a stable lantern near the window. 
Madame was conversing volubly on the hearth, 
with her face toward the window, the entire 
frame of which had been taken from its place; 
Dickon Hawkes, the Zamiel of the wooden leg, 
was supporting it with one hand as it leaned 
imperfectly against the angle of the recess, 
There was a third figure standing, buttoned w 
in a surtout, with a bundle of tools under his 
arm like a glazier, and, with a silent thrill of 
fear, she distinctly recognized the features as 
those of Dudley Ruthyn. 

“Twas him, miss, so sure as I sit here! Well, 
like that, they were as mute as mice; three 
pairs of eyes were on me. I don’t know what 
made me so study like, but som’at told me I 
should not make as though I knew any but 
madame; and so I made a courtesy as well as 
I could, and I said might I speak a word wi’ ye, 
please, on the lobby? 

“Mr, Dudley was making belief by this time 
to look out at window, wi his back to me, and 
I kept looking straight on madame, and she 
said,.‘ They’re mendin’ my broken glass, Mary,’ 
walking between them and me, and coming 
close up to me very quick; and so she mare 
me backward. out 0’ the door, prating all the 


e. 

“When we were on the lobby she took my 
candle from my hand, shutting the door behind 
her, and she held the light a bit behind her ear, 
so ‘twas full on my face as she looked sharp 
into it; and after a bit she said again, in her 
queer lingo, ‘There was two panes broke in her 
room, and men sent for to mend it.’ 

“T was awful frightened when I saw Mr. 
Dudley, for I could not believe any such thing 
before, and I don’t know how I could look her 
in the face as I did and not show it. I was as 
smooth and cool as yonder chimney-piece, and 
she has an awful evil eye to stan’ against; but I 
never flinched, and I think she’s puzzled, for, as 
cunning as she is, whether I believe all she sai 
or knowed ’twas a pack o’ stories. So I tol 
her your message, and she said she had not 
heard another word since; but she did believe 
we had not many more days here, and would 
tell youif she heard to-night, when she brought 
his soup to your uncle, in alf an hour’s time.” 

I asked her, so soon as I could s , whether 
she was perfectly certain as to the fact that the 
man in the surtout was Dudley, and she made 
answer, ‘‘ I'd swear to him on that Bible, miss,” 

So far from any longer wishing madame’s re- 
turn that. night, I trembled at the idea of it, 
Who could tell who might enter the room with 
her when the door opened to admit her? 

Dudley, so soon as he recovered the surprise, 
had turned about, evidently anxious to preven 
recognition; Dickon Hawkes stood glowering at 
her. Both might have hope of escaping recog~ 
nition in the imperfect light, for the candle in 
the chimney-piece was flaring in the air, and the 
light from the lantern fell in spots, and was 
confusing, 

What i that ruffian Hawkes be going, in 

a 


the house? Why was Dudley there? Coul 


more ominous. combination be imagined? I 

uzzled my. distracted head over all Mary 
Guince’s details but could make nothing of their 
tion. 1 know of nothing so terrifying as 


occu 
this kind of perpetual puzzling over ominous 
problems, 


You may imagine how long the hours of that 
night. passed, and how my heart beat at every 
fancied sound outside my door. 

But morning came, and with its light some re- 
assurance. Early Madame de la Rougierre 
made her appearance; she searched my eyes 
darkly and shrewdly, but made no allusion to 
Mary Quince’s vis.t. Perhaps she expected some 
question from me, and, hearing none, thought 
it as well to leave the subject at rest. 

She had merely come in to say that she had 
heard nothing since, but was now going to make 
my uncle's chocolate, and. fe Th gee as her 
interview was ended, she agate, 
and let me hear any thing she should have 
gleaned. 

In a little while a knock came to my door, and 
Mary Quince was ordered by old Wyat inte my - 
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uncle’s room. She returned flushed, in a huge 
fuss, to say that I was to be up and dressed’for 
a journey in half an hour and to go straight, 
when dressed, to my uncle’s room. 

It was good news; at the same time, it was a 
shock. I was glad. I was stunned. jumped 
out of bed, and set about my toilet with an en- 
ergy quite new to me. Mary Quince was 
busily packing my boxes, and consulting as to 
what I should take with me, and what not. 

Was Mary Quince to accompany me? He 
had not said a word on that point: and I feared, 
from his silence, she was to remain. There was 
comfort, however, in this—that the separation 
would not be for long: I felt confident of that; 
and Iwas about to join Milly, whom I loved 
better than I could have believed before our 
separation; but, whatsoever the conditions 
might be, it was an indeseribable relief to have 
done with Bartram-Haugh, and leave behind me 
its sinister lines of circumvallation, its haunted 
récesses, and the awful specters that had lately 
appeared within its walls. 

stood too much in awe of my uncle to fail in 
peas. myself punctually at the close of the 
alf-hour. I entered his sitting-room under the 
shadow of sour old Wyat’s higheouuled cap: she 
closed the door behind me, and the conference 
commenced. 

Madame de la Rougierre sat there, dressed 
and draped for a journey, and with a thick 
black lace vail on. My uncle rose, gaunt and 
venerable, and with a harsh and severe counte- 
nance. He did not offer his hand; he made me 
a kind of bow, more of repulsion than of 
respect. He remained in a standing position, 
eppporting his crooked frame by his hand, which 
he leaned on a dispatch-box. He glared on me 
steadily with his wild le tae eyes from un- 
der the dark brows, I have described to you, 
now corrugated in lines indescribably stern. 

“You shall join my daughter at the Pension 
in France; Madame de la Rougierre shall ac- 
company you,” said my uncle, delivering his 
direction with the stern monotony and the 
measured pauses of a person dictating an im- 

rtant dispatch to a secretary. ‘‘Old Mrs, 
Daincs shall follow with me, or, if alone; in a 
week. You shall pass to-night in London; 'to- 
morrow night you proceed thence to” Dover, 
and cross by the mail-packet. You shall now sit 
down and write a letter to your Cousin Monica 
Knollys, which I will first read and then dis- 
ee To-morrow you shall write a note to 

y Knollys from London, telling her how 
you have got over so much of your journey, 
and that you can not write from Dover, as you 
must instantly start by the packet on reaching 
it, and that, until my affairs are a little settled, 
ies can not write to her from France, as it is of 
igh importance to my safety that no clew 
should exist as to our address. Intelligence, 
however, shall reach her through my attorneys, 
Archer and Sleigh, and I trust we shall soon re- 
turn, You will please submit that latter note 
to Madame de la Rougierre, who has my diree- 
tions to see that it contains no libels upon my 
character. Now sit down.” 

So, with those unpleasant words tingling in 
my ears, I obeyed. 

‘ Write,” said he, when I was duly placed. 
“You shall convey the substance of what I say 
in your own language. The imminent danger 
this morning announced of an execution—re- 
member the word,” and he spelled it for me— 
‘being put into this house either this afternoon 
or to-morrow, compels me to anticipate my 
pene and dispatch you for France this day. 

hat you are starting with an attendant.” Here 
an uneasy movement from madame, whose dig- 
nity was perhaps excited.’ “An attendant,” he 
repeated, with a discordantemphasis; ‘and you 
can, if you please—but I don’t solicit that jus- 
tice—say thet you have been as kindly treated 
here as my unfortunate circumstances would 
permit. at is all, You have just fifteen 
minutes to write. Begin.” . 

I wrote accordingly. My hysterical state had 
made me far less combative than I might have 
proved some months since, for there was much 
that was insulting as well as formidable in his 
manner. I completed my letter, however, to 
his satisfaction in the prescribed time, and he 
said, as he laid it and its envelope on the table, 
“ Please to remember that this lady is not your 
attendant only, but that she has authority to 
direct every detail respecting your journey, and 
will make all the necessary payments on the 
way. You will please, then, implicitly to com- 
ply with her directions, The carriage awaits 
you at the door.” 

Having thus spoken, with another grim bow, 
and ‘‘I wish you a safe and pleasant journey,” 
he receded a step or two, and I, with an unde- 
finable kind of melancholy, though also with a 
sense of relief, withdrew. 

My letter, 1 afterward found, reached Lady 
Knollys, accompanied by one from Uncle Silas, 
who said, ‘‘ Dear Maud apprises me that she has 
written to tell you something of our movements. 
A sudden crisis in my miserable affairs compels 
a break-up as sudden here. Maud joins my 
daughter at the Pension, in France. IT Purposely 
omit the address, because I mean to de in 
the vicinity until this storm shall have blown 
aver; and as the consequences of some of my 


7 entanglements might pursue me even 
there, I must only, for the present, spare you the 
pain and trouble of keeping a secret: I am 
sure, for some little time, you will excuse the 
girl’s silence; in the mean time you shall hear 
of them, and, perhaps, circuitously from me. 
Our dear Mau started this morning en route 
for her destination, very sorry, as am I, that 
she could not enjoy first a flying visit to Elver- 
ston; but in high spirits, notwithstanding,. at 
the new life and sights before her.” 

At the door my beloved old friend, Mary 
Quince, awaited me: ‘Am I going with you, 
Miss Maud?” 

I burst into tears and clasped her in my 


ms, 

“Tm not,” said Mary, very sorrowfully ; 
“and I never was from you yet, miss, since 
you wasn’t the length of my arm.” 

And kind old Mary began to ery with me. 

“Bote you are coming in few days, Mary 
Queence,” expostulated madame. ‘I wonder 

ou-are soche fool. What is two, three days. 

ah! nonsense, girl.” 

Another farewell to: poor Mary Quince, quite 
bewildered at the suddenness of her bereave- 
ment. A serious and tremulous bow from our 
little old butler on the steps. Madame bawling 
through the open window to the driver to make 
good speed, and remember that we had but nine- 
teen minutes to reach the station. Away we 
went, Old Crowle’s iron grille rolled back be- 
fore us. I looked on the receding landscape, 
the giant trees, the palatial, time-stained man- 
sion. A strange conflict of feelings, sweet and 
bitter, rose and mingled in the reverie. Had I 
been too hard and suspicious with the inhabit- 
ants of that old house of my family? Was my 
uncle justly indignant? as I ever again to 
know such pleasant rambles as some of those I 
had enjoyed with dear Millicent through the 
wild and beautiful woodlands I was leaving be- 
hind me? And there, with my last glimpse of 
the front of Bartram-Haugh, I beheld dear old 
Mary Quince gazing after us. Again my tears 
flowed. I waved my handkerchief from the 
window; and now the park wall hid all from 
view, and at a — pace, through the steep 
wooded glen, with the rocky and procissiona 
character of a ravine, we glided; and when the 
road next emerged, Bartram-Haugh was a misty 
mass of forest and chimneys, slope and hollow, 
and we within a few minutes of the station, 


CHAPTER LX, 
THE JOURNEY. 


Waitine for the train, as we stood upon the 
platform I looked back again toward the wooded 
uplands of Bartram; and far behind the fine 
range of mountains, azure and soft in the dis- 
tance, beyond which lay beloved old Knowl, and 
my lost father and mother, and the scenes of 
my childhood, never embittered except by the 
ns who sat beside me. 

nder happier circumstances, I should have 
been, at my then early age, quite wild with 
leasurable excitement on entering London for 
he first time. But black Care sat by me, with 
her pale hand in mine: a voice of fear and 
warning, whose words I could not catch, was 
always in my ear. We drove through London, 
amid the glare of lamps, toward the West End, 
and for a little while the sense of novelty and 
curiosity overcame my di ndency, and p- 
ed eagerly from the window; while e, 
who was in high good humor, spite of. the fa- 
tigues of our long railway flight, screeched 
scraps of topographic information in my ear, 
for London was a picture book in which she was 
well read. 

“This is Euston Square, my dear—Russell 
Square. Here is Oxford ataeet— Hor mas kat: 
See, there is the Opera House—hair Majesty’s 
Theater. See all the pe i waiting;” and so 
on, till we reached at length a narrow street, 
which she told me was off Pi illy, where we 
drew up before a private house, as it seemed to 
me—a famil y hotel—and I was glad to be at rest 
for the night. 4 " 

Fati with the peculiar fatigue of railway 
traveling, dusty, a little chilly, with eyes aching 
and wearied, I ascended the stairs s ently, our 
garrulous and nparesan landlady leading the 
way, and telling her off-told story of the house, 
its noble owner in old time, and how those fine 
drawing-rooms were taken every year during 
the session by the Bishop of Rochet-on-Copeley;, 
and at last into our double-bedded room. 

I would fain have been alone, but I was. too 
tired and dejected to care much for anything. 

At tea madame expanded in spiritlike a giant 
refreshed, and chatted and sung; and. at last, 
seeing that I was nodding, advised my going to 
bed, while she ran across the street to see ‘‘her 
dear old friend, Mademoiselle St. Eloi, who was 
sure to beup, and would be offended if she failed 
to make her everso short a call.” 

I cared little what she did, and was glad to be 
rid: of her even for a short time, and was soon 
fast asleep. f , 

Isaw her, I know not how much later, poking 
about the room like a figure in a dream, and 


taking off her things. 
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She-had her breakfast in’ bed next: morning, 
and I was, to my comfort, left to take mine in 
solitary possession of our sitting-room, where I 
began to wonder how little annoyance | had as 
yet suffered from her company, and began to 
speculate upon the chances of my making the 
journey with tolerable comfort. 

Our hostess gave me five minutes of her val- 
uable time. Her talk ran chiefly upon nuns and 
convents, and her old acquaintance with ma- 
dame; and it seemed to me that she had at one 
time driven a kind of trade, no doubt profitable 
enough, in escorting young ladies to establish- 
ments on the Continent; and although I did not 
then quite understand the tone in which she 
spoke to me, I often thought afterward that ma- 
dame had represented me as a grease pans des- 
tined for the holy vocation of the vail. 

When she was gone I sat listlessly looking 
out of the window, and saw some chance equip- 
ages drive by, and now and then a fashionable 
pedeatringy and wondered if this quiet thorough- 
fare could really be one of the arteries so near 
the heart of the tumultuous capital, 

I think my nervous vitality must have burnt 
very low just then, for I felt perfectly indifferent 
about all the novelty and world of wonders be- 
yond, and should have hated to leave the dull 
tranquillity of my window for an excursion 
through the splendors of the unseen streets and 
palaces that surrounded me, 

It was one o’clock before madame joined me; 
and finding me in this dull mood; she did not 
press me to accompany her in her drive, no doubt 
well pleased to get rid of me. 

After tea that evening, as we sat alone in our 
room, she entertained me witl some very odd 
conversation—at the time unintelligible, but 
which acquired a tolerably distinct meaning 
from the events that followed. 

Two or three times that day madame appear- 
ed to me on the pairs of saying something of 
grave import, as she scanned, me with her bleak, 
wicked stare. 

It was a peculiarity: of hers, that whenever 
she bp clomea upon by an anxiety that, really 
troubled her, her countenance did not look sad 
or solicitous as other people’s would, but simply 
wicked. Her great gaunt mouth was compress- 
ed and drawn down firmly at the corners, and 
her eyes glared with a dismal scowl. 

At last she said suddenly, ‘‘Are you ever 
grateful, Maud?” 

“‘T hope so, madame,” I answered. 

“ And how do you show your gratitude?. For 
instance, would you doagreat deal for a person 
who would run risque for your sake?’ 

Tt struck me all at once that she was sounding 
me about. poor Meg Hawkes, whose fidelity, not- 
withstanding the treason or cowardice of her 
lover, Tom Briee, I never doubted, and I grew 
at once wary and reserved. 

‘“T know of no opportunity, thank Heaven, for 
any such service, madame, How can any one 
serve me at present by themselves incurring dan- 
ger? Whatdo you mean?” 

“Do you like, for example, to go to that 
French Pension? Would you not like better 
some cther arrangement?” 

“Of course there are other, arrangements. I 
should like better, but I see no use in talking of 
them; they are not to be,” I answered. 

‘What other arrangements do you mean, my 
dear cheaile?” inquired madame, ‘‘ You mean, 
I suppess, you would like better to go to Lady 
Knollys,” 

“= uncle does not choose it at present; and, 
except with his nt, nothing can be done,” 

“He weel never consent, dear:cheaile.” 

“But he has consented—not immediately, in- 
deed, but in a short time, when his affairs are 
settled.” 

“Lanternes! They willnever be settle,” said 
madame. 

“At all events, for the present I am. to go to 
France. Milly seems very happy, and. L,dare 
say I shall like it, too. Iam very glad, to leave 
Bartram-Haugh, at all events.” 

** But your uncle weel bring you back there,”, 
said pandas, dryly. 

“Tt is doubtful whether he will ever return to 
Bartram, himself,” I said. 

“ Ah!” said madame, with a long-drawn nasal 
intonation, ‘“‘you theenk I hate you.. You are 
quaite wrong, my dear, Maud. I am,.on the 
contrary, very much interested for you—I am, 
Iassure you, dear cheaile.” eg fscay 

And. she laid her great BERG with joints mis- 
shapen by old chilblains, upon the of mine. 
Llooked ‘up in her face. She was not smiling, 
On the contrary, her, wide mouth was drawn 
down at the corners ruefully_as before, and she 
gazedon my face with ascowl from her abysmal 


eyes. 
“i used to think the flare of that irony which 
lighted her face so often immeasurably worse 
than, any other expression she could assume, 
but this lack-luster stare and dismal collapse of 
feature was more wicked still, 
“Sup Ishould bring you to Lady Knol- 
lys, and eve you in her charge, what would-a 
you do then for poor madame ?” said this dark 


specter. 

= was inwardly startled at these words. I 
looked into her unsearchable face, but could 
draw thence nothing but fear. Had she made 
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the same overture only two days since, I think 
I would have offered her half my fortune. But 
circumstances were altered. I was no longer in 
the panic of despair. The lesson I had received 
from Tom Brice was fresh in my mind, and my 

rofound distrust of her was uppermost. I saw 
ae me only a tempter and betrayer, and said, 
“Do you mean to imply, madame, that my 
guardian is not to be trusted, and that I ought 
to make my escape from him, and that you are 
really willing to aid me in doing so?” 

This, igen see, was turning the tables upon her. 
I looked her steadily in the face as I spoke. She 
returned my gaze with a strange stare and a 
gape, which haunted me long after; and itseem- 
ed, as we sat in utter silence, that each was rath- 
er horribly fascinated by the other’s gaze. 

At last she shut her mouth sternly, and eyed 
me with a more determined and meaning scowl, 
and then said, in a low tone, ‘‘I believe, Maud, 
that you are a cunning and wicked little thing.” 

“Wisdom is not cunning, madame; nor is it 
wicked to ask your meaning in explicit lan- 
guage,” I replied. 

‘* And so, you clever cheaile, wet wo sit here, 
playing at a game of chess, over this little table, 
to deci e which shall destroy the other—is it not 
so? 


“T will not allow you to destroy me,” I re- 
torted, with a sudden flash. : 

Madame stood up, and rubbed her mouth 
with her open hand. She looked to me like 
phe s evil being seen inadream, I was fright- 
ened. 

“You are going to hurt me!” I ejaculated, 
scarce knowing what I said. 

“Tf I were, you deserve it, You are very 
malicious, ma chere; or, it may be, only very 
stupid.” 

A knock came to the door, 

‘“‘ Come in,” I cried, with a glad sense of relief. 

A maid entered. 

‘A letter, please’m,” she said, handing it to 
me. ' 

‘For me,” snarled madame, snatching it. 

I had seen my uncle’s hand and the Feltram 
postmark. 

Madame broke the seal and read. It seemed 
but a word, for she turned it about after the 
first momentary glance, and examined the inte- 
rior of the envelope, and then returned to the 
line she had herp read. : . 

She folded the letter again, drawing her 
nails ina sharp pinch along the creases as she 
stared in a blank, hesitating way at me. 

“You stupid little ingrate, I am employ by 
Monsieur Rathyn, and of course I am faithful 
tomy employer, I do not want to talk to you. 
There, you may read that.” 

She jerked the letter before me on the table. 
It contained but these words: 

* BarTRAM-Havaau, 80th January, 1845, 

“My Dear Mapame:—Be so good as to take the 


half-past eight o’clock train to Dover to-night, Beds 
are prepared. he . 
“Yours very truly, Sms Rouriyy.” 


T cannot say what it was in this short.advice 
that struck me with fear. Was it the thick line 
beneath the word ‘‘ Dover” that was uncalled 
for, and gave mea faint but terrible sense of 
something preconcerted? 

ak said to madame, ‘‘ Why is ‘ Dover’ under- 


ed? 

“‘T do not know, little fool, no more than you. 
How can I tell what is passing in your oncle’s 
head when he make that-a mark?” 

“ Has it not a meaning, madame?” 

“ How can you talk like that?” she answered, 
more in her old way. ‘‘ You are either mock- 
ing ot me, or you are becoming truly a fool!” 

C) the bell, called for our bill, saw our 
hostess, while I made a few hasty preparations 
im my room. : 

“You need not look after the trunks—they 
will follow us all nigh Let us go, cheaile; we 
ay’ half an hour only to reach the train.” 

No one ever fussed like madame when occa- 
sion offered. There was.a cab at the door, into 
which she hurried me. I assumed that she 
would give all needful directions, and leaned 
back, very weary, and sleepy already, though it 
was so early, listening to her farewell screamed 
from the cab-step, and seeing her black cloak 
flitting and flapping this way and that, like the 
wings of a raven disturbed over its prey. 

In she got, away we drove through a glare 
of lamps, and shop-windows still open; gas 
ett iy and cabs, ’busses, and carriages 
still thundering through the streets. I was too 
tired and too depressed to look at those things. 
Madame, on the contrary, had her head out of 
the window till we reached the station. 

“Where are the rest of the boxes?” I asked. 
as madame ipleced me in charge of her box and 
my bag in the office of the terminus. 

‘ They will follow with Boots in another cab, 
and will come safe with usin this train. Min 
those two, we weel bring in the carriage with 


So into a carriage we got; in came madame’s 
box and my bag; madame stood at the- door, 
and, | think, frightened away intending passen- 
gers nme gr size and shrillness. 

At the bell rung her into her place, the 
door Phi to, the whistle sounded, and we 
were off. 


CHAPTER LXI. 
OUR BEDCHAMBER, 

I. wap passed a miserable night, and, indeed, 
for many nights had not had my due proportion 
of sleep, Still I sometimes fancy that I may 
have swallowed something in my tea that helped 
to make me so irresistibly drowsy. It wasa 
very dark night—no moon, and the stars soon 
hid by,the gathering clouds. Madame sat si- 
lent, and ruminating in her place, with her rugs 
about her; I in my corner, similarly enveloped. 
I tried to keep awake. Madame plainly thought 
I was asleep already, for she stole a leather flask 
from her pocket, and applied it to her lips, caus- 
ing an aroma of brandy. Butit was vain strug- 
gling against the influence that was stealin 
over me, and I was soon in a profound an 
dreamless slumber. 

Madame awoke me at last in a huge fuss. 
She had got out all our things and hurried them 
away to a close carriage which was awaiting us. 
It was still dark and starless. We got along 
the platform, I half asleep, the porter carrying 
our rugs, by the glare of a pair of gas jets in 
the wall, and out by a small door at the end. 

I remember that madame, contrary to her 
wont, gave the man some money. By the puz- 
zling light of the carriage lamps we got in and 
took our seats. 

“Go on,” screamed madame, and drew up the 
window with a great chuck, and we were in- 
closed in. darkness and silence, the most fayor- 
able conditions for thought. 

My sleep had not restored me as it might ; 
I felt feverish, fatigued, and still very drowsy, 
though unable to sleep as I had done, 

I dozed by fits and starts, and lay awake, or 
half awake sometimes, not thinking, but in a 
way imagining what kind of a place Dover 
could be, but too tired and listless to ask madame 
any questions, and merely seeing the hedges, 
gra in the lamplight, glide backward into 
arkness as I Jeaned back. 

We turned off the main road at right angles, 
and drew up. 

‘Get down and poosh it; if is open,” screamed 
madame Fron the gener ite . 

gate, I suppose, was thus passed, for when 
we resumed oar brisk trot madame bawled 
across the carriage, ‘‘ We are now in the ’otel 
grounds,” 

And so all again was darkness and silence, 
and I fell into another doze, from which, on 
waking, T found that we had come to a stand- 
still, and madame was standing on the low step 
of an open door, paying the iver She her- 
self pulled her box and the bag in. I was too 
tired to care what had become of the rest of our 
luggage. 

descended, glancing to, the right and left 
but there was nothing visible but a aren ° 
light from the lamps on a paved ground and on 
the wall. 

We stepped into the hall or vestibule, and ma- 
dame shut the door, and I thought I heard the 
key turn init. We were in total darkness. 

‘Where are the lights, madame—where are 
ee people?’ I asked, more awake than I had 

n 


meey: three o’clock; cheaile, bote there is 
always light here.” 

She was groping at the side, and in a moment 
more lighted a lucifer match, and so a bedroom 
candle. 

We were in a flagged lobby, under an arch- 
way at the right, and at the left of which opened 
long flagged passages, lost in darkness; a wind- 
ing stair, barely wide enough to admit madame, 
dragging her box, led upward under a doorway, 
in a corner at the right. 

‘*Come, dear cheaile, take-a your bag; don’t 
mind the rugs, they are safe enough.” 

“ But where are we to go? There is no one,” 
I said, looking round in wonder, It certainly 
was a strange reception at a hotel. , 

“Never mind, my dear cheaile, They know 
me here, and I have always thesameroom ready 
when I write for it. Follow me quaitely.” 


So she mounted, carrying the candle. The. 


stair was steep and the march long. We halt- 
ed at the second landing, and entered a gaunt, 
grimy passage; All the way up we had not 
eard a single sound of life, nor seen a human 
bein nor so much as a. gaslight. 
‘Voila! here *tis, my dear old room, | Enter, 
dearest Mand.” 


t covered a 
patch of floor at the bedside. @ room was 
grim and large, and had a cold, vault-like atmos- 
phere, as if long uninhabited; but there were 
cinders in the grate and under it. The imper- 
fect light of our mutton-fat candle made all this 
look still more comfortless. 

Madame Mga the candle on the chimney- 
piece, locked the door, and put the key in her 


pocket. 
“T always do so in ’otel,” said she, with a 


wink at me. 
And then, with a long “ha!” e 


ressive of fa- 
tigue and relief, she threw ‘ 


into a chair. 


‘*So ’ere we are at last!” said she; ‘‘ I’m glad. 

There’s your bed, Maud. Mine is in the dress- 
ing-room.” 
’ She took the candle, and I went in with her. 
A shabby press-bed, a chair and table, were all 
its furniture; it was rather a closet than a dress- 
ing-room, and had no door except that through 
which we had entered. So we returned, and, 
very tired, wondering, I sat down on the side of 
my bed, and yawned. 

*‘ L hope they will call us in time for the pack- 
et,” I said. . 

“Oh, yes; they never fail,” she, answered, 
looking steadfastly on her box, which she was 
diligently uncording. 

ninviting as was my bed, I was longing to 
lie down in it; and having made those ablutions 
which our Journey, rendered necessary, I at 
length lay down, having first religiously stuck 
my talismanic pin, with the head of sealing- 
wax, into the bolster. 

Nothing escaped the restless eye of madame. 

“What is that, dear cheaile?’ she inquircd, 
drawing near and scrutinizing the head of the 
gipsy charm, which showed like a little lady-bird 
newly lighted on the sheet. 

‘“‘Nothing—a charm—a folly, Pray,madame, 
allow me to go to sleep.” 

So, with another look and a little twiddle be- 
tween her finger and thumb, she seemed satis- 
fied; but, BRhAppHy for me, she did not sccm 
at all sleepy. e busied herself in unpacking 
and displaying over the back of the chair a whole 
series of London purchases — silk dresses, a 
shawl, a sort of lace demi-coiffure, then in 
vogue, and a variety of other articles. 

The vainest and most slammakin of women— 
the merest slut.at home, a milliner’s lay-figure 
out of doors. She had one square foot of look- 
ing-glass upon, the chimney-piece, and therein 
tried effects, and con inne up grotesque simpers 
upon her sinister and weary face, * 

I knew that the sure way to prolong this wor- 
ry was to express my uneasiness under it; so I 
bore it as quietly as I could, and at last fell fast 
asleep, with the gaunt image of madame, witha 
festoon of gray silk, with a cerise stripe, pinched 
up in her finger and thumb, and smiling over 
her shoulder across it into the little shaving- 
glass that stood on the chimney. 

I anpke suddenly in the morning, and sat up 
in my bed, having for a moment forgotten 
about our traveling. A moment more, how- 
ever, brought all back again. 

“Are we in time, madame?” 

“Hor the packet?” she inquired, with one of 
her charming smiles, and cutting a caper on the 
floor. ‘Lo be sure; you don’t suppose they 
woud forget. We have two hours yet to wait.” 

“Can we see the sea from the window?” 


“They will bring some.” \ 

‘* Please faananie, ing the bell.” 

She pulled it with alacrity. I afterward 
legge “3 5 id it sae not ring. 

3 at has become of my in?’ T de- 
manded, with an unaccounta S onkiis of the 


‘‘ Oh! the little pin with the red top? maybe 
it a fall on the ground; we weel find when you 
get up. ‘ 

I suspected that she had taken it merely to 

iteme. It would have been quite the thing 
she would have liked. I cannot describe to you 
how the loss of this little “charm” depressed 
and excited me. I searched the bed; I turned 
over all the bedclothes; I searched in and out- 
side; at last I gave it up. 

‘How odious!” I cried; “somebody has. sto- 
len it merely to vex me.” And, like a fool as I 
was, I threw myself cn my face on the bed and 
ee) partly in anger, partly in dismay. 

tera tinie, however, this blew over. Ihad 
a hope of recovering it. If madame had stolen 
it, it would turn up yet; but, in the mean time, 
its disappearance troubled me like an omen. 

“Tamafraid, my dear cheaile, you are not 
Veny well, It. is really very odd “you should 

ke such a fuss about a pin! Nobody would 
believe! Do you not theenk it would’ be good 
plan to take-a your breakfast in your bed? 
She continued to urge this point for some 
time, At last, however, having by this time 
quite recovered my self- bakes and resolved 
to preserve ostensibly fair terms with madame, 
who could contribute so essentially to make me 
wretched during the rest of our journey, and 
possibly to prejudice me_yery seriously on my 
arrival, I said quiet , “Well, madame, I know 


it is very silly; but had kept thet foolish little 
piano one ae carefully that 1 had grovn 
quite fond of it; but I suppose it is lost, and I 
must content myself, though I cannot laugh as 
you do; sol get up now, and dress.” 

“} think you will do well to get all the re- 
pose you can,” answered madame; “but as you 


=F 


please,” she added, observing that I was getting 
u 


p. 

“*So soon asI had got some of my things on, 
Isaid, “is there a pretty view from the win- 
dow?” ° 

“No,” said madame. 

I looked out and saw a dreary quadrangle of 
cut stone, in one side of which my window was 
placed. As I looked, adream rose up before me. 

“This hotel,” I said, in a puzzled way—‘‘ is 
it a hotel? Why, this is just like—it is the in- 
ner court of Bartram-Haugh!” 

Madame clapped her large hands together, 
made a fantastic chasse on the floor, burst into 
a great nasal laugh like the scream of a parrot, 
and then said, ‘“ Well, dearest Maud, is not 
clever trick?’ 

I was so utterly confounded that I could only 
stare about me in stupid silence, a spectacle 
which renewed madame’s peals of laughter. 

“Weare at. Bartram-Haugh!” I repeated, in 
utter consternation. ‘‘How was this done?” 

I had no reply but shrieks of laughter, and 
sed OF those purgis dances in which she ex- 
celled. 

“Tt isa mistake—is it? What is it?” 

** Alla mistake, of course. Bartram-Haugh, 
it is so like Dover, as all philosophers know,’ 

Isat down in total silence, looking out into 
the deep and dark inclosure, and trying to com- 
ape the reality and the meaning of all 
this. 

“Well, madame, I suppose you will be able 
to satisfy my uncle of your fidelity and intelli- 

ence. But to me it seems that his money has 

n ill spent, and his directions anything but 
well observed.” 

* Ahha! Never mind; [ think he will for- 
give me,” laughed madame. 

Her tone frightened me. I began to think, 
with a vague but overpowering sense of danger, 
that she had acted under the Machiavelian di- 
rections of her superior. 

“You have brought me back, then, by my 
uncle’s orders?” 

“Did I say so?” * 

‘No; but what you have said can have no 
other meaning, though I can’t believe it. And 
why have I been brought here? What is the ob- 
ject of all this duplicity and trick? Iwill know. 

t is not possible that my uncle, a gentleman 

and a kinsman, can be privy to so disreputable 
“& maneuver.” 

“First, you will eat 
Maud; next you can tell your story to your 
uncle, Monsieur Ruthyn; and then you shall 
hear what he thinks of my so terrible miscon- 
duct. What nonsense, cheaile! Can you not 
think how many things may ’appen to change-a 
your uncle’s plans? Is he not in danger to be 
arrested? Bah! You are cheaile still; you can 
not have intelligence more than acheaile. Dress 
yourself, and I will order breakfast.” : 

I could not comprehend the strategy which 
had been practiced on me. Why had I been 
so shamelessly deceived? If it were decided 
that I should remain here, for what imaginable 
reason had I been sent so far on my journey to 
France? Why had I been conveyed back with 
such mystery? Why was I removed to this un- 
comfortable and desolate room, on the same 
floor with the apartment in which Charke had 
met his death, and with no window command- 
ing the front of the house, and no view but the 
deep and weed-choked court, that looked like a 
deserted churchyard in acity? 

sy suppose I may go to my own room?” I 
said, 

‘‘ Not to-day, my dear cheaile, for it was all 
disarrange when we go’way; ‘twill be ready 
again in two three days.” 

‘“ Where is Mary Quince?’ T asked. ” 

“Mary Quince? she has follow us to France!” 
said madame, making what they call in Ireland 
a bull. 

“They are not sure where they will go or 
what will do for day or two more. I will go 
and get breakfast, Adieu fora moment.” _ 

Madame was out of the door as she said this, 
and I thought I heard the key turn in the lock. 


CHAPTER DXII. 
A WELL-KNOWN FACE LOOKS IN. 

You who have never experienced it can have 
no idea how angry and frightened you become 
under the sinister insult of being locked into a 
room, as on trying the door I found Iwas. | 

The key was in the lock; I could see it 
through the hole. I called after madame; I 
shook at the solid oak door, beat upon it with 
my hands, kicked it, but all tono purpose. —— 

t rushed into the next room, forgetting, if in- 
deed I-had observed it, that there was no door 
from it upon the . I turned round in an 
angry and dismayed perplexity, and, like pris- 
oners in romances, ¢xamined the windows. 

I was shocked and affrighted on discovering 
in reality what they occasionally find—a series 
of iron bars crossing the window! They were 
firmly secured in the oak wood-work of the win- 
dow-frame, and each window was, besides, so 
compactly screwed down that it could not 
open. This bedroom was conve: 
son. A momentary hope flashed on me—per- 

_ haps all the windows were secured alike? But 
it was no such thing: these jail-like precautions 
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rted into a pri-" 
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were confined to the windows to which I had 
access. 


. For a few minutes I felt quite distracted; but | 
I bethought me that I must now, if ever, con- | 


trol my terrors, and exert whatever faculties I 
possessed, 

I stood upon a chair and examined the’ oak- 
work. I thought I detected marks of new chis- 
eling here and there. 


were freshly-smeared over with some colored 
stuff by way of disguise. 

While I was making these observations I 
heard the key stealthily stirred. I suspect that 
madame wished to surprise me. Her approach- 
ing step, indeed, was seldom audible. 
the soft tread of the feline tribe. 

I was standing in the center of the room con- 
fronting her when she entered. 

“Why did you lock the door, madame?” I de- 
manded. 

She slipped in suddenly, with an insidious 
smirk, and locked the door hastily. . 

‘* Hish!” whispered madame, raising her broad 
palm, and then screwing in her cheeks, she 
made an ogle over her shoulder in the direction 
of the passage. J 

‘“Hish! be quaite, cheaile, weel you, and I 
weel tale you everything presently.” 

She paused, with her ear laid to the door. 

“Now I can speak, ma chere; I weel tale-a 
you there is bailiff in the house, two, three, 
four soche impertinent fellows! The 
other as bad as themselve to make a leest of the 


furniture; we most keep them out of these | 


rooms, dear Maud.” 

“You left the key in the door on the outside,” 
I retorted; “that was not to keep them out, but 
me in, madame.” 

“ Deed T leave-a the key in the door?” ejacu- 
lated madame, with both hands raised, and such 
a genuine look of consternation as for a moment 
shook me. 

It was the nature of this woman’s deceptions 
that they often puzzled, though they seldom con- 
vinced me. 

“T re-ally think, Maud, all those so frequent 
changes and excit-e-ments they weel overturn 
my poor head.” 

‘And the windows are secured with iron 
bars—what are they for?’ I whispered, sternly, 
pointing with my finger at these grim securi- 
ties. 


“That is for more-a than forty years, when 
Sir Phileep Aylmer was to reside here, and had 
this room for his children’s nursery, and was 
afraid they should fall out.” 

‘But if you look you will find these bars have 
been put 
marks are quite new.” 

“ Rendeed!” ejaculated madame, with pro- 
longed emphasis, in precisely the same conster- 
nation. ‘Why, my dear, they told-a me down- 
stair what I have tell-a you, when I ask the rea- 
son! Let-a me see.” 

And madame mounted on a chair, and made 
her scrutiny with much curiosity, but could not 
agree with me as to the very recent date of the 
carpentry. 

ere is nothing, I think, so exasperating as 
that sort of falsehood which ‘affects not to see 
what is quite palpable. 

“To you mean to say, madame, that you 
really think that those chiselings and screws are 
forty years old?” 

“ How can I tell, cheaile? What does signify 
whether it is forty or only fourteen years? 
Bah! we ’av’ other theeng to theenk about. 
Those villain men! I am glad to see and 
bolt, and lock and key, at least to our room, to 
keep soche faylows out!” 

At that moment a knock came to the door, 
and .madame’s nasal “in moment” answered 
promptly, and she opened the door, stealthily 
popping out her head. 

“Oh, that is all right; go you long; no ting 
more; go way.” 

‘*Who’s there?” I cried. 

“‘Hold-a your tongue,” said madame, imperi- 
ously, to the visitor, whose voice I fancied I 
recognized; ‘‘ go way.” 

Out slip madame again, locking the door, 
but this time she returned immediately, bear- 
ing a tray with breakfast. 

think she fancied that I would perhaps at- 
tempt to break away and escape; but I had no 
such thought at that moment, She hastily set 
down the tray on the floor at the threshold, lock- 
ing the door as before. 

b'y share of breakfast was a little 
madame’s digestion was seldom disturbed by 
her sympathies, and she ate voraciously. Dur- 
ing this process there was a silence unusual in 
her company; but when her meal was ended, she 
proposed a reconnoissance, professing much un- 


certainty as to whether my uncle had been ar- | 


rested or not. 

‘““ And in case the poor old gentleman be poot 
in what you call stone jugs where are we to go, 
my dear Maud—to Knowl orto Elverston? You 
most direct.” 

And so she disappeared, turning the key in 
the door as before. It was an old custom of 
hers, locking herself in her room, and leaving 
the key in the lock, and the habit prevailed, for 
she left it there again, 


The screws, too, looked } 
new, and they and the scars on the wood-work | 


She had | 


have an- | 


ere very recently; the screws and | 


tea; but. | 


With a heavy heart I:completed my simple 
toilet, wondering all the while “how much of 
madame’s story might be false, and how much, 
if any, true. Then I looked out upon the dingy 
court-yard below, in its deep, damp shadow, 
and thought, “How could an assassin have 
sealed that hight in safety, and entered so noise- 
lessly as not to awaken the slumbering game- 
ster?’ Then there were the iron bars across my 
window. What a fool had I been to object to 
that security! 

I was laboring hard to reassure myself, and 
keep all ghastly suspicions at arm’s length. 
But I wished that my room had been to the 
aoe of the house, with some view less. dis- 
mal. 

Lost in these ruminations of fear, as I stood 
at the window I was startled by the’sound of a 
sharp tread on the lobby, and by the key turn- 
ing in the lock of my door. 

In a panic I sprung back'into the’ corner, and 
stood with my eyes fixed upon the door. It 
ath a@ little, and the black head of Meg 

awkes was introduced. 

“Oh, Meg!” I cried; “‘ thank God!” 

“T guessed ’twas you, Miss Maud. 
feared, miss.” 

The miller’s daughter was pale, and her eyes, 
I thought, were red and swollen. 

“Oh, Meg! for God’s sake, what is it all?” 

**T dar’n’t come in. The old ’un’s gonedown, 
and locked the cross-door, and left me to watch. 
They think I care nou’t about ye no more nor 
themselves. I donna know all, but summ/’at 
more nor her. They tell her nou’t, she’s so gi’n 
to drink; they say she’s not safe, an’ awful 

uarrelsome. I hear a deal when fayther and 

aster Dudley be a-talkin’ in the mill. They 
think, comin’ in an’ out, I don’t mind; but I put 
one thing an’ t’other together. And don't ye 
eat nor drink nou’t here, miss; hide away this; 
it’s black enough, but wholesome anyhow!” and 
she slipped a piece of a coarse loaf from under 
her apron. ‘ Hide it, mind. Drink nou’t but 
the water in the jug there—it’s clean spring.” 

“Oh, Meg! oh, Meg! I know what you mean,” 
said I, faintly. 

‘Ay, miss, ’m feared they'll try it; they'll 
try to make away wi’ ye somehow. I’m goin’ 
to your friends arter dark: I dar’n’t try it no 
sooner. Ill git awa’ to Ellerston, to your lady 
cousin, and I'll bring ’em back wi me in a rin; 
so keep a®good hairt, lass. Meg Hawkes will 
stan’ toye. Ye were better to me than fayther 
and mother, and a’,” and she clasped me round 
the waist, and buried her head in my dress; 
‘an’ Dll gi’e my life for ye, darlirfg, and if they 
hurt ye Tl kill myself.” She recovered her 
sterner mood Nene “Not a word, lass,” she 
said; in her old tone. ‘Don’t ye by a git 
away—they’ll kill ye—ye can’t do’t. ve a’ 
tome. It won’t be, whatever it is, till two or 
three o’clock in the morning. Tl ha’e them a’ 
here long afore, so keep a brave heart, there’s a 
darling.’ 

IT suppose she heard, or fancied she heard, a 
step approaching, for she said ‘‘ Hish!” 

er pale, wild face vanished, the door shut 
uickly and softly, and the key turned again in 
the lock. 

Meg, in her rude way, had spoken’ softly—al- 
most under her breath; but no —— shriek- 
ed by the Pythoness ever thundered so madly in 
the ears of the hearer. I dare say that Meg fan- 
cied I was marvelously littlemoved by her words. 
I felt my gaze grow intense, and my flesh and 
bones literall freeze. She did not know that 
every word she spoke seemed to burst like a 
blaze in my brain. She had delivered her fright- 
ful warning, and told her story coarsely and blunt- 
ly, which, in effect, means distinctly and concise- 
ly; and, I dare say, the annuuncement so made, 
like a quick, bold incision in surgery, was more 
tolerable’ than the slow, imperfect mangling, 
which falters, and recedes, and equivocates wit 
torture. Madame was long away. ‘Isat down 
at the window, and tried to appreciate my dread- 
ful situation. I was stupid; the imagery was 
all frightful; but I beheld it as we sometimes 
see horrors—heads cut off and houses burnt—in 
a dream—and without the corresponding emo- 
tions. Tt did not seem as if all this were really 
happening to me. I remember sitting at the 
window, and looking and blinking at the oppo- 
site side of the buil ing like a person unable, 
but striving té see an object distinctly, and ey- 
ery minute pressing my hand to the side of my 
head and saying, ‘Oh, it won’t be—it won’t be 
—oh, no, never! it could not be;” and ‘in’ this 
stunned state madame found me om her return. 

But the valley of the shadow of death has its 
varieties of dread, The “ horror of great dark- 
néss” is disturbed by voices and illumed by sights. 
There are periods of incapacity and eg fol- 
lowed by paroxysms of active terror. us in 
my journey during those long hours I found it 
—agonies subsiding into lethargies, and these 
breaking again into frenzy. I sometimes won- 
der how I carried my reason safely through the 


ordeal. 

Madame locked the door, and amused. herself 
with her own business, without minaing me, 
humming little nasal snatches of French airs as 
she smirked on her silken purchases displayed in — 
the daylight. Suddenly itstruck me that it was 
very dark, considering how early it was. 1 look- 
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ed at my watch. It seemed to me a great effort 
of concentration to understand it. Four o’clock, 
it said. Four o’clock! It would be dark at five 
—night in one hour! ; 

‘Madame, what o’clock is it? Is it evening?” 
I cried, with my hand to my forehead, like a 
person puzzled. 

“Two, three minutes past four. It had five 
minutes to four when I came up-stairs,” answer- 
ed she, without interrupting her examination of 
a piece of darned lace, which she was holding 
close to her eyes at the window. 

“Oh, madame! madame! I’m frightened,” 
cried I, with a wild and piteous voice, grasping 


her arm, and looking up, as shipwrecked people | 


may their last to heaven, into her inexorable 
eyes. Madame looked frightened too, I thought, 
as she stared into my face. At last she said, rath- 
er angrily, and shaking her arm loose, ‘*‘ What 
you mean, cheaile?” 

‘Oh, save me, madame! oh, save me! oh, 
save me, madame!” I pleaded, with the wild mo- 
notony of perfect terror, grasping and clinging 
to her dress, and looking up, with an agonize 
face, into the eyes of that shadowy Atropos. 

“Save-a you indeed! Save! What niaiserie!” 

‘Oh, madame! oh, dear madame! for God’s 
sake, only get me away—get me from this, and 
Pll do everything you ask me all my life—J will 
—indeed, madame, I will! Oh, save me! save 
me! save me!” P 

I was clinging to madame as to my guardian 
angel in my agony. : y 

“And who told you, cheaile, you are in any 
danger?’ demanded madame, jooking down on 
me with a black and a witch-like stare. 

“T am madame—I am—in great danger! 
Oh, madame, think of me—take pity onme! I 
have none to help me—there is no one but God 
and you!” t 

Madame all this time viewed me with the same 
dismal stare, like a sorceress reading futurity in 
my face. 

‘Well, maybe you are—how can I tell? May- 
be your uncle is mad—maybe youare mad. You 
have been my enemy always—why should I 
care?” 

Again I burst into wild entreaty, and, clasp- 
ing her fast, poured forth my supplications with 
the bitterness of death. 

“T have no confidence in you, little Maud: 

‘ou are little rogue—petite traitresse! Reflect, 
if you can, how you ’av’ always treat madame. 
You ’av’ attempt to ruin me—you conspire with 
the bad domestics at Knowl to destroy me; and 
‘you expect me here to take-a your part! You 
would never leesten to me—you ’ad no mercy 
for me—you join to hunt me away from your 
house like wolf. Well, what do you expect to 
find me now? Bahl” 

This terrific ‘‘ bah,” with a long, nasal yell of 
scorn, rung in my ears like a clap of thunder. 

“T say you are mad, petite insolente, to sup- 
i, I should care for you more than the poor 

are it will care for the hound—more than the 


r bird who has escape will love the oiseleur. 
Tao not care. I ought not care. It is your 
turn to suffer Lie down on your bed there, 


and suffer quaitaly.” 
CHAPTER LXIII. 


SPICED CLARET, 


I pip not lie down, but I despaired. I walked 
round and round the room, wringing my hands 
in utter distraction. I threw myself at the bed- 
side on my knees. [ could not Prey. I could 
only shiver and moan, with hands ¢ ed, and 
eyes of horror turned up to heaven. I ti ma- 
dame was, in her malignant way, perplexed. 
That some evil was intended me I am sure she 
was persuaded; but I dare say Meg Hawkes had 
said rightly in telling me that she was not fully 
in their secrets. 

The first paroxysm of despair subsided into 
another state. lat once my mind was filled 
with the idea of Meg Hawkes, her enterprise, 
and my chances of ey There is one point 
at which the road to Elverston makes a short 
ascent; there is a sudden curve there; two 

reat ash-trees, with a roadside stile between, 
at the right side, covered with ivy. Driving 
back and forward, I did not recollect having 

rticularly remarked this point in the highway ; 
But now it was before me, in the thin light of 
the thinnest segment of moon, and the figure 
of Meg Hawkes, her back toward me, always 
ascending slowly toward Elverston. It was con- 
stantly the same picture, the same motion with- 
out progress, the same dreadful suspense and 
impatience. x ; 
was now sitting on the side of the bed, look- 
ing wistfully across the room. When I did not 
see Meg Hawkes I beheld madame darkly eying 
one, then another point cf the chamber, evi- 
dently puzzling over some problem, and in one 
of her most savage moods—sometimes mutter- 
ing to herself, sometimes protruding, and some- 
times screwing up her great mouth. 


She went into her own room, where she re- 
mained, I think, nearly ten minutes, and on her 
return there was'that in the flash of her eyes, 
the glow of her face, and the peculiar f ‘ance 
that surrounded her, that showed she been 

king of her favorite restorative, 

T had not moved since she left my room, 


She paused about the middle of the floor, and 
looked at me with what I can only describe as 
her wild-beast stare. 

‘*Youare a very secrete family, you Ruthyns, 

ou are so coning; I hate the coning people. 

y my faith I weel see Mr. Silas Ruthyn, and 
ask what he mean. I heard him tell old Wyat 
that Mr. Dudley was gone away to-night. He 
shall tell me everything, or else [ will make 
echec et) mat aussi vrai que je vis.” 

Madame’s words had hardly ceased when I 
was again watching Meg Hawkes on the steep 
road, mounting, but never reaching, the top of 
the acclivity on the way to Elverston, and men- 
tally praying that she might be brought safely 
there. Vain prayer of an agonized heart. Meg’s 
journey was already frustrated; she was not to 
reach Elverston in time. 

Madame revisited her apartment, and re- 
turned, not, I think, improved in temper. She 
walked about the room, hustling the scanty fur- 
niture hither and thither as she encountered it. 
She kicked her empty box out of her way with 
a horrid crash and a curse in French. She 
strode and swaggered round the room mutter- 
ing all the way, and turning the corners of her 
course with a furious whisk. At last, out of the 
door she went. TI think she fancied she had not 
been sufficiently taken into confidence as to 
See was intended for me. 4 

t was now growing late, and yet no eee 


I was seized, | remember, with a icy 
shivering. 
I was listening for signals of deliverance. At 


every distant sound, half stifled with a palpita- 
tion, these sounds piercing my ear with a horri- 
ble and exaggerated distinctness—‘‘ Oh, Meg! 
—Oh, Cousin Monica!—oh, come!—oh, Heaven, 
have merey!—Lord, have mercy!”—I thought 
Theard a roaring and jangle of voices. Per- 
haps it came from Uncle Silas’ room. It might 
—merciful heaven!—be the arrival of friends. 
I started to my feet. I listened, quivering 
with attention. Was it in my brain? was it 


real? I was at the door, and it seemed. to open 
of itself. Madame had forgot to lock it. She 
was losing her head a little by this time. The 


key stood in the gallery door beyond. It, too, 
was open. I fled wildly. There was a subsid- 
ing sound of voices in my uncle’s room. I was, 
I know not how, on the lobby at the great stair- 
head outside my uncle’s apartment. My hand 
was on the banisters, my foot on the first step, 
when below: mé and against the faint light 
that glimmered through the great window on 
the landing I saw a bulky human form ascend- 
ing, and, at that instant, fancied, with a thrill 
of conviction, Lady Knollys’ voice in Uncle Si- 
las’ room! 

I don’t know how I entered the room; I was 
there like a ghost. Iwas frightened at my own 
state 


Lady Knollys was not there—no one but ma- 
dame and my rdian. 

I can never forget the look that Uncle Silas 
fixed on me as he cowered, seemingly as ap- 
palled as I. 

I think I must have looked like a phantom 
newly risen from the grave. 

“What's that? where do you come from?” 
whispered he. 

“Death! death!” was my whispered answer, 
as I froze with terror where I stood. 

‘*What does she mean? What does all this 
mean?” said Uncle Silas, recovering wonderful- 
ly, and turning with a withering sneer on ma- 

ame. ‘Do you think it right to eth my 
plain directions, and let her run about the house 
at this hour?’ 

“Death! death! Oh, eee ei God for you 
and me!” I whispered, in the same dreadful 
tones. 

My uncle stared strangely at me again; and 
after several horrible seconds, in which he seem- 
ed to have recovered himself, he said, sternly and 
coolly, ‘‘ You give too much place to your imag- 
ination, niece. Your spirits are in an odd state; 
you ought to have advice.” 

“Oh, uncle, pity me! Oh, uncle, you are 

‘ood! yow’re kind—you’re kind when you think. 

ou could not—you could not—could not. Oh 
think of your brother that was always so good 
to you! He sees me here. He sees us both. 
Oh, save me, uncle—save me, and [ll give up 
everything to you. [ll pray to God to bless 

ou—lll never forget your oodnées and mercy. 
ut don’t keep me in doubt. If I’m to go, oh, 
for God’s sake, shoot me now!” 

“You were always odd, niece; I begin to fear 

ou are insane,” he replied, in the same stern, 
icy tone. 

“‘Oh, uncle—oh! am I? Am I mad?” 

“T hope not; but you'll conduct yourself like 
a sane person if you wish to enjoy the privileges 
of one. Sat 

Then, with his finger pointing at me, he turn- 
ed to madame, and said, in a tone of wk er 
ferocity, ‘‘ What’s the meaning of this? hy is 
she here?’ , 

Madame was gabbling volubly, but to me it 
was only a shrilly noise. My whole soul was 
concentrated in my uncle, the arbiter of my life 
before whom I stood in the wildest agony of 
2 reer 

at night was dreadful. The people I saw 
dizzily, made of smoke or shining vapor, smil- 


ing or frowning, I could have passed my hand 
through them. They were evil spirits. 

‘“‘There’s no ill intended you; by ——, there’s 
none,” said my uncle, for the first time violent- 
ly agitated. ‘ Madame told you why we've 
changed your room. You told her about the 
bailiffs, did you not?” with a stamp of fury he 
demanded of madame, whose nasal roullades of 
talk were running on like an accompaniment all 
the time. She had told me indeed, only a few 
hours since, and now it sounded to me like the 
echo of something heard a month ago or more. 

“You can’t go about the house, d—n it, with 
bailiffs in occupation. There, now—there’s the 
whole thing. Get to Your room, Maud, and don’t 
vex me. There’s a good girl,” 

He was trying to smile as he spoke these last 
words, and, with quavering soft tones, to quiet 
me; but the old scowl was there; the smile was 
corpselike and contorted, and the softness of his 
tones was more dreadful than another man’s 
ferocity. 

“There, madame, she'll go quite gently, and 
you can call if you want help. Don’t let it hap- 
pen again.” 

“Come, Maud,” said madame, encircling, but 
not hurting my arm with her gripe, ‘let us go, 
my friend.” 

did go, you will wonder, as well you may— 
as you may wonder at the docility with which 
strong men walk through the press room to the 
drop, and thank the people of the prison for 
their civility when they bid them good-by, and 
facilitate the fixing of the rope seed adineling of 
the cap. Have you never wondered that they 
don’t make a last battle for life with the un- 
scrupulous energy of terror, instead of surren- 
dering it so gently in cold blood, on a silent cal- 
culation, the arithmetic of despair? 

I went up-stairs with madame like a somnam- 
bulist. I rather es my step as I drew 
near my room. went in and stood, a phan- 
tom, at the window, looking into the dark quad- 
rangle. A thin glimmering crescent hung in 
the frosty sky, and all heaven was strewn with 
stars. ver the steep roof on the other side 
spread on the.dark azure of the night this glori- 
ous blazonry. of the unfathomable Creator—to 
mea dreadful scroll—inexorable eyes—the cloud 
of cruel witnesses looking down in freezing 
brightness on my prayers and agonies. 

I turned about and sat down, leaning my head 
upon my arms. Then suddenly I sat up, as for 
the first time the picture of Uncle Silas’ littered 
room, and the traveling-bags and black boxes 
piled on the floor by his table; the desk, hat- 
case, umbrella, coats, rugs, and mufflers, all 
ready for a journey, reached my brain and sug- 
gested thought. The mise en scene had remain- 
ed in every detail fixed upon my retina; and 
how I wondered, ‘‘ When is he going—how 
soon? Is he going to carry me away and place 


me in a mad-house?” 


““Am I—am I mad?’ I began to think. ‘‘Is 
this a dream, or is it real?” 
Iremembered how a thin, polite gentleman 


with a tall grizzled head and a black velvet 
waistcoat, came into the carriage on our jour- 
ney, and said a few words to me; how ma C) 
whispered him something, and he murmured 
“Oh!” very gently, with raised eyebrows and a 
lance at me, and thenceforward spoke no more 
me, only to madame, and at the next station 
carried his hat and other traveling chattels into 
erry carriage. Had she told him I was 


These horrid bars—madame always with me 
—the direful hints that dropped from my uncle 
—my own terrific sensations—all these eviden- 
ces revolved in my brain, and presented them- 
selves in turn like writings on a wheel of fire. 

There came a knock to the door. 

Oh, Meg! Was it she? No; old Wyat whis- 
pered madame something about her room. 

So madame re-entered with a little silver tray 
and flagon in her hands, and a glass. Nothing 
came from Uncle Silas in ungentlemanlike fash~ 
ion. : 

“Drink, Maud,” said madame, raising’ the 
cover, and evidently enjoying the fragrant 
steam. 


Icould not. I might have done so had I been 
able to swallow any thing, for I was too dis- 
tracted to think of Meg’s wax 

Madame suddenly recollected her mistake of 
that evening, and tried the door; but it was duly 
locked. She took the key from her pocket and 
placed it in her breast. , 

“You weel ’av’ these rooms to yourself, ma 
chere. I shall sleep down-stairs to-night.” 


some?’ 
“T could not,” I repeated. And madame 
a helped herself. 4 
“Vary polite, certally, to madame was it to 
send nothing at all for hair” (so she pronounced 
‘“‘her”); “bote is all same thing.” id so she 
ran on in her ti vein, which was lor 1 


and sarcastic, with a fierce laugh now and 
then. z 
“Afterward I heard that they were afraid of 


madame, who was given to Cross-purposes, ancl _ 


violent in her cups. She had been noisy and 


uarrelsome down-stairs. She was under the 
delusion that I was to be conveyed away that 
night to a remote and safe place, and she was to 
be handsomely compensated for services and ey- 
idence to be afterward given. She was not tobe 
trusted, however, with the truth. That was to 
be known but to three persons on earth. 

I never knew, but I believe that the spiced 
claret which madame drank was drugged, She 
was a person who could, I have been told, drink 
a great deal without exhibiting any change from 
it but an inflamed color and furious temper. I 
can only state for certain what I saw, and that 
was, that shortly after she had finished the cla- 
ret, she lay down upon®*my bed, and, I now 
know, fell asleep. I then thought she was Seign- 
ing sleep only, and that she was really watching 
me, 

About an hour after this I suddenly heard a 
little clink in the yard beneath. I peeped out, 
but saw nothing. The sound was repeated, 
however, sometimes more frequently, sometimes 
at long intervals. At last, in the deep shadow 
next the further wall I thought I could discover 
a figure sometimes erect, sometimes stooping 
and bowing toward the earth. I could see this 
figure only in the rudest outline mingling with 
the dark. 

Like a thunderbolt it smote my brain, ‘‘ They 
are making my grave.” t ’ 

After the first dreadful stun I grew quite wild, 
and ran up and down the room wrngine my 
handsand gasping prayers to heaven. Then a 
calm stole over me—such a dreadful calm as I 
could fancy glide over one who floated in a boat 
under the shadow of the ‘ Traitors’ Gate,” leay- 


“ing life, and hope, and: trouble behind. 


hortly after there came a very low tapat mty 
door; then another, like a tiny post-knock. 
could never understand why it was I made no 
answer. . Had I done so, and thus shown that I 
was awake, it might have sealed my fate. I was 
standing in the middle of the floor staring at 
the door, which I expected to see open and ad- 
mit I knew not what troop of specters. 


CHAPTER LXIV. 
THE HOUR OF DEATH. 

Ir was a very still night. and frosty. My can- 
die had long burnt out. There was still a faint 
moonlight, which fell in a square of yellow on 
the floor near the window, leaving the rest of 
the room in what, to an eye less accustomed 
than mine had become to that faint light, would 
have been total darkness. Now, I am sure, I 
heard a soft whispering outside my door. - 
knew that I was ina state of siege. The crisis 
was come, and strange to say I felt myself grow 
all at once resolute and self- ed. It was 


not a subsidence, however, of the dreadful ex- |, 


citement, but a sudden screwing ups my nerves 
toa pitch such as 1 can not describe. _ 

I suppose the people outside moved with great 
caution; and the perfect solidity of the floor, 
which had not any wherea creaking board init. 
favored their noiseless movements. It was well 
for me that there were in the house three per- 
sons whom it was part of their plan to mystify 
respecting my fate. This.alone compelled the 
extreme caution of their proceedings, They 
suspected that I had placed furniture against the 
door, and were afraid to force it, lest a crash, a 
scream, perhaps a long and shrilly struggle, 
might follow. 

I remained for a space which I can not pre- 
tend to estimate in the same posture, afraid to 
stir—afraid to move my eye from the door. 

A very peculiar grating sound above my head 
startled me from my watch—something of the 


character of sawing, only more crunching, and | 


with a faint, continued rumble in it, utterly in- 
explicable. It sounded over that portion of the 
roof which was furthest from the door, toward 
which I now glided; and as I took my stand 
under cover of the ae 784 7 of a clumsy 
old press that stood close by it, I perceived the 
room a little darkened, and I saw a man descend 
and take his stand upon the window-stone. He 
let go a rope, which, however, was still fast 
round his cin A and employed both his hands, 
with apparently some exertion, about something 
at the side of the window, which ina momen 
more, in one mass, bars and and all,swung noise- 
lessly open, admitting the frosty night air, and 
the man, whom I now distinctly saw to be Dud- 
ley Ruthyn, kneeled on the sill, and stepped, 
after a moment’s listening, into the room. His 
foot made no sound upon the floor; his head 
aoe bangs and he wore his usual short shooting- 
jacket. 

I cowered to the ground in my post of obser- 
vation. He stood, as it seemed to me, irres- 
olutely for a moment, and then drew from his 
pocket an instrument which I distinctly saw 
against the faint moonlight. Imagine a ham- 
mer, one end of which had been beaten out into 
alongish tapering spike, with a handle some- 
thing longer thanusual. He drew stealthily to 
the window, and seemed to examine this hurried- 
ly and tested its strength with a twist or two of 
his hand; and then he adjusted it very carefully 
in his grasp and made two or three little exper- 
imental picks with it in the air. 4 

I remained perfectly still, with a terrible com- 
nosure, crouched in my hiding-place, my teeth 
clenched, and prepared to struggle like a tigress 


for my life when discovered, I thought hisnext 
measure would be to light a match. Isawa 
lantern, I fancied, on the window-sill. But this 
was not his ogame He stole, in a groping way, 
which seemed strange to me, who could distin- 
guish objects in this light, to the side of my bed, 
the exact position of which he evidently knew; 
he stooped over it. Madame was breathing in 
the dee: dig ay ereee of heavy sleep. Suddenly, 
but softly, he laid, as it seemed to me, his left 
hand over her face, and nearly at the same 
instant there came a scrunching blow—an un- 
natural shriek, beginning small, and swelling for 
two or three seconds into a yell such as are im- 
agined in haunted houses, accompanied by a 
convulsive sound, as of the motion of running, 
and the arms drumming on the bed—and then 
another blow; and with a horrid gasp he re- 
coiled a step or two, and stood perfectly still. I 
heard a horrible tremor quivering through the 
joints and curtains of the bedstead, the convul- 
sion of the murdered woman. It was a dread- 
ful sound, like the shaking of a tree and rustling 
of leaves. Then once more he stepped to the 
side of the bed, and I heard another of those 
horrid blows—and._ silence—and another—and 
more silence—and the diabolical surgery was 
ended. For a few seconds, [ think, I was onthe 
: fo of fainting; but a gentle stir outside the 

oor, close to my ear, startled me, and proved 
that there had n a watcher posted outside. 
There was a little tapping at the door, 

““Who’s that?” whispered Dudley, hoarsely. 

“ & friend,” answered a sweet voice. 

And a key was introduced, the door quickly 
unlocked, and Unele Silas entered. Isaw that 
frail, tall white figure, the venerable silver locks 
that resembled. those upon the honored head of 
John Wesley, and his thin white hand, the back 
of which hans so close to my face that I feared 
to breathe, could see his fingers twitching 
nervously, Thesmell of perfumes and of ether 
entered the room with him. 

Dudley was trembling now like aman in an 
ague-fit. 

“ Look what you made me do!” he said, ma- 
niacally. 

“Steady, sir!” said the old man, close beside 


me. 

‘Yes, you damned old murderer, I’ve a mind 
to do for you.” 

“There, Dudley, like a dear boy, don’t give 
way; it’s done. ight or wrong, we can’t hel 
it. You must be quiet,” said the old man, wit 
a stern gentleness. 

Dudley groaned, 

“Whoever advised it, you’re the gainer, Dud- 
ley,” said Uncle Silas. 

hen there was a pause, 
“TY hope that was not heard,” said Uncle Si- 


as. 
ii Dudley walked to the window and stood 
here, 

“Come, Dudley, you and Hawkes must use 
expedition. You know you must get that out 
of the way.” . 

‘Pye done too much. I won’tdonou’t. Pll 
not touch it. I wish my hand was off first. I 
wish Iwas a soger. Do as ye like, you an’ 
Hawkes, I won't go nigh it; damn ye both— 
and that!” and he hurled the hammer with all 
his force upon the floor, 

“Come, come, be reasonable, Dudley, dear 
boy. There’s nothing to fear but your own fol- 
ly. You won’t make a noise?” 

“Qh, oh, my God!” said Dudley, pened 
and he wiped his forehead with his open hand. 

‘There, now, you'll be all well in a minute,” 

continued the old man. 
‘You said ’twouldn’t hurt her. If T’d’a’ known 
she’d ’a’ screeched like that ’d never done it. 
"Twas a damn lie. You’re the damnedest villain 
on, earth.” 

“Come, Dudley,” said the old man, under his 
breath, but very sternly, ‘‘ make up your mind. 
If you don’t choose to go on, it can’t be helped; 
only it’s a pity you began. For you it is a good 
deal; it does not much matter for me,” 

“ Ay, for youl!” echoed Dudley, through his 
set teeth. ‘The old talk!” 

“ Well, sir,” snarled the old man, in the same 
low tones, ‘‘ you should have thought of all this 
before. It’s only taking leave of the world a 

ear or two sooner; but a year or two’s some- 
thin . Tl leave you to do as you please.” 

“Stop, will you? Stop here. know it’s a 
fixt thing now, If a fe does a thing he’s 
damned for, you might let him talk a bit, any- 
how. I don’t care much if I was shot.” 

“There, now—there—just stick to that, and 
don’t run off again. There’s a box and a bag 
here; we must change the direction, and take 
them away. The box has some seuss Can 
you see them? I wish we had a light.” 

“No, ’'d rather not; I can see well enough. 
I wish we were out o’ this. Here’s the box.” 

“ Pull it to the window,” said the old man, to 
my inexpressible relief, advancing at last a few 
steps. 

oolness was given me in that dreadful mo- 
ment, and I knew that all depended on my being 

mpt and resolute. I stood up swiftly. 
on often thought that if I had hap to 
wear silk ins' of the cashmere I on that 
night, its rustle would have betrayed me, 
distinctly saw the tall stooping figure of my 


_ 
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uncle, and the outline of his venerable tresses, 
as he stood between me and the dull light of the 
window, like a shape cut out in card. 

He was saying ‘just to there,” and pointin: 
with his long arm at that contracting patch o: 
moonlight which lay squared upon the floor. 
The door was about a quarter open, and just as 
Dudley began to drag madame’s heavy box, with 
my jewel-case in it, across the floor from her 
room, inhaling a great breath—with a mental 
prayer for help—I glided on tiptoe from the 
room, and found myself on the gallery floor, 

I turned to my right simply by chance, and 
followed a long gallery in the dark, not running 
—I was too fearful of making the least noise— 
but walking with the tiptoe swiftness of terror. 
At the termination of this was a cross gallery. 
one end of which—that to my left—terminated 
in a great window, through which the dusky 
night-view was visible. Vith the instinct of 
terror I chose the darker, and turned again to 
my right; hurrying through this long and near- 
Wy dar passage, I was terrified by a light about 

irty feet before me, emerging from the ceiling, 
In spotted patches this light fell through the door 
and sides of a stable-lantern, and showed me a 
ladder, down which, from an open skylight, T 
suppose, for the cool night-air floated in my 
face, came Dickon Hawkes, notwithstanding his 
maimed condition, with so much celerity as to 
leave me hardly a moment for consideration. 
He sat on the last round of the ladder, and 
tightened the straps of his wooden leg. 

At my left was a doorcase open, but no door. 
I entered; it was a short passage about six feet 
long, leading perhaps to a back. stair, but the 
door at the end was locked. 

I was forced to stand in this recess. shen, 
which afforded no shelter, while Pegtop stum 
by with his lantern in his hand. I fancy he had 
some idea of listening to his master mrepanesized, 
for he stop close to my hiding-place, blew 
out the candle, and pinched the long snuff with 
his horny finger and thumb. 

Having listened for a few seconds, he stumped 
stealthily along the gallery which I had just 
traversed, and turned the corner in the direction 
of the chamber where the crime had just been 
committed, and the discovery was impending. 
I could see him against the broad window wrlitaht 
in the daytime lighted this long passage, and 
the moment I had passed the corner I resumed 


my flight. 
descended a stair corresponding with that 
back stair, as I am told, up which madame had 
led me only the night before.. I tried the outer 
door. To my wild surprise it was open. Ina 
moment J was upon the step, in the free air, and 
as instantaneously was seized by the arm in the 
gripe of a man. 

twas Tom. Brice, who had already betrayed 
me, and who was now in surtout and hat, wait- 
ing to drive the carriage with the guilty father 
and son from the scene of their abhorred ovt- 
rage. 


CHAPTER LXV. 
IN THE OAK PARLOR. 
So it was vain; I was trapped, and all was 


over. 

I stood before him on the step, the white moon 
shining on my face. I was trembling so that I 
wonder I could stand, my helpless hands raised 
toward him, and I looking up in his face. A 
long, shuddering moan—‘‘ Oh—oh—oh!” was all 
L uttered, 

The man, still holding my arm, looked, I 
thought, frightened into my white, dumb face. 

Suddenly he said, in a wild, fierce whisper. 
“Never say another word.” (I had not uttered 
one.) ‘They sha’n’t hurt ye, miss; git ye in; I 
don’t care a damn!” 

It was an uncouth ech. To me it was the 
voice of an angel. ith a burst of gratitude 
that sounded in my own ears like a laugh, I 
thanked God for those blessed words, 

In amoment more he had placed me in the 
carriage, and almost instantly we were in mo- 
tion—very cautiously while crossing the court. 
until he had got the wheels upon the grass, and 
then at a rapid pace, improving his speed as the 
distance increased. He drove along the side of 
the back approach to the house, keeping on the 
grass, so that our progress, though swaying like 
that of a ship in a swell, was very nearly as 
noiseless. % 

The gate had been left unlocked: he swung it 
open, and remounted the box. d we were 
now beyond the spell of Bartram-Haugh, thun- 
dering—Heaven be praised i-—alone the queen’s 
highway, right in the route to Elverston. It 
was. literally a_g: . Through the chariot 
windows I saw Tom das he drove, and ey- 
ery now and then throw an @ lance over 
his choujdete Wiene-) ee ed? ip Poser 
agony of prayer as, with ¢ ( 
fees and Frid stare, I gazed Kivoes the win- 
dows on the whose trees, and hedges, and 
gabled cottages were chasing one another back- 
ward at so giddy aspeed. 

We were now ascending the 


identical i 
ith th it ash-trees. at the right and il : 
eget ge ae paral ae 


between, which my vision of 
resented all that Bio es 


cited eye 
etected a running figure Loney i gait 
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UNCLE SILAS, 


saw the head of some one crossing the stile in ligton, which is the highest form of affection, to 
) 


pursuit, and heard Brice’s name shrieked. 

“ Drive on—on—on!” I screamed. 

But Brice pulled up. Iwas on my knees on 
the floor of the carriage, with clasped hands, 
expecting capture, when the door opened, and 


Meg Hawkes, pale as death, her cloak drawn | marrying me to 


over her back tresses, looked in. 

“Oh! ho! ho! "Thank God!” she screamed. 
‘‘ Shake hands, lass. Tom, yer a good’un! He’s 
a good lad, Tom.” : 

“Come in, Meg; you must sit by me,” I said, 
re@overing all at once. 

Meg made no demur. ‘Take my hand,” I 
said, offering mine to her diseng: one. 

«¢ can’t miss—my arm’s broke.” 

And so it was, poor thing! She had been es- 
pied and overtaken in her errand of mercy for 
me, and her ruffian father had felled her with 
his cudgel, and then locked her into the cottage, 
whence, however, she had contrived to esca) 
and was now flying to Elverston, having trie 
in vain to get a hearing in Feltram, whose peo- 
ple had been for hours in bed, 

The door being shut upon Meg, the steaming 
horses were instantly at a gallop again. 

Tom was still watching as before, with man 
an anxious Tt to rearward, for pursuit, 
Again he pulled up, and came to the window. 

©Oh, what is it?” cried I. 

‘Bout that letter, miss—I couldn’t help. 
‘Twas Dickon, he found it in my pocket. 
That’s a’.” 

“Oh, yes! no matter—thank you—thank 
Heaven! Are we near Elverston?” 

‘oP will be a mile, miss; and please’m to mind 
T had no finger in’t.” 

“Thanks—thank you—you're very good—I 
shall always thank you, Tom, as long as I live!” 

At length we entered Elverston. I think I 
was half wild. I don’t know how I got into the 
hall. I wasin the oak parlor, I believe, when I 
saw Cousin Monica. I was standing, my arms 
extended. Icould not speak; but [ran witha 
loud, long scream into her arms. I forget a 
great deal after that. 


CONCLUSION. 

Ou, my beloved Cousin Monica! Thank Heay- 
en, you are living still, and younger, I think, 
than [ in all things but in years. 

And Milly, my dear companion, she is now 
the happy wife of that good little clergyman, 
Sprigge Biddlepen. “ It has been in my power to 
be of use to them, and he shall have the next 
presentation to Dawling. 

Meg Hawkes, proud and wayward, and the 
most affectionate creature on earth, was married 
to Tom Brice a few months after these events; 
and as both wished to eigeate I furnished 
them with the capital; and [am told they are 
likely to be rich. I hear from my kind Meg 
‘often, and she seems ver pene 

My dear old friends, itary uince and Mrs. 
Rusk, are, alas! growing old, but living with 
me, and very happy. And, after long solicita- 
tion, I persuaded Doctor Bryerly, the best and 
truest of ministers, with my dearest friend’s 
concurrence, to undertake the management of 
the Derbyshire estates. In this I have been 
most fortunate. He is the very person for such 
a charge—so punctual, so laborious, so kind and 
so shrewd. 

In compliance with medical advice, Cousin 
Monica hurried me away to the Continent, 
where she would never permit me to allude to 
the terrific scenes which remain branded so aw- 
fully on my brain. It needed no constraint. It 
te sort of agony to me even now to think of 

em. 

The plan was craftily devised, Neither old 
Wyat, nor Giles, the butler, had a suspicion that 
T had returned to Bartram: Had I been put to 
death, the secret of my fate would have been 
deposited in the keeping of four persons only— 
the two Ruthyns, Hawkes, and ultimately 
madame. My dear Cousin Monica had been 
artfully led to believe in my departure for 
France, and prepared for my silence. Suspicion 
might not have been excited for a year after 
my death, and then would never, in all proba- 
bility, have pointed to Bartram as the scene of 
the crime. . ‘The weeds would have grown over 
me, and I should have lain in that deep grave 
where the corpse of Madame de la Rougierre 
was unearthed i the darksome quadrangle of 
Bartram-Haugh. 

It was more shad two years after that I heard 
what had befallen at Bartram after my flight. 
Old Wyat, who went early to Uncle Silas’ room, 
to her surprise, for he had told her that he was 
that night to accompany his son, who had to 
meet the mail train to Derby at five o’clock in 

e morning saw ney old he i an lying on the 

much in his usu: sition. - 

“There was nou’t oh strange about him,” 
old t said “but that his scent-bottle was 
Spilt, on its side, over on the table, and he dead.” 
thought he was not quite cold when she 
she sent the old butler pith 


» and 
tit Jolks, who said he died of too much 
“wretched uncle's religion what am I to 

as it utter h: , or had it at any 


2 : ity in it i say. 
“I don’t believe that he had muy. » Beg x 


old of, Perhaps he was a skeptic, with 
misgivings about the future, but past the time 
for finding any thing reliable in it. The devil 
approached the citadel of his heart by stealth, 
with many aigzags and parallels—the idea of 
is son by fair means, then by 
foul; and, when that wicked chance was gone, 
then the design of seizing all by murder super- 
vened. I dare say that Uncle Silas thought for 
a while that he was a righteous man. He wish- 
ed to. have Heaven and to escape Hell, if there 
were such places. But there were other things 
whose existence was not speculative, of which 
some he coveted, and some he dreaded more 
and temptation came. ‘‘ Now, if any man puild 
upon this foundation, gold,silver, precious stones, 
wood, hay, stubble, ¢very man’s work shall be 
made manifest; for the day shall declare it, be- 
cause it shall be revealed by fire; and the fire 
shall try every man’s work of what sort it is.” 
There comes with old age a time when the heart 
is no longer fusible or malleable, and mvst retain 
the form in which it has cooled down. ‘ He 
that is unjust, let him be unjust still; he which 
is filthy, let him be filthy still.” 

Dud 4 had disap’ ed; but in one of her 
letters Meg, writing from her Australian farm, 
says: ‘‘There’s a fellah in toon as calls hisself 
Colbroke, wi’? a good hoose o’ wood, 15 foot 
length, and as hy ’bout as silling o’ the pearler 
o’ Bartram—only lots o’ rats, they do say, my 
lady—a b’ying and sellin’ of goold back and for- 
red wi’ the diggin’ foke and the marchants. His 
chick and mouth be wry wi’ scar o’ burns or vit- 
terel, and no w’iskers, bless you; but my Tom ee 
tolt him he knowed him for Master Doodley. I 
a’n’t see’d him; but he sade ad shute Tom soon is 
look at ’im, an’ denide it, wi’ moathful o’ curses 
and oaf, ‘Tom bain’t right shure; if I see’d ’un 
wons i’d ‘no’ for sartin; but ’appen twill best be 
let be.” This was all. 

Old Hawkes stood his ground, relying on the 
profound cunning with which their actual pro- 
ceedings had been concealed even from the sus- 
picions of the two inmates of the house, and on 
the mystery that habitually shrouded Bartram- 
Haugh and all its belongings from the eyes of 
the outer world. 


_ Strangely enough, he fancied that I had made 


my escape long before the room was entered, 
and, even if he were arrested, there was no evi- 
dence, he was certain, to connect him with the 
pot all knowledge of which he would stout- 
y deny. 

There was an inquest on the body of my uncle. 
and Dr. Jolks was the chief witness. They foun: 
that his death was caused by ‘“‘an excessive dose 
of laudanum, accidentally administered by him- 
self. 

It was not until nearly a year after the dread- 
ful occurrences at Bartram that Dickon Hawkes 
was arrested on a very awful charge, and placed 
in jail. It was an old crime, committed in Lan- 
cashire, that had found him out. After his con- 
viction, as a last chance, he tried a disclosure of 
all the circumstances of the unsuspected death 
of the Frenchwoman. Her body was discovered 
buried where he indicated, in the inner court. of 
Bartram-Haugh, and, after due Jegal inquiry, 
was interred in the churchyard of Feltram. 

Thus I escaped the horrors of the witness-box, 
or the far worse torture of a dreadful secret. 

Dr. Bryerly, shortly after Lady Knollys had 
described to him the manner in which 
entered my room, visited the house of Bartram- 
Haugh, and minutely examined the windows of 
the pg a beat = ts chee uae — 2 the 

ight of his murder. One of these he found pro- 
vid erattil 


ed with powerful steel hinges, very 


Ly 
sunk and concealed in the timber of the window- 


frame, which was secured by an iron pin outside, 
and aone ace on its removal. Ss was the 
room in which they had ea me, and this the 
contrivance by means of which the room had 
been entered. The problem of Mr, Charke’s 
murder was solved. : 


T have Po it. Isit for a moment breath- 
less, Myhands are cold and damp. Lrise with 
a great sigh, and look out on the sweet green 
landscape and pastoral hills, and see the flowers 
and birds, and the waving boughs of glorious 
trees—all images of liberty and safety; and as 
the tremendous nightmare of my youth melts 
into air, I lift my eyes in boundless gratitude to 
the God of all comfort, whose mighty hand and 
outstretched arm delivered me. en I lower 
my eyes and unc! my hands, my cheeks are 
wet with tears. tiny voice is calling me 
“Mamma!” and a beloved smiling face, with his 
dear father’s silken brown tresses, peeps in. 

‘*Yes, darling, our walk. Come away!” 

Tam Lady Ilbur , happy in the affection of a 
beloved and noble- aarted husband. The shy, 
useless girl you have known is now a mother— 
trying be a good one; and this, the last 
pledge, has lived. 

Tam not going to tell of sorrows—how brief 

been my pes le of early maternity, or how 
beloved were those whom the Lord gave and the 
Lord has taken away, But sometimes as, smil- 
ing on my little boy, the tears gather in my eyes, 
he wonders, I can see, why they come. I am 
thinking—and trembling while I smile to think— 
how strong is love, how frail is life; and rejoic- 
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ing while I tremble, that in the deathless love of 
those who mourn, the Lord of Life, who never 
gave a pang in vain, conveys the sweet and en- 
nobling promise of a compensation by eternal 
reunion, So, through my sorrows, I have heard 
a voice from heaven say, ‘‘ Write, from hence- 
forth blessed are the dead that die'in the Lord.” 

This world is a parable—the habitation of 
symbols—the phantom of spiritual things im- 
mortal shown in material shape. May the bless- 
ed second-sight be mine to recognize under thes 
beautiful forms of earth the ANGELS who wear 
them, for I am sure we may walk with them if 
we will, and hear them speak. 

THE END. 


» Mrs, Jocelyn’s King Lear, 


BY MARY REED CROWELL, 


“Ts confoundedly dull, anyhow, with the 
snow turned to brown sand, and no business do- 
ing. Heigho! it’s my candid opinion that the 
City of New York can’t be beaten for stupid- 
ity 


Mr. Lane Lawton shut his ledger with a bang, 
and leaned disconsolately back against the wall, 
with his hands thrust into his pockets. 

‘Hello, Lawton! you look as if 
friend had deserted you. 
in love?’ 

Lester Clement’s cheery voice and bright 
handsome face, lent a new light to the dull, dim 
office, and Lawtn extended his hand cordially, 

‘Tn love!—don’t begin any of your chaff, old 
fellow—the idea—I in love! I’m precious glad 
= see you though—how are you, and your fami- 
y? 

Clement took off his seal-skin cap, and 
brushed his hair off his forehead. 

‘* First-rate—all of ’em, and up to their eyes 
infun. Nettie is getting up theatricals, and I 
came down for the express purpose of inviting 
you to take part.” 

Lawton plunged his hands in his pockets 
again, and assumed a very resigned expression. 

“You're not attempting a joké on mo, 
Clement? You really want me—and there’s to 
be no attempt on any of the ladies’ part to en- 
trap me, is there?” 

ercent’s lip curled for a second. 

“Do you know I regard you as the most con- 
ceited jackanapes I ever saw? You may rest 
assured that none of my wife’s lady guests will 
condescend to the task of entrapping you—the 
invulnerable bachelor of the eteenth cen- 


tury.” 

ha be glad to oblige Nettie, you know, only 
—if there’s any pretty girls—they’ll be sure to 
inveigle me.” 

“Nonsense—you'll be sure to fall in love and 
be refused.” 

Clement laughed at the look of horror on 
Lawton’s face, 

‘“My boy—since you married Nettie Hyde, 
I’ve had to forgive you a great epnag A things— 
this is one of them, the insinuation that J can 
ever lose a suitable sense of my personal dignity 
sufficient to fall in love with the finest woman 
on earth. No, sir—there’s not the handsomest 
face, figure, or foot in Christendom that couli 
turn my head.” 

* ae laughed, half angrily, half impa- 
ently. 

ar Don't make a fool of yourself, Lawton,” he 
said, unceremoniously. ‘Lose a sense of your 
grand ig Sehgal forget your crotchet, and 


your last 
What's the matter— 


come up for a week or ten days purposely to - 
enjoy yourself,” 
. Lawton smoothed the scant hair that 


covered his bald spot, with another look of 
mingled resignation and high resolve. 

ll go on Thursday; I'll favor Mrs. Nettie 
and the other ladies with the best of my abili- 
ties; cocks 

He looked so martyr-like that Clement laugh- 
ed outright. 
“Only what, you goose?” 
“Tam so suspicious of the women, Clement, 
I tell you, now, it’s not an enviable position | 
occupy—in ssession of a fair amount of th’s 
world’s haa more than medium personal at- 
tractions, a good disposition, and known to bo 
arried. Honestly, though, Ican’t blame tho 
es if they regard me so solicitously.” 
Clement coughed spasmodically behind his 
cap, over which his twinkling eyes were taking 
an amused inventory of Mr. e Lawton’s 
short, stout figure, plump, beardless face, big, 
od-natured, yellow-green eyes, and seant yel- 
on hair. ine 
eniuses always have to pay a penalty, you 
know, Lawton, and one of thes fine days even 
you'll succumb to a pair of radiant eyes.” 


Lawton smiled in serene superiority. 

“T wouldn't like to say I think you cron 
itiful victim to matrim ‘delusion, Clement, 
ut—” 4 : 

“ And I will say I reall think you aro an 
unmitigated Da ar Braden coe “iene. 
rupted. ly. on 
Thursday,” $ 


Lights gleamed and glared brightly in the 
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windows of the Clement mansion, and while 
Mr, Lawton stood waiting for the answer to 
his summons on the bell, he could distinctly hear 
the hum of voices, occasional bursts of mirth, 
and once, just as the respectful colored servant 
ushered him through the little marble-floored 
vestibule, he heard a low, joyous laugh, so 
sweet, so musical, that it instantly commanded 
his admiration. 

He made his toilet in his room very quickly, 
and came down to meet Mrs. Nettie Clement in 
the library, where she and several of her guests 
were waiting to receive him. 

He was perfectly at ease, as he bowed, to 
them all prety Lulu Steele, and her brunette 
friend, Maude Templeton. There were_the 
three Dayton girls, and Miss Ruhey, and Mrs. 
Jocelyn—stylish, elegant girls, all of them, onl 
this dainty littlé woman in the trailing blac 
robes, that made her seem as purely fair as a 
lily, was the most_ cool, superbly . indifferent 
piece of femininity Lane Lawton had ever come 
across, ; 

She bowed slightly, as Nettie said: ‘Mrs, 
Jocelyn,” then seemed. to forget Mr. Lawton’s 
existence, entirely, as she turned to Maude 
Templeton, with a bewitching smile that dis- 
played the deep. dimple in her round, fair 


cheek, 
‘Shall we have that duet now?” 
Her voice was low, sweet, and unlike any 


other Mr. Lawton had ever heard. 


“Yes,” said Nettie, ‘Mr. Lawton will be de- 
lighted to hear it, I know.” 

Of course he bowed, and.said he should. be 
more than delighted, and gave his arm to 
Mrs. Jocelyn as he spoke. He was piqued all 
the evening by her seeming forgetfulness of his 
existence; and once, when everybody laughed 
at a witticism he got off, except pretty, black- 
eyed, red-lipy Mrs. Jocelyn, he felt an,especial 
anxiety to elicit at least.a faint. show of appro- 
bation. ‘Later, when Harry Hyde was ing 
to her, Mrs. Jocelyn laughed outright, and then 
Mr. Lawton. knew it was from her beautifnl lips 
that the trill of Syed had come that charmed 
him as he entered the house. . . 

That night he sat in his room, smoking and 
meditatihe. 

‘©A deuced fine woman—a deuced fine wo- 
man. Steps like a queen, and all. that. But 
she needn't think Jam in love with) her!—she 
needn't flatter herself that because the deceased 


’ Jocelyn was a fellow. of good taste and judg- 


ment in choice, that Js manifest my appro 
bation in a like manner. Lhope she won’t be 
so foolish as to fall im love with me.” 

He retired to his couch to dream of a dazzling, 
ereamy complexion, a pair of bewildering blac 
eyes, and lips.as red_as the heart of a rose. 

*” When he awoke in the morning, his first con- 
sciousness was pee aa Mrs. J ocelyn’s sweet 
laugh as she passed the door. 

“Sho has recovered entirely’ from her hus- 
band’s. loss, for all. the mourning: dresses she 
wears so becomingly; and there’s one thing cer- 
tain, if ever 1do marry—not that, there’s. the 
remotest. possibility. of such a foolishly unpar- 
donable thing—but, if ever 1 should marry it 
would be a woman of Mrs. Jocelyn’s. style—a 
sensible, smart woman, who knows what’s what, 
and weighs a good hundred and forty.” 

And Mr. Lawton went down to breakfast in a 
very self-satisfied mood, and actually began 


over the toast. and chocolate, and the broiled. 


rairie-hen, and the canned pineapple, to regard 
rs. Jocelyn as avery highly-favored individual 
to have so won his regard. 


“ Well, Lawton, how are you enjoying your- 
self? In prime order for the theatricals to- 
night?” : 

ster Clement and Nettie had strolled into 
the library where Lawton was lazily making an 
attempt to read. r 

“ First rate—first rate. Isn’t it enough to in- 
spire a fellow to have such a charming partner 
in conversation. as Mrs. Jocelyn? , I tell you, 
Clem, she’s a stunner—begging your pardon, 
Mrs. Nettie.” 

Clement laughed. . 

“Didnt I tell you you’d suceumb one of these 
ine days? | I'm sorry for you, though, honestly, 

n— 


wtol 

Lawton bridled instantly. 

“Spare yourself, Clement. Iam not yet open 
to condolence, nor do I for a moment suppose I 
should be, if I decided to ask the Se a 
widow to share my destiny. Remember, if 
decide.” t 

A little exclamation of something indefinite 
came to, Nettie’s lips; but Lester squeezed her 
arm warningly, ‘while he struggled manfully 
to preserve his usual ity. . 

“T wish Bette success, Pm sure, Nettie isn’t 
some one calling us?” - 

{m the hall, as they_separated, Nettie looked 
reprovingly at her lord. ’ me) 

‘“Lester—you're, awful wicked! How dare 
you do so?” 

He kissed her as he answered her. ~ - ; 

“ He deserves to have the conceit taken out of 
him. Besides—it’s his own conclusion. Z never 
told him.” } 

“Nor I; but I know Lora will completely an- 
nihilate him if he does push the matter. 


‘He deserves annihilation—depend. upon it, 


it’ll do him good. 


All that day everybody was flitting hither and 
yon in busy preparation for_ the eventful eve- 
ning; and more than once, Mr. Lawton had met 
Mrs. Jocelyn in the library where she was con- 
sulting pictures, or refreshing her memory: with 
suggestions of toilette. More than once,;, her 
near proximity had made his heart bounce; and 
especially late in the afternoon, when she had 
smiled unusually cordially at him. 

It was nearing dusk, and the rest of the ama- 
teur actors and actresses were locked in their 
rooms, preparing the costumes in which pictur- 
esque array they were to take dinner; all but 
Mr. Lawton, Fie in his King Lear suit, had 
sauntered restlessly below stairs half hoping to 
meet Mrs. Jocelyn in her gharacter of ‘ Corde- 
lia, fille.” To his delight, Mrs. Jocelyn was in 
the library leaning against the window, looking 
pensively into the gathering dusk. The house 
was quiet, the lights burned soft and lustrous in 
ground glass globes; the beautiful woman had 
never seemed so approachable—and Mr. Law- 
ton, with his heart all athrob,,all aroused at 
last; approached her. 

‘“T hardly expected to find you here,” he said, 
as he paused before her. 

She raised her eyes slowly. 

“Didn't you? I certainly supposed you were 
in your room with the rest.” 

“How could I stay in my room when the 
magnet was here?” 

A ring at the door-bell; but if Mr. Lawton 
heard it at all, he gave it no heed. It did not 
concern him, and at this crisis of his life. 

‘‘T have long been waiting for this opportuni- 
ty, to tell you how I love you, how you are the 
only woman I ever saw I cared for, and to offer 
you my—” 

He saw a sudden flush surge to her cheek, a 
sudden. gleam in her eyes; then, a miraculous 
change swept over her face, as a gentleman was 
shown in the room. 

“ Oh, Bob! this is a glorious surprise! and it 
really is yourself?” 

A. tall, handsome gentleman in a seal-skin 
overcoat, took her in his arms and. kissed her 
square on the mouth. 

‘““Tsn’t. it myself, Lora? I beg pardon,” he 
said, courteously, turning to Mr. Lawton, who 
stood staring angrily, and growing quite apo- 
plectic in the face, ‘ but. when a fellow hasn’t 
seen his wife for a month, he is excusable, isn’t 
he?.. Introduce me; dear,” he said, turning to 
Lora again. 

Lawton stood as if he had taken root. 

‘““My husband, Mr. Lawton,” she said, half 
pe ie y, half in aversion; then, hastily ad- 


“T am sorry you have made such a ridiculous 
mistake—I cannot account for. it, unless my 


-husband’s absence, and wy mourning for my 


protee, deceived you. You know J am guili- 
ess. 

Mr. Jocelyn looked on in mute surprise, while 
Lora’s face grew merry and arch. But, poor 
Mr. Lawton! he made a rush for the door, and 
escaped to his room, never to be seen again by 
a member of the party; to steal off in the first 


train, cursing widows, theatricals, and things 


generally, while King Lear was very creditably, 
and cerenmaly more acceptabl y to *‘ Cordelia,” 
rendered by Mrs. Jocelyn’s husband. 


Essay on Girls, 


Gres in the abstract are very nice. In Eng 
land they are fresh and fair and flower-like. 
they only knew how to dress themselves they 
would be charming. And they are intelligent, 
and educated, and womanly. , 

The Girl of Continental Europe can hardly 
be said to exist in a natural state. Sheisa 
caged bird—an imprisoned ‘creature. A squirrel 
revolving round and round on the dreary tread- 
mill of its tin cage, represents aswell the 
gay and graceful denizen of the woods, as 

oes the cribbed and. cabined frauwein, de- 
moiselle, or signorina, the bright, young 
being that gladdens our American homes, 
and forms so important an __ element 
in American society. On the Continent 
every nerve is strained to keep the you 
girl a child. If parents and dians coul 
make a six months’ old baby of her, they would 
like it so much the better. She must be inno- 
cent, with. the innocence of ignorance. Her 
moral condition must resemble a sheet of white 
paper, unsullied, it is true, but sulliable by a 
careless touch. . 

In England and America the young girl is 
trained to’ become a woman. She is not shut 
within the narrow present of girlhood, or driven 
back toward an impractical past of childhood, 
but is taught how wisely to direct her steps to- 


ward the ponies future of womanhood. On the | 


white surface of her youthful mind her guardi- 


ans strive to inscribe purity of principle and in- 


tegrity. of soul. The stores of literature are 


laid open to her with no fear that Sh are |. 


will totally corrupt her. morals, or that Faust 


will lead her mind astray. Thus the ‘habit of 1 


reading. and study is inculeated into healthy 
and intelligent natures.. Her mental powers 
have all a fair and perfect chance for develop- 
ment. Her reading is not confined to ‘‘ Robin- 
son Crusoe” and the ‘‘ Vicar of Wakefield,” as 
was recently recommended by a celebrated 
French. periodical. _Any one who will recall 
the pursuits of intelligent American girls, the 
Shakspeare ‘clubs and German classes, the mu- 
sical societies, and reading societies, formed and 
carried out with energy and perseverance, willsee 
at once how healthfully their young minds have 
been developed. Often, too, these phases of study 
are pursued in the midst of the gayety of social 
life. For the American girl isa power in Amer- 
ican society. She isnot forced to wait till she 
is married before becoming a star at balls, and 
a queen in the German. And after all objections 
have been. uttered, it must be confessed that 
this is. as it should be.. Youth is the time for 
pleasure. Eighteen has far more business in a 
all-room. than has sixty-eight. . When the 
mother of grown-up daughters goes prancing 
around in a cotillion one cannot help thinking 
that her home and her children, and her possi- 
ble grandchildren might afford her more appro- 
priate occupation. But when the young girl, 
Tosy, flushed, and radiant, flits past in the dance, 
no humming-bird in the heart of a. flower, no 
butterfly soaring on the sunshine, no kitten in 
wild chase after a floating thistle-down, was 
ever more prettily or more naturally engaged, 
nor more truly in its proper place. y 
And how charming they are, our young com- 
oatriots, how fresh and sweet, and rosily lovely! 
he. pretty epithet of ‘‘ rosebud ies,” so 
lately in vogue in New York, exactly expresses 
the effect of a bevy of young American girls. 
Get together one hundred of them, and fifty 
will be pretty, twenty-five will be pleasing in 
person, five will be plain, and the remaining 
twenty will be radiantly beautiful. Complexions 
at once delicate and brilliant, dainty features, 
aceful forms, and the tiniest of hands and 
‘eet—such are the characteristics, not. merely of 
American beauty, but of American girlhood in 
general, 

We do not mean to say that there are no 
shades to this brilliant picture. - All systems 
have their defects, and when folly gets the up- 
per hand, wey is but too apt to degenerate 
into license. _We have already deplored the ex- 
istence of the fast girl in American society. Not 
that there are many of her. She does not con- 
stitute five per cent. of our girlish population. 
But she is noisy, uproarious, and self-asserting. 
Above all, she is a crying scandalabroad. The 
true specimens of our embryo womanhood that 
come to Europe are busied with their studies, or 
calmly pursuing the ordinary occupations of 
life, unnoticed and unremarked. 'They neither 
“make eyes” at the gentlemen in the Bois, nor 
flirt their handkerchiefs at them on the Boule- 
vards. They neither pak their cheeks, nor 
powder their noses, But our fast girls do— 
more’s the pity. However, the question may 
be fairly asked as to which system is preferable; 
the American one, which produces five per cent. 
of fast girls, or the Continental one, which gives 
society fifty per cent. of fast young wives? 
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